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To  my  Lady  *  *  ♦* 
Madam, 

OUR  commands  for  the  gathering  thefe  fticks 


into  a  faggot  had  fboner  been  obeyed ;  buty  in- 
tending to  preient  you  with  my  whole  vintage,  I  ftayed 
till  the  lateft  grapes  were  ripe :  for,  here  your  Lady- 
ihip  has  not  only  all  I  have  done,  but  all  I  ever  mean 
to  do  of  this  kind.  Not  but  that  I  may  defend  the 
attempt  I  have  made  upon  Poetry,  by  the  examples 
(not  to  trouble  you  with  hlHory)  of  many  wi{c  and 
worthy  perfons  of  our  own  times  j  as  Sir  Philip  Sidney, 
Sir  Francis  Bacon,  Cardinal  Perron  (the  ableft  of  his 
countrymen},  and  the  former  Pope;  who,  they  fay,  in- 
ftead  of  the  triple  crown,  wore  fometimes  the  Poet's 
iFy,  as  an  ornament,  perhaps,  of  lefTer  weight  and 
trouble.  But,  Madam,  thefe  Nightingales  fung  only 
in  the  fpring  j  it  was  the  diverilon  of  their  youth  j  as 
Ladies  learn  to  fing,  and  play,  when  they  are  chil- 
dren, what  they  forget  when  they  are  women.  The 
rcfcmblance  holds  further  j  for  as  you  quit  the  lute 
the  foonei ,  becaufe  the  pofture  is  fufpefted  to  draw  the 
body  awiy;  fo  this  is  not  always  praftifed  without 
fomc  vlllany  to  the  mind ;  wrefting  it  from  prefent  oc- 
cafxons  j  &  id  accuftoming  us  to  a  ftyle  fomewhat  re- 
moved fn  •  common  ufe.  But  that  you  may  not 
think  his  :afe  deplorable  who.  had  made  verfesj  we 
ire  told,  that  TuUy  (the  greateft  Wit  among  the  Ro- 
mans) was  once  fick  of  this  difeafe  j  and  yet  recovered 
io  wellj  that  of  almgft  a»  bad  a  Poet  as  your  fcrvant, 
B  he 


Ft3 1  r4  r  ^T^^!C 

me  world,     Sft 

ai^s»  »»  «ot  to  give 

i;  t%^m§ti  the  fai-mcr 

ui^tiAOftty  »c  kaA  of  doing 

--:l^  ^rc  bav«  made  j  -which 

e^ueii  mi]^  be  of  as 

:pcv  ihcfc  m 

rhvv  ji«i*  yotir  own  t 

.t  the  rt^ro*ch  of  a 

u  into  the  fire  i  or^  if  they 

.  ,»  ;*ie  iii  tile  chimney,  with  the 

:&>   (for.  thu»  bound,  it  will  be 

aftMic)  (car  thera  in 

.  .    m^  with  the  fit?  of 

:  lio  iiu  i'oetiu,  whereof  ^ve  only  hear  the 

Unthi,  aii  ihc  tKiry  wilt  hwt  it)  I  fup^— 

M^  lo  ctlebi-ate 

.V  itahapi^y  yoij 

not  who  yoa  irt  s  how  much 

y*^.*    .,^ ,    -^  ^client  of  yoiir  owii,  and  how 

iM^ll  you  au3a£c  the  leait  tticlined  to  wuuiiei*  uf  oufv 
If  V       *  ;  ibty  vwill  be  apt  to  tike  your  Latlylhip't 

ft:  "1  iium?,  fo  would  they  believe  that  I  en- 

4\  c  tharijclci  of  A  pttk^  Nymph,  worihip-- 

tU   - ^v  of  my  own  making,  aud  dftdicatcti 

IB  the  Li^iy  of  ihe  tM-3un»  tiot  of  the  hcMt»  of 

Yoiii   *      '     '    '■'% 

-^k3eiC¥^ai» 


fhip^ 
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PREFACE 

TO    THE    FIRST    EDITION    OP 

MR.    WALLER'S    POEMS, 

AFTER  THE  RESTORATIONS 

Printed  in  the  Year  1664. 

WHEN  the  Author  of  thefe  verfes  (written  only 
to  pleafe.hioirelf,  and  fuch  particular  perfon^ 
to  whom  they  were  dire6led)  returned  from  abroad 
fome  years  iince,  he  was  troubled  to  find  his  name  in 
Fnnt :  but,  fomewhat  fatisfied,  to  fee  his  Lines  fo  ill 
Feodered  that  he  might  juftly  difown  them ;  and  fay  to  ^ 
a  miftaking  Printer,  as  *  one  did  to  an  ill  Reciter^ 
•  *  •  Male  dum  recitas,  incipit  effe  tuus. 

Haring  been  ever  fincc  preffed  to  correal  the  many  and 
grofs  faults  (fuch  as  ufe  to  be  in  impreflions  wholly 
negle^ed  by  the  Authors)  5  his  anfwer  was,  that  he 
made  thefe  when  ill  Verfes  had  more  favor,  and 
efcaped  better,  than  good  ones  do  in  this  age :  the  fe- 
vcrity  whereof  he  thought  not  unhappily  diverted  by 
thofe  faults  in  the  impreifion,  which  hitherto  have 
hung  upon  his  Book,  as  the  Turks  hang  old  rags,  or 

•  Martial,  Lib.  i.  Ep.  39. 

B  %  fuch-like 
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fitch -iik«  ugljf  tbbgfy  o^oo  tbcir  &ncft  WiiE%  and 
Oilier  goodljr  rrotiMc^,  to  Iccnr^  than  ag^ittft  ^ftina- 
fioo.  Anttf  fur  rtu»fe  uf  »  iqgc^  coo&aed  inidrr&LEid- 
I9£r  wImi  pfCUsui  tuA  u>  ccoforc;  as  tiiey  adciirt  moi: 
wlut  thry  lc»lt  cumpti^be&d,  fo^  bu  vcd£&  (maimed  to 
itiAt  dcfritr  1 1)  At  ymielf  icaf€c  knar  wfnt  Id  make  ^ 
mufiy  ul  f!trtn}  might,  chat  wwf  st  leaj,  haire  a  title 
ta  l\)m«  oiimiratiQn ;  whi^^i  U  tio  futall  matter^  if  wha( 
an  old  Auiho*  obkrvcs  tic  trut|  that  the  aLim  of  Ora* 
ftitty  t»  vtiiloiyi  of  lltftcffii»s,  ntithj  End  of  PoetSf 
•ilnurnfioDt  Ht  had  reaiun  therefore  to  tn^iiilge  thole 
fmtlli  in  Kifi  Book,  whcrthy  it  might  be  reconciled  to 
ionwt  *ind  commanded  to  otlicrs. 

Thv  PrinttT  lUb  he  thought  wouLl  fare  the  wojfe,  if 
tht^fr  i'iiyhii  wrrtf  amended  i  for  we  fee  maimed  ftatues 
fell  Uetttr  than  whok  oncsj  and  clipped  am^  waftied 
tiKHjify  goi^i  ^)^buyl,  wlicii  the  entkc  and  weighty 

Thcff  rti-t  the  re«(0»»  wbii-h  for  above  twelve  y* 
|iflft  he  has  oj^^ufed  f o  oiir  rtt|uct!  j  tu  which  it  wiS  rc- 
pVivd,  l!iat  as  it  woiild  be  too  btt  to  recall  that  which 
hiid  fo  lon^  been  made  puhlk  j  ib,  might  it  firid  c%- 
ru(^  ftvm  his  yo^ith,  the  fe:dbii  it  was  produ$red  in/ 
Audi  tw^r  what  h^d  been  done  fmce,  and  now  added, 
U*  It  ctMiimeiul  not  his  Poetry,  it  might  his  Phibfophyj 
--^  '*;:*  h<n\  fo  I  to  bcir  fo  great  a  cala- 

r*  J  lof*  4^f  ,:Eof  his  futtune,  torn 

\n  priiou    (in  whichj.  and  In  banittfaene, 
L  91*  kiai  l&fc  hitll  alio  htm  fpcnt},  ekiit 
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Jke  can  ftill  fing  under  the  burthen^   not  unlike  that 
lloman  *, 

*  *  *  Qucm  dimifere  Philippi 

I>ecifis  humilem  pennis,  inopemque  paterni 

Et  Laiis,  &  fundi.  *  *  * 

Whofe  fpreading  wings  the  civil  war  had  clipM, 
And  him  of  his  old  patrimony  ilripM; 

Who  yet  not  long  after  could  fay, 

Muils  amicus,  triftitiam  &  metus 
Xradam  protervis  in  mare  Creticum 
Portare  ventis  *  *  *  Lib.  I.  Ode  xxvi. 

They  that  acquainted  with  the  Mufes  be. 
Send  caie,  and  foiTow,  by  the  winds  to  iea* 

Not  fo  much  moved  with  thefe  reafons  of  ours  (or 
pleased  with  our  rhymes)  as  wearied  with  our  impor- 
tunity, he  has  at  lafl  given  us  leave  to  affure  the 
Reader,  that  the  Poems  which  have  been  fo  long,  and 
ib  ill  fet  forth  under  his  name,  are  here  to  be  found  a€ 
he  firft  writ  them :  as  alfo,  to  add  fome  others  which 
have  fmce  been  compofed  by  him.  And  though  his 
advice  to  the  contrary  might  have  difcouraged  us  3  yet, 
obferving  how  often  they  have  been  reprinted,  what 
price  they  have  home,  and  how  earnedly  they  have  been 

*  Horace,  Lib.  II,  Epift,  ii« 

B  3  always 
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y wfty«  iiM^uiitd  after,  but  ef|?€cially  of  bcfr;  (making 
good  thu  of  Uomce, 

McUor»  d^«t  lit  vtna,  pomiata  rfddk : 

Lib.  II.  Epift.  I. 
**  Some  Y^ffes  being,  like  (beat  wtn^i^  wecommcndtd 
**  to  our  taftt  by  time  and  agt/') 
Wc  have  advert  tu  red  upon  this  new  and  well -corrected 
Edition  $  wtuch,  for  our  own  Aikes  as  well  as  thinci 
«rq  hope  will  fuccc«d  better  than  he  apprehended » 

Vbittir  'mgtmOf  cattera  mortjG  enmt. 


^^ 


t  r  i     ' 
P  .  R      E     F     A     C      E 

TO  THI  MCOHD  FAftT  OV 

MR.     WALLER'S     PO£MS| 

Printed  in  the  Y^ar  1690. 

THE  Reader  needs  be  told  no  more  in  eamnenda* 
^MB  of  theft  Poems,  than  that  they  are  Mr.  Wal- 
1er*t :  n  name  that  carries  every  thing  in  it  that  is  either 
great,  or  graceful,  in  poetry !  He  was  indeed  the  Pa- 
rent of  £ngli/h  Verfe,  and  the  firft  that  fhewed  ns  our 
Tongue  bad  Beauty,  and  Numbers,  in  it. '  Our  lan- 
guage c»wes  more  to  Him  than  the  French  does  to  Car- 
dinal Richelieu  and  the  whold  Academy.  A  Poet 
cannot  think  of  Him,  without  being  in  the  fame  rap-^ 
ture  Lucretius  is  in,  when  Bpicurus  comes  in  his  way  s 

Tu  pateT;  &  lenim  inventor;  Tu  patria  nobis     * 
^ppeditas  praecepta:  tuifque  ex,  Inclute  !  chartis, 
Floriferis  ut  apes  in  faltibus  omnia  libant, 
Omnia  nos  itidem  depafcimur  aurea  di^a  | 
Auyea  !  perpetua  Temper  dignilfima  viti  1 

Lib.  IIL  ver.  9* 

The  Tongue  came  into  His  hands,  like  a  rough  dia- 
mond :  He  poliflied  it  firft ;  and  to  that  degree,  that  all 
«tifts  iince  him  have  admired  the-  woikmanihip,  with- 
mu  pttundiiigr  to  mead  iu    Sucklittg  ud  Carew,  I 
-^4  muft 
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nuiit  confefsj  vvrotc  fnrnc  few  tliiTigs  fmoothlf  enaughi 
bi|t|  as  ail  th?y  did  i^  this  kind  was  oot  very  coafider- 
ablc^  fb  It  was  a  little  later  than  the  carlicll  pieces  of 
Mr,  Waller.  He  uiidoublc41y  ftaiids  firft  m  the  lift  of 
rtfitjcr*^  ^ndj  f<?r  auglit  I  know,  lafl  tooi  for  I  qviel- 
tjon,  whether  in  Charley  the  fccond^s  reign,  Englifh 
did  not  come  to  its  full  perfection  i  and  whether  it  hss 
not  had  its  Augtiftan  Age,  as  well  as  the  Latin,  It 
ifcms  to  be  already  mi:ced  with  foreign  languages  as 
tW  a*  Its  purity  will  bear^  and,  a$  Chcmlfts  fay  of  the* r 
Mcnibuums^  to  be  quite  fated  with  the  infufion*  But 
jjofterity  wiil  bett  judge  df  this*  In  the  mean  time,  it 
IS  a  furprizing  reflexion,  that  between  what  Spenfer 
wrote  iail,  and  Waller  £rft,  there  flioidd  not  be  mucli 
aboV€  twenty  years  diftance  i  and  yet  the  onCs  lan- 
guage, like  the  money  of  that  timCj  h  as  current  now 
a«  ever  j  whilft  tHc  other's  words  are  tike  old  coins,  one 
m^ft  go  to  an  antiquary  to  underftand  their  true  Bicaja* 
ing  and  value.  Such  advances  may  a  great  Genius 
make^  when  it  undertakes  any  thing  in  eapied  t 

Some  Painters  will  hit  the  chief  lines  and  maftcr- 
l^rokes  of  a  face  fo  truly,  that  through  all  the  difFcr* 
cnces  of  age^  the  piflure  fliall  ftill  hear  a  refcmblanct* 
This  art  was  Mr-  Waller's :  He  fought  ©ut,  in  this 
ilowing  Ti^ngue  of  ours,  what  parts  would  bft,  and 
be  of  ftanding  ufe  and  omamtrnt  i  and  this  lie  did  fo 
iueccfs fully,  that  his  language  is  now  a&freih  a$  it  was 
at  firft  fettmg  out*  Were  we  to  judge  banely  by  the 
wording,  we  conid  not  know  what  was  wroti;  at  twen- 
i^f  ^d  what  at  fourfcorc.    He  complainBa  indeed^  of 
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a  tide  of  words  that  comes  in  upon  the  Engltih  Poet, 
and  overflows  whatever  he  builds :  but  this  was  lefs 
His  cafe  than  any  man*s  that  ever  wrote;  and  the 
mifchlef  of  it  is,  this  very  complaint  will  laft  long 
enough  to  confute  itfelf :  for,  though  Engliih  be  moul- 
dering  ftone, .  as  he  tells  us  there,  yet  he  has  ceitainly 
picked  the  beft  out  of  a  bad  quarry. 

We  are  no  lefs  beholden  to  Him  for  the  new  turn  of 
Verfe,  which  he  brought  in,  and  the  improvement  he 
made  in  our  Numbers.  Before  His  time,  men  rhymed 
indeed,  and  that  was  all :  as  for  the  harmony  of  mea- 
fure,  and  that  dance  of  words,  which  good  ears  are  fo 
much  pleafed  with,  they  knew  nothing  of  it.  Their 
Poetry  then  was  made  up  almoft  entirely  of  monofylla- 
bles}  which  when  they  come  together  in  any  clufter,  are 
certainly  themoft  harih  untuneable  things  in  the  worlds 
If  any  man  doubts  of  this,  let  him  read  ten  lines  in 
Donne,  and  he  will  be  quickly  convinced.  Befides, 
their  verfes  ran  all  into  one  another  $  and  hung  toge- 
ther, throughout  a  whole  copy,  like  the  hooked  Atoms 
that  compofe  a  Body  in  Defcartes.  There  was  no 
diftindion  of  parts,  no  regular  flops,  nothing  for  the 
ear  to  reft  upon :  but,  as  foon  as  the  copy  began,  down 
it  went,  like  a  larum,  incefiantly ;  and  the  reader  was 
fbre  to  be  out  of  breath,  before  he  got  to  the  end  of  it. 
So  that  really  Verfe  in  thofe  days  was  but  down-right 
profe,  tagged  with  rhymes.  Mr.  Waller  i-emoved  all 
thefe  faulu  ^  brought  in  more  polyfyllables,  and  fmoor 
thcr  meafures ;  bound  up  his  thoughts  better;  and  in  a 
cadeace  more,  agreeable  to  ^e  nature  of  the  Verfe  He 

wrote 
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wt«fe  m  :  fo  tint  tritere-C'rcr  die  maxanl  icpi  of  iH A 
^MOTf  He  gonfniftd  ttie  little  brcakingi  of  Bic  JiEnlt  lo 
Si  t#  fAtl  in  with  ehciD.  And  f<ir  that  rca^biiy  ince  ^ 
iit^  of  our  Verfe  Uct  commonly  tipon  the  IiJi:  tjlbble^ 
^eo  will  hardly  twer  find  Him  oiicg  a  word  of  no  force 
ihcfe*  I  would  fay^  if  I  wrrt  not  afr^d  the  rcadcr 
woiild  think  me  too  nice,  that  He  commonly  elofcs 
KHth  Vtrtrt  I   in  which  we  know  the  life  of  language 

Amatig  other  improvementf,  we  may  reckon  that  of 
hh  rUymei  &  which  are  always  good,  and  very  often 
th«  bftttr  for  being-  new.  He  had  a  line  ear,  and  knew 
liow  qitickly  that  fcnfe  was  cloyed  by  the  fame  round 
of  chiming  words  Hill  returning  upon  it*  It  is  a  decid- 
ed crtfe  hy  the  Great  Maftcr  of  writing,  *  **  Qnse  fimt 
"  amfU,  k  pulchr^,  dio  phcere  poflTuut;  qnse  lepida 
•»  fi  concihiio,**  (ftinnnpft  whtcli  Rhytne  mtift,  whether 
If  will  or  no,  take  its  pUce)  **  cito  futictate  articiunt 
•'  iinriam  fenfum  fsiftidiofifRm^m,''*  This  he  \mder- 
Itood  very  well  i  and  therefore^  to  take  off  the  danger 
mf  a  ftirfeit  that  way,  ftrovc  to  plcafe  by  variety,  and 
flew  ftnmds.  Had  he  carried  this  obfervation^  among 
^ihert,  as  far  at  it  would  go,  it  mnft,  methinkSj  have 
fliown  him  the  iticurabte  fault  of  this  jirsgling  kmd  of 
Foetryi  and  h»ve  led  his  later  judgment  to  Blank 
Verfcv  But,  He  continued  an  obftinate  lover  of  Rh^'-me 
to  the  very  hft  t  k  was  a  miftrefs  that  never  appeared 
unli^ndfomc  it*  His  fyc»i  and  was  covrted  by  Him 
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fu  more  impartial :  no  man  ever  rhymed  truer 
rencr  than  he :  yet,  he  is  Co  juft  as  to  confefs, 
:  is  but  a  trifle  j  and  to  wifli  the  tyrant  dethroned, 
lank  Verfe  fet  up  in  its  room.  There  is  *  a  third 
I,  the  living  glory  of  our  Englifli  Poetry,  who 
fclaimed  the  ufe  of  it  upon  the  Stage  :  though  no 
▼cr  employed  it  there  fo  happily  as  he.  It  was 
xngth  of  his  Genius,  that  firft  brought  it  into 
in  Plays ;  and  it  is  the  force  of  his  example  that 
irown  it  out  again.  In  other  kinds  of  writing,  it 
lues  ftill ;  and  will  do  fo,  till  fome  excellent  fpi- 
\&s^  tkat  has  leifure  enough,  and  refolution  to 
the  Charm,  and  free  us  from  the  troublefome 
ige  of  rhyming,  as  Mr.  Milton  very  well  calls  it; 
las  proved  it  as  well,  by  what  he  has  wrote  in 
er  way.  But,  this  is  a  thought  for  times  at  fome 
ce ',  the  prefent  age  is  a  little  too  warlike ;  it  may 
pt  fnmifli  out  matter  for  a  good  Poem  in  the  next, 
will  hardly  encourage  one  now  :  without  pro- 
log, a  man  may  eaiily  know  what  fort  of  laurels 


PREFACE.  If 

thouglits  Co  very  well  always,  that,  when  they  have 
need  of  the  fame  fenr:^,  they  cannot  put  it  into  other 
words,  but  it  muft  be  to  its  prejudice.  Care  lias  been 
taken  in  this  Book  to  get  together  every  thing  of  Mr. 
Waller's  that  is  not  put  into  the  former  colleftion  :  £o 
that  between  both,  the  Reader  may  make  the  fct 
complete. 

It  will  perhaps  be  contended  after  all,  that  fomc  of 
th^fe  ought  not  to  have  been  publifhed  :  and  Mr. 
•  Cowley's  decifion  will  be  urged,  that  a  neat  tomb  of 
marble  is  a  better  monument  than  a  great  pile  of  rub- 
bifti.  It  might  be  anfwered  to  this,  that  the  Pi6hire8> 
and  Poems,  of  great  Mailers  have  been  always  valued, 
diough  the  laft  hand  were  not  put  to  them*  And  I  be- 
lieve none  of  thofe  Gentlemen  that  will  make  the  ob- 
jection, would  refufe  a  iketch  of  Raphael's^  or  one  of' 
Titian's  draughts  of  the  firfl:  fitting.  I  might  tell  them' 
too,  what  care  has  been  taken  by  the  learned,  to  pre- 
fcrve  the  fragments  of  the  antient  Greek  and  Latin 
Poets  :  there  has  been  thought  to  be  a  Divinity  in  whstt 
they  fiid ;  and  therefore  the  lead  pieces  of  it  have  been 
itept  li^j,  und  reverenced  like  religious  reliques.  And, 
I  am  furc,  take  away  the  *<  -f  mille  anni  j"'  and  impar- 
tial 

•  In  the  Preface  to  his  Works, 

-j-  Alluding  to  that  verfe  in  Juvenal, 

•  *  *  Et  uni  cedit  Hbmero 
Propter  mille  annoi*  •  •  *  Sat,  vii. 

And  yields  to  Homer  on  no  other  fcore. 
Than  that  he  liv'd  a  thoufand  years  before. 

Mr,  C.  Drj'den, 
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tial  reafojiing  will  tell  us  there  is  as  much  due  to  the 
memory  of  Mr.  Waller,  as  to  the  moil  celebrated 
i^ames  of  antiquity. 

But,  to  wave  the  difpute  now  of  what  ought  to  have 
been  done  ;  I  can  aflure  the  Reader,  what  <would  have 
been,  had  this  edition  been  delayed.  The  following 
Poems  were  got  abroad,  and  in  a  great  many  hands :  it 
were  vain  to  expe6l,  that  among  fo  many  admirers  of 
Mr.  Waller,  they  ihould  not  meet  with  one  fond 
enough  to  publiih  them.  They  might  have  ftaid,  in- 
deed, till  by  frequent  tranfcriptions  they  had  been  cor- 
rupted extremely,  and  jumbled  together  with  things  of 
another  kind :  but,  then  they  would  have  found  their 
way  into  the  world.  So  it  was  thought  a  greater  piece 
of  kindnefs  to  the  Author,  to  put  them  out  whilft  they 
continue  genuine  and  unmixed;  and  fuch  as  He  Him- 
felf,  were  He  alive,  might  own« 
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Of  the  Danger  his  Majesty  (being  Prince)  efcaped 
in  the  Road  at  Saint  Andero. 

NOW  had  bis  Highnefs  bid  farewell  to  Spain^ 
,  And  reachM  the  fphere  of  his  own  power,  the 

'  With  Britiih  bounty  in  his  Otip  he  feafts  [main : 

Th*  Hefperian  Princes,  his  amazed  guef?:s> 
To  find  that  watery  wildemefs  exceed 
The  entertainment  of  their  great  Madrid. 
Healths  to  both  Kings,  attended  with  the  roar 
Of  cannons  echoed  from  th'  affrighted  fhore. 
With  loud  refemblance  of  his  thunder,  prove 
Bacchus  the  feed  of  cloud-comi>elling  Jove : 
While  to  his  harp  divine  Arion  fmgs 
The  loves,  and  conquefts,  of  our  Albion  Kings. 

Of  the  fourth  Edward  was  his  noble  fong, 
riwcc,  goodly,  valiant,  beautiful,  and  young : 
Hs  rent  the  crown  from  vanquifh*d  Henry's  head ; 
V  Raii'd  the  White  Rofe,  and  trampled  on  the  Red : 
I'.Tiil  Love,  triumphing  o'er  the  vigor's  pride, 
I  Brought  Mars  and  WanvJcJt  to  the  cojiquerM  fide : 
'  Negkaed 
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Negle^cd  Warwick  J  (wliofe  bold  hand,  like  Fa 
Gives  and  re  fumes  the  fceptre  of  our  Sta4^) 
Wooi^s  for  his  Mafter^  and,  with  double'fhame] 
Himfelf  deluded^  mocks  the  Princely  Dame^ 
The  Lady  Bona  ?  whom  Juft  anger  burnSj 
And  foreign  war  with  civil  rage  returns. 
Ah1  l])arr  your  fwords,  where  beauty  is  to  blame j 
Love  gave  th'  affront^  and  mnfl  repair  the  fame  ; 
When  France  fhal!  boaft  of  her,  whofe conquering  tytz 
Have  made  the  beft  of  Englifli  hearts  their  prize  | 
Have  power  to  alter  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
And  change  again  the  counfels  of  our  State* 

What  the  propheiie  Mnfe  intends^  alone 
To  him  that  feels  the  feci"ct  wound  is  known* 
With  the  fweet  found  of  this  harmonious  lay^ 

I  About  the  keel  delighted  dolphins  play  | 

:  Too  fure  a  fign  of  fea's  cnfuing  rage, 
Which  muft  aron  this  Royal  troop  engage: 
To  whom  foft  fleep  feeras  more  fecure  and  fweetj 
Witlkin  the  town  commanded  by  our  fleet. 

Thefe  mighty  Peers  plac'd  in  the  gilded  barge. 
Proud  with  the  burden  of  To  brave  a  charge  | 
With  painted  oars  the  youtl^p  begin  to  iwt:ej> 
Neptune's  fmooth  face,  and  cleave  the  yieltJjng  deei 
Which  foon  becomes  the  iieat  of  fudden  war 
Between  ihe  wind  and  tide*  that  hercely  jar. 
As  when  a  fort  of  iufty  ihc?pherda  try 
Their  force  at  foot -ball  >  care  of  victory 
Makes  them  falute  £o  rudely  brtail  to  bJt^aft^ 
That  theif  eacguntcr  iVems  too  it»ngb  for  jtitf 
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They  ply  their  feet,  and-ftill  the  reftlefs  ball. 

Toft  to  and  fro,  is  urged  by  them  all : 

So  fares  the  doubtful  barge  *twixt  tide  and  winds } 

And  like  effecl  of  their  contention  finds. 

Yet  the  bold  Britons  ftill  fecurely  rowM  5 

Charles  and  his  virtue  was  their  facred  load  : 

Than  which  a  greater  pledge  Heaven  could  not  give. 

That  the  good  boat  this  tempeft  ihould  out-live. 

But  llorms  increafe  !  and  now  no  hope  of  grace 
Among  them  (hines,  fave  in  the  Princess  face  | 
The  reft  refign  their  courage,  ikill,  and  fight^ 
To  danger,  horror,  and  unwelcome  night. 
The  gentle  veffel  (wont  with  ftate  and  pride 
On  the  fmooth  back  of  filver  Thames  to  ride) 
Wandei-s  aftoniihM  in  the  angry  Main, 
As  Titan^s  car  did,  while  the  golden  rein 
Fiird  the  young  hand  of  his  adventurous  fon  *, 
When  the  whole  world  an  equal  hazard  run 
To  this  of  ours,  the  light  of  whofe  defire. 
Waves  threaten  now,  as  that  was  fcar'd  by  fire, 
Th'  impatient  fea  grows  impotent,  and  raves 
That,  night  alTifting,  his  impetuous  waves 
Should  find  refiftance  from  fo  light  a  thing  5 
Thcfe  furges  ruin,  thofe  our  fafety  bring. 
Th'  oppreffed  veffel  doth  the  charge  abide. 
Only  bccaufe  affaird  on  every  fide : 
So  men  with  rage  and  paflion  fet  on  fire. 
Trembling  for  hafte,  impeach  their  mad  defire. 

•  Phaeton. 

C  The 


SS 


WALLER'S    POEM$, 


The  pale  Jberiaiis  had  expir'd  with  ftar, 
B\it  that  their  wonder  did  divert  thdr  care  ; 
To  fee  the  Pi  itice  with  danger  movM  no  more, 
Thmn  with  the  plearures  of  ihtir  Court  before  i 
Godlike  his  courage  fEem''d^  whom  nor  delight 
Coold  foftcn,  nor  the  face  of  Death  affright: 
Next  to  the  power  of  mLiking  icmpefts  ceafe* 
Was  in  that  itorm  to  have  fo  calm  a  peace. 
Great  Maro  could  no  gixater  tempeit  feign. 
When  the  loud  winds  uftirping  on  the  Main 
For  angrjr  Juno,  laborM  £o  deftroy 
The  hated  reliques  of  confouiided  Troy  i 
His  bold  ^iieasj  on  like  billows  toft 
Im  a  tall  Aiip,  and  all  hh  country  loH:, 
piffohes  with  fear  J  and  both  hi$  hands  upheldt 
Proclaims  them  huppy  v'honi  tht  Greeks  had  queir< 
In  honourable  fight :  our  Hem  fct 
In  a  fmaU  fhaltop.  Fortune  in  his  debt, 
Bo  near  a  hope  of  crowns  tnd  fceptrcsj  more 
That^  ever  Priam,  when  he  flouriili'd,  wore  j 
His  loins  yet  full  of  ungot  Princes,  all 
I  His  glory  in  the  bud,  let:^  nothing  falJ 
That  argues  f^ar:  if  any  thought  annoys 
The  Gallant  Youthj  \h  layers  nt^talled  joys  | 
And  dear  remembrance  of  that  fatal  glance, 
For  which  he  lately  pawn'd  his  heart  in  France  j 
Where  he  Had  feen  a  brighter  Nymph,  than  *  (k 
That  fprung  out  of  his  prefent  foe,  the  fea- 

*  Venus, 
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That  noble  ardour^  more  than  mortal  fire. 
The  conqucrM  ocean  could  not  make  expire  j 
Nor  angry  Thetis  raife  her  waves  above 
Th"  heroic^s  Princess  courage,  or  his  love : 
^Twas  indignation,  and  not  fear,  he  felt. 
The  (hrine  (hould  perifii  where  that  image  dwelt* 
Ah,   Love  forbid !  the  nobleft  of  thy  train 
Should  not  furvive  to  let  her  know  his  pain  s 
Who  nor  his  peril  minding,  nor  his  flame. 
Is  entertainM  with  fome  lefs  ferious  game. 
Among  the  bright  nymphs  of  the  Gallic  Court; 
All  highly  bom,  obfequious  to  her  fport : 
They  rofes  ieem,  which,  in  their  early  piide. 
But  half -reveal,  and  half  their  beauties  hides 
She  the  glad  morning,  which  her  beams  does  throw 
Upon  their  fmiiing  leaves,  and  gilds  them  fos 
Like  bright  Aurora,  whofe  refulgent  ray 
Foretels  the  fervour  of  enfuing  day ; 
And  warns  the  (hepherd  with  his  flocks  retreat 
To  leafy  Ihadows,  from  the  threatened  heat. 

From  Cupid's  ilring  of  many  (hafts  that  fled, 
Wing'd  with  thofc  plumes  which  noble  Fame  had  (hed. 
As  through  the  wondering  world  ihe  flew,  and  told 
Of  his  adventures,  haughty,  brave,  and  bold  i 
Some  had  already  touched  the  Royal  Maid, 
But  Love's  firft  fummons  feldom  are  obey'd : 
Light  was  the  wound,  the  Prince's  care  unknown^ 
She  might  not,  would  not,  yet  reveal  her  own. 
His  glorious  name  had  fo  pofled  her  ears. 
That  v^rith  delight  thofe  antique  tales  ihe  hears 

C  a  Of 
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Of  Jafon,  Thefeus,  and  fuch  Worthies  old^ 
As  with  his  ftory  beft  refemblance  hold. 
And  now  (he  views,  as  on  the  wall  it  hung> 
What  old  Mtifaeiis  fo  divinely  fung: 
Which  art  with  life  and  love  did  fo  infpire. 
That  (he  difcerns  and  favours  that  defire 
Which  there  provokes  th*  adventurous  youth  tp  fwiniy 
And  in  Leander's  danger  pities  him  j 
Whofe  not  new  love  alone,  but  fortune,  feeks 
To  frame  his  ftory  like  that  amorous  Greek's. 
For  from  the  ftem  of  fome  good  (hip  appear^ 
A  friendly  light,  which  moderates  their  fears  s 
New  courage  from  reviving  hope  they  take. 
And  climbing  o'er  the  waves  that  t;aper  make 
On  which  the  hope  of  all  their  lives  depends, 
As  his  on  that  fair  Hero's  hand  extends. 
The  (hip  at  anchor,  like  a  fixed  rock. 
Breaks  the  proud  billows  which  her  large  (ides  knock  } 
Whofe  rage,  reftrained,  foaming  higher  fwells. 
And  from  her  port  the  weary  barge  repels  : 
Threatening  to  make  her,  forced  out  again> 
Repeat  the  dangers  of  the  troubled  Main. 
Twice  was  the  cable  hurl'd  in  vain ;  the  Fates 
Would  not  be  moved  for  our  fitter  States  5 
For  England  is  the  third  fucccfsful  throw. 
And  then  the  Genius  of  that  land  they  know, 
Whofe  Prince  muft  be  (as  their  own  books  devife) 
Lord  of  the  fcene,  where  now  his  danger  lies. 

Well  fung  the  Roman  bard ;  "  all  human  things 
'«  Of  deareft  value  hang  on  (lender  firings.'* 

Ofee 
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O  fee  the  then  fole  hope,  and  in  defign 
Of  Heaven  our  joy^  fupported  by  a  line ! 
Which  for  that  inftant  was  Heaven's  care  above. 
The  chain  that's  fixed  to  the  throne  of  Jove, 
On  which  the  fabric  of  our  world  depends  j 
One  link  diflblv'd,  the  whole  ci-eation  ends. 

Of  his  Majesty's  receiving  the  News  of  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham's  Death. 

SO  eameft  with  thy  God !  Can  no  new  aire. 
No  fenfe  of  danger,  interrupt  thy  pfayer  ? 
The  facred  wreftler,  dil  a  bleffing  given, 
Quits  not  his  hold,  but  halting  conquers  Heaven : 
Nor  was  the  ffaneam  of  thy  devotion  itop'd. 
When  from  the  body  fuch  a  limb  was  lop'd. 
As  to  thy  prefent  ftate  was  no  lefs  maim ; 
Though  thy  wife  choice  has  fince  repair'd  the  fame* 
Bold  Homer  durft  not  fo  great  virtue  feign 
In  his  *  beft  pattern  :  of  Patroclus  (lain. 
With  fuch  amazement  as  weak  mothers  ufe. 
And  frantic  gefture,  he  receives  the  news.. 
Yet  fell  his  darling  by  th'  impartial  chance 
Of  war,  imposM  by  Royal  Heftor's  lance ; 
Thine  in  full  peace,  and  by  a  vulgar  hand 
Tom  from  thy  bofom,  left  his  high  command. 
The  famous  painter  f  could  allow  no  place 
For  private  forrow  in  a  Prince's  face : 

•  Achilles.  f  Timanthes. 
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Yet,  that  his  piece  might  not  exceed  belief. 
He  caft  a  veil  upon  fuppofed  grief. 
*Twa8  want  of  fuch  a  precedent  as  this. 
Made  the  old  heathen  frame  their  Gods  amif»« 
Their  Phoebus  (hould  not  a£l  a  fonder  part 
For  the  *  fair  boy>  than  he  did  for  his  hart  s 
Nor  blame  for  Hyacinthus'  fate  his  own,         [known. 
That  kept  from  him  wiihM  death,  hadft  thou  been 
He  that  with  thine  ihall  weigh  good  David's  deeds. 
Shall  find  his  paflion,  nor  his  love,  exceeds : 
He  curft  the  moutains  where  his  brave  friend  dy^d. 
But  let  falfe  Ziba  with  his  heir  divide  t 
Where  thy  immortal  love  to  thy  bleft  frinds. 
Like  that  of  Hea^qi,  upon  their  feed  defcends. 
Such  huge  extremes  inhabit  thy  great  mind, 
God-like,  unmoved }  and  yet,  like  woman,  kind ! 
Which  of  the  ancient  Poets  had  not  brought 
Our  Charles's  pedigree  from  heaven  $  and  taught 
How  fome  bright  dame,  compreft  by  mighty  Jove« 
ProducM  this  mix'd  Divinity  wi4  X«ove? 

To  the  King  on  his  Naty* 

WHERE'ER  thy  Navy  fpreadt  her  canvas  wings. 
Homage  to  thee,  and  peace  to  all  flie  brings  i 
The  French,  and  Spaniard,  when  thy  flags  appear. 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  confent  to  fear. 
So  Jove  from  Ida  did  both  hofts  furvcy. 
And,  when  he  pleas*d  to  thunder,  part  the  fray. 

♦ .  Cypariflus. 

Ships 


TO  TH£  KnfO  ON  HIS  NAVY.  a) 

jpt  beretofbre  in  (eat  like  fifliet  fped, 

he  mightieft  ftill  upon  the  fmalleft  fed: 

liou  on  the  Deep  impofeft  nobler  laws ; 
Lnd  by  that  juftice  haft  removM  the  cau/e 
>f  thofe  rude  tempcftty  ^ich,  for  rapine  fent» 
Too  oft,  alas  I  involvM  the  innocent. 
Now  ihall  the  Ocean,  as  thy  Thames,  be  f^ee 
From  both  thofe  fates,  of  ftorms  and  piracy. 
But  we  moft  happy,  who  can  fear  no  force 
But  winged  troops,  or  PegaTean  horfe : 
*Ti8  not  ib  hard  for  greedy  foes  to  fpoil 
Another  nation,  as  to  touch  our  foil. 
Should  Nature^s  ielf  invade  tbe  world  again. 
And  o*cr  the  centre  fpread  die  liquid  Main, 
Thy  power  were  (afe  $  and  her  deftrudkire  hand 
Would  but  enlarge  the  bounds  of  thy  command : 
Thy  dreadful  Fleet  would  ftyle  thee  Lord  of  all. 
And  ride  in  triumph  o*er  the  drowned  Ball : 
Thofe  towrers  of  oak  o'er  fertile  plains  might  go. 
And  Tifit  mountains  where  they  once  did  grow. 

Tbe  world's  reftorer  once  could  not  indure. 
That  finiih'd  Babel  ihould  thoie  men  fecure, 
Whofe  pride  defign'd  that  fabric  to  have  ftood 
Above  the  reach  of  any  fecond  flood : 
To  thee  his  chofen  more  indulgent.  He 
Dares  truft  fuch  power  with  fo  much  piety. 


C4.  On 


w 


WALLER'S     POEMS. 


Oo  ibe  taJdng  of  SALtE> 

^^  F  Jafon,  Thcfcue,  and  fuch  Wortbies  old, 
^"^   Light  feem  the  tales  antiquity  has  told  i 
Such  bcalls,  and  monilersj  as  their  force  oppreft^ 
Some  places  only,  and  fome  times,  infeft, 
SaJle,  that  fcornM  all  power  and  laws  of  men. 
Goods  with  their  owners  hiinying  to  their  den  j 
And  future  ages  threaten ing  with  a  rtide 
And  favagc  race^  fucce/Hvely  renewed  t 
Their  King  defpifing  with  rtbelliotjs  pride. 
And  foes  profefl  to  all  the  world  befidei 
This  pefl  q£  mankind  gives  otir  Hero  fame. 
And  through  th'  obliged  world  dilates  his  namer 

The  Prophet  once  to  crael  Agag  faid. 
As  thy  fierce  fword  has  mothers  childlcfs  made. 
So  ftiall  the  fword  make  thine  :  and  with  that  word 
He  hcw\i  the  man  in  pieces  with  his  fword. 
Juft  Charles  like  meafure  has  retumM  to  thefe^ 
Whofe  pagan  hands  had  ftainM  the  troubled  feas  t 
With  (hips J  they  made  the  fpoiled  rr;arcbants  moum  j 
With  ihips,  their  city  and  themfelvcs  are  torn. 
One  fquatiron  of  our  winged  caitles  fent 
O'crthrew  their  Fort,  and  all  their  Navy  rent  u 
For,  not  content  the  datigei^  to  iacreafe. 
And  a^  the  part  of  tempefts  in  the  feas  ^ 
Like  hungry  wolves,  thofe  pirates  from  our  fhore 
Whole  flocks  of  fiieeps  and  raviih'd  cattle,  bore*. 
Safely  they  might  on  other  nations  prey  | 
-Fods  to  provoke  the  Sovereign  of  the  fes  I 
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Mad  Cacus  fo,  whom  like  31  fate  perinides. 
The  herd  of  fair  Alcmena^s  fised  inrades ; 
Who,  for  leienge,  and  mortals*  glad  lelief, 
Sick'd  the  dark  care,  and  cralliM  that  horrid  thkf. 

Morocco^s  monarch*  wondering  at  this  f»Stp 
Save  that  his  prefence  lus  ailairs  exaft. 
Had  come  in  perfon,  to  have  ieen  and  known 
The  injured  world's  avenger  and  lus  own. 
Hither  he  /ends  the  chief  among  his  Peers, 
Who  in  his  bark  proportionM  prefents  bears. 
To  the  renown'd  for  piety  and  force. 
Poor  captives  manumis*d,  and  matchlefs  horfe. 

Upon  his  Majefty*s  repairing  of  St*  Paul*s. 

THAT  ffiipwreck'd  veffcl  which  th'  ApolHe  bore. 
Scarce  fufferM  more  npon  Melita^s  (hore. 
Than  did  his  temple  in  the  Tea  of  time  i 
Our  nation^s  glory,  and  our  nation*s  crime. 
When  the  firft  *  Monarch  of  this  happy  Ifle, 
Mov'd  with  the  ruin  of  fo  brave  a  pile. 
This  work  of  coft  and  piety  begun. 
To  be  accompli (hM  by  his  Glorious  Son  t 
Who  all  that  came  within  the  ample  thought 
Of  his  wife  Sire,  has  to  pcrfeftion  brought. 
He,  like  Arophion,  makes  thole  quarries  leap 
Into  fair  figures  from  a  confusM  heap  i 
For  in  his  art  of  regiment  is  found 
A  power,  like  that  of  harmony  in  found* 
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Thofc  antique  m:nflreh  furc  were  Charles-ltke  Kings, 
Cities  their  lutes,  and  fubjcHs'  hearts  their  ftrings  j 
On  wKich  with  fo  divine  a  hand  they  ftrogk^ 
Ct>nf«nt  of  motion  from  their  breath  they  cook,  \ 
So,  all  our  minds  with  his  conlpirc  to  graci; 
The  Gentiles'  great  Apoftlc  j  and  deface 
Thofc  (late*obfcuring  fheds*  that  like  a  chain 
Sccm'd  to  confine,  and  fetter  him  agam : 
Which  the  glad  Saint  ihakes  off  u  his  command^         • 
As  once  the  viper  from  hia  facred  hand. 
So  JoyB  the  aged  oak,  when  we  divide 
The  creeping  ivy  from  his  injured  fide^ 

Ambition  rather  would  affect  the  Aime 
Of  fome  new  ftniflurCj  to  have  borne  her  name  i 
Two  diflant  virtues  m  one  a^  we  find. 
The  modcfty,  and  greatncfs,  of  his  mind  s 
Which,  not  content  to  be  Above  the  rage 
And  injury  of  all -impairing  age. 
In  iti  own  vrorth  fee n re,  doth  higher  climbs 
And  things  half  fwallow'd*  from  the  jaw*  of  time 
Keduce  t  an  eamcft  of  his  grand  deGgti, 
To  frame  no  ne\v  Churchy  but  the  old  refine  ; 
Which,  fpoufe-like,  may  with  comely  grace  command^ 
More  than  by  force  of  argument  or  hand. 
For,  doubtful  raafon  few  can  apprehend  | 
And  war  brings  ruin,  where  it  Oiould  amend  : 
But  beauty,  with  a  bloodlefs  conqueft,  find> 
A  welcome  fovcreignty  in  rude  ft  minds. 

Not  aught  which  Sheba's  wondering  Queen  beheld 
AmoDgft  the  works  of  Solomonj  excellM 
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Hit  flips  and  building  |  emblems  of  a  heart 
Laige  both  in  magnanimity  and  art. 

While  the  propitious  heavens  this  work  attend. 
The  ihowers  long  vranted  they  forget  to  ieud; 
As  if  they  meant  to  make  it  underftood 
Of  more  importance  than  our  vital  food. 

The  fun,  which  rifeth  to  falute  the  Quiie 
Already  fini(h*d,  letting  ihall  admire 
How  private  bounty  cou'd  fo  far  extend  t 
The  King  built  all ;  but  Charles  the  weAem-tnd  i 
So  proud  a  fabric  to  devotion  giv^n* 
At  once  it  threatens,  and  obliges,  heaven  I 

Laomedon,  that  had  the  Gods  in  pay, 
Neptune,  with  him  f  that  rules  the  (acred  day. 
Could  no  fuch  fiiufture  raifet  Troy  wall*d  fo  high, 
Th'  Atrides  might  as  well  have  forced  the  (ky. 

Glad,  though  amazed,  are  our  neighbour  Ktngtf 
To  fee  fuch  power  employM  in  peaceful  things ; 
They  lift  not  uige  it  to  the  dreadful  field| 
The  talk  is  eaiier  to  deftroy,  than  build. . 

•  ♦  •  Sic  gratia  Rigum 

Piirm  Untata  moMj,  *  *  *     Horat. 
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To  the  Que  EN*  occafioned  upon  fight  of  Her  Majcfty'i! 
Piaure, 

WELL  fare  the  hand !  which  to  our  humble-fight 
Prefcnts  that  beauty,  which  the  da/zling  light 
Of  Royal  fplcndor  hides  from  weaker  tyts  i 
And  all  accef?,  fave  by  this  art,  denies. 
Here  only  we  have  courage  to  behold 
Thift  beam  of  glory  i  here  we  dare  unfold 
In  numbers  thus  the  wonders  we  conceive  : 
The  gracious  image,  feemiug  to  give  leave^ 
Propitious  ftands,  voachfafing  to  be  feen  j 
And  by  our  Mufe  faluted,  Migbty  Queen  j 
In  whom  tb'  extremes  of  power  and  beamy  move. 
The  Queen  of  Eritairn,  and  the  Queen  of  Love  ! 

As  the  bright  fun  (to  \phlch  we  owe  no  fight 
Of  equal  glory  to  your  beauty's  light) 
Is  wifely  placM  in  fo  fublime  a  feat, 
T*  exitend  his  light,  and  moderate  his  heat  s 
So,  happy  'tis  you  move  in  fuch  a  fphcre, 
Ae  your  high  Majefl^  with  ^wful  fear 
In  hyman  hreaftf  might  qualify  that  fire. 
Which  kindled  by  thofe  eyes  had  flamed  higher. 
Than  when  the  fcorchcd  world  like  ba^aind  mn. 
By  the  approach  of  the  rH -guided  fun. 

No  other  nymphs  have  title  to  men's  hearts j. 
But  as  their  meannefs  larger  hope  imparts : 
Your  beauty  more  the  fondeft  lover  moves 
With  admbation,  than  his  private  bvcs  j 
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r     With  admiration !  for  a  pitch  £0  high 

(Sare  facred  Charleses)  never  love  durft  fly. 
Heaven,  that  preferM  a  fcepter  to  your  hand, 
FavorM  our  freedom  more  than  your  command : 
Beauty  had  crowned  you,  and  you  muft  have  heen 
The  whole  world^s  miftrefs,  other  than  a  Queen. 
All  had  been  rivals,  and  you  might  have  fparM, 
Or  kiird,  and  tyrannized,  without  a  guard. 
No  power  atchiev'd,  either  by  arms  or  birth. 
Equals  Lovers  empire,  both  in  heaven  and  earth  s 
Such  eyes  as  yours,  on  Jove  himfelf  have  thrown 
As  bright  and  fierce  a  lightning  as  his  own : 
Witnefs  our  Jove,  prevented  by  their  flame 
In  his  fwift  paflage  to  th*  Hefperian  Dame  : 
When,  like  a  lion,  finding  in  his  way 
Tu  fome  intended  fpoil,  a  faire|^  prey ; 
The  Royal  Youth,  purfuing  the  report 
Of  beauty,  found  it  in  the  Gallic  Court  : 
There  public  care  with  private  pafiion  fought 
A  doubtful  combat  in  his  noble  thought : 
Should  he  confefs  his  greatnefs  and  his  love. 
And  the  free  faith  of  your  f  Great  Brother  prove ; 
With  his  J  Achates,  breaking  through  the  cloud 
Of  that  difguife  which  did  their  Graces  fhroud  j 
And  mixing  with  thofe  Gallants  at  the  Ball, 
Dance  with  the  Ladies,  and  outihine  them  all  ? 
Or  on  his  journey  o'er  the  mountains  ride  ?— 
So,  when  the  fair  Leucothoe  he  efpyM,    . 

t  Lewis  XIII,  K.  of  France.    J  D.  of  Buckingham. 
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To  check  his  fteetls  bnpatienl  Phosbus  ycainiM, 

Tho\igh  all  the  world  was  in  his  couffc  concern**!. 

What  may  hereafter  her  mcndian  do, 

Whofe  dawning  beauty  warm'd  his  hafom  fo  f 

Not  fo  divine  a  flame,  fmce  deathlefs  Gods 

Forbore  to  vjfit  the  defird  abodes 

Gf  mtn,  in  a^y  mortal  breaft  did  burn  j 

Nor  rtiall,  till  Piety  and  They  return. 

OF    THE    QJJEEN. 

THE  lark,  that  ftiuns  on  lofty  boughs  to  build 
Her  humble  neft,  lies  filent  in  the  field  ; 
But  if  (the  promife  of  a  cloudlefs  Day) 
Aurora  fmiling  bids  her  rife  ancf  play  j 
Then  llrait  (he  Ihcws,  *twas  not  for  want  of  voice. 
Or  power  to  climb,  Ihe  made  Co  low  a  choice  : 
Singing  ilie  inounts^  her  airy  wings  are  ftretchM 
Towards  heaven,  as  if  from  heaven  her  no  re  /he  fetched. 

So  wcj  retiring  from  the  bufy  throng, 
Ufe  to  reftrain  th'  ambition  of  our  fong; 
But  finte  the  light  which  now  informs  our  age. 
Breaks  fiiom  tlie  Court,  indulgent  to  her  rage  j 
Thither  my  Mufe,  like  bold  Prometheus,  Hiesj 
To  light  her  torch  at  Gloriana^s  eyes. 

Thofe  fovereign  beams,  which  heal  thewounited  foul. 
And  all  our  cares,  but  once  beheld,  control  ! 
There  the  poor  lover  that  has  long  endur*d 
Some  proud  nymph' a  fcorn,  of  his  fond  paffion  cur*d. 
Fares  like  the  man  who  firft  upon  the  ground  j 

A  ^Jow-woTTO  fpyM  I  fuppoCng  he  had  fouod  ' 

.  maTbg  ] 
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A  moving  diamond^  a  breathing  ftone  j 
For  life  it  had,  and  like  thofe  jewels  ihone: 
He  held  it  dear,   till,  by  the  fpringing  day 
InformMy  he  threw  the  worthlefs  worm  away* 

She  fayes  the  lover,  as  we  |;angrenes  ftay^ 
By  cutting  hope,  like  a  lopt  limb,  away  : 
This  makes  her  bleeding  patients  to  accufe 
High  Heaven,  and  theft  expoftulations  ufe. 
'*  Could  nature  then  no  private  woman  grace, 
"  Whom  we  might  dare  to  love,  with  fuch  a  face, 
"  Such  a  complexion,  and  fo  radiant  eyes, 
**  Such  lovely  motion,  and  fuch  iharp  replies  ? 
'<  Beyond  our  reach,  and  yet  within  our  fight, 
*'  What  envious  Power  has  placM  this  glorious  light  V\ 

Thus,  in  a  ftarry  night  fond  children  cry 
For  the  rich  fpangles  that  adorn  the  iky; 
Which,  though  they  ihine  for  ever  fixed  there, 
With  light  and  influence  relieve  us  here. 
All  her  afFefiions  arc  to  one  inclin'd ; 
Her  bounty  and  compaffion,  to  mankind  : 
To  whom,  while  ihe  fo  far  extends  her  grace. 
She  makes  but  good  the  promife  of  her  face : 
For  mercy  has,  could  mercy*s  felf  be  feen. 
No  fweeter  look  than  this  propitious  Queen. 
Such  guard,  and  comfort,  the  diib'eifed  £nd 
From  her  large  power,  and  from  her  larger  mindj 
That  whom  ill  fate  would  ruin,  it  prefers  i 
For  all  the  miferable  arc  made  her's. 
So  the  fair  tree,  whereon  the  eagle  builds. 
Poor  iheep  from  tempefts,  and  their  ihepherds^  ihields  t 
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The  royal  bird  pofleffes  all  the  boughs. 
But  fliade  and  flielter  to  the  flock  allows. 

Joy  of  our  age,  and  fafety  of  the  next ! 
For  which  fo  oft  thy  fertile  womb  is  vext :. 
Nobly  contented,  for  the  public  good. 
To  wafte  thy  fpirits,  and  diflufe  thy  blood  : 
What  vaft  hopes  may  thefe  iflands  entertain. 
Where  Monarchs,   thus  defcended,  are  to  reign  t 
Led  by  commanders  of  fo  fair  a  line. 
Our  feas  no  longer  fliall  our  power  confine. 

A  brave  romance  who  would  exa£lly  frame 
Firft  brings  his  knight  from  fome  immortal  dame  : 
And  then  a  weapon,  and  a  flaming  fliield. 
Bright  as  his  mother's  eyes,  he  makes  him  wield  \ 
None  might  the  mother  of  Achilles  be. 
But  the  *  fair  pearl,  and  glory  of  the  fea  : 
The  man  f  to  whom  great  Maro  gives  fuch  fame. 
From  the  high  bed  of  heavenly  Venus  came  ; 
And  our  next  Charles,  whom  all  the  flars  defign 
Like  wonders  to  accomplifli,  fpring  from  thine. 

THE   APOLOGY    OF    SLEEP, 

For  not  approaching  the  Lady,  who  can  do  any  thing 
but  fleep  when  flie  pleafeth. 

MY  charge  it  is  thofe  breaches  to  repair, 
Which  nature  takes  from  forrow,  toil,  and  care : 
Keft  to  the  limbs,  and  quiet,   I  confer 
On  troubled  minds :  but  nought  can  add  to  her, 

•  Thetis.  t  Enseas. 
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Wliom  HemTCiiy  and  her  tranfcendent  thoughts,  hive 
Above  thofe  ills  which  wretched  mortals  tafte.  [plaq'd 

Bright  as  the  deathlefs  Gods,  and  happy,  (he 
From  all  that  may  infringe  delight  is  free : 
Love  at  her  royal  feet  his  quiver  lays, 
And  not  his  mother  with  more  hade  obeys. 
Such  real  pleafures,  fuch  true  joys  fufpenfe^ 
What  dream  can  I  prefcnt  to  recompenfe  ? 

Should  I  with  lightning  fill  her  awful  hand. 
And  make  the  olouds  feem  all  at  her  command : 
Or  place  her  in  Olympus*  top,  a  gueft 
Among  th*  Immortals,  who  with  Ne£lar  feaft  t 
That  power  would  feem,  that  enteitainment,  ihort 
Of  the  true  iplendor  of  her  prefent  court : 
Where  all  the  joys,  and  all  the  glories,  are 
Of  three  great  kingdoms,  feverM  from  the  care. 
I,  that  of  fumes  and  humid  vapors  made, 
Afcending  do  the  feat  of  fenfe  invade. 
No  cloud  in  fo  ferene  a  manfion  find. 
To  over-caft  her  cver-fhining  mind : 
Which  holds  refemblance  with  thofe  fpotlefs  fkies, 
Where  flowing  Nilus  want  of  rain  fupplies  ; 
That  cryftal  heaven,  where  Phoebus  never  (hrouds 
His  golden  beams,  nor  wraps  his  face  in  clouds. 
But  what  fo  hard  which  Numbers  cannot  force  ? 
So  ftoops  the  moon,  and  rivers  change  their  courfe. 
The  b  >ld  •  Mjeonian  made  me  dare  to  fteep 
JovcS  dreadful  temples  in  the  dew  of  flecp. 

*  Homer. 
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Ax^f  fince  the  Muie$  do  invoke  npy  power^ 
I  ihall  DO  more  decline  that  facred  bower. 
Where  Gloriana  their  great  miftrefs  lies  : 
But,  gently  taming  thofe  vi^loriovs  eyes, 
ChamKall  her  ienfes  ^  till  the  joyful  fun 
Without  a  riyal  half  his  courfe  has  run : 
Who,  while  my  hand  that  fairer  light  confine^. 
May  boaft  himfelf  the  brighteft  thing  that  (hinesr 

PUERPlgiRIUM. 

YE  Gods,  that  have  the  power 
To  trouble  and  compole 
All  that^s  beneath  your  bower. 
Calm  dlence  on  the  feas,  on  earth,  impofe. 

Fair  YenuS,  in  thy  fofit  amu 
The  God  of  Rage  confine } 
For  thy  whifpers  are  the  charms 
Which  only  can  divert  his  fierce  defign. 

What  though  he  frown,  and  to  tumult  do  incline  S 
Thou  the  flame 
i^ndled  in  his  breaft  canft  tame. 
With  that  fnow  which  unmelted  lies  on  thine. 

Great  Goddefs,  give  this  thy  facred  ifland  reft. 
Make  heaven  fmile. 
That  no  ftonn  difhirb  us,  while  . 
Thy  chief  care,  our  Halcyon,  builds  her  nefU 
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Great  Gloriana  !  fair  Gloriana ! 
Bright  as  high  heaven  is,  and  fertile  as  earth  f 

Whofe  beauty  relieves  us, 

Whofe  royal  bed  gives  ub 

Both  glory  and  peace  : 
Our  prefent  jay,  and  all  our  hopes  increafe; 


To  theQVBBH-Mo^THBR  of  FiLANCEy  UpOS 

her  Landing* 

GREAT  Queen  of  Europe  T  whence  thy  •fFspring: 
wear* 
All  the  chief  crowns;  where  Princes  aie  thy  heirs  s 
As  welcome  thou  to  fea-girt  Britain's  ihore. 
As  erft  Latona  (who  fair  Cynthia  bore) 
To  Delos  was  ;  here  ihmes  a  Nymph  aa  bright. 
By  thee  dlfclos'd,  with  like  increafe  of  light. 
Why  was  her  joy  in  Belgia  confined? 
Or  why  did  you  fo  much  regard  the  wind  ? 
Scarce  could  the  ocean  (though  inragM)  have  toft 
Thy  fovereign  baric,  but  where  th'  obfequious  coaft 
Pays  tribute  to  thy  bed :  Rome'^s  conquering  hand 
More  vanquifhM  nations  under  her  command 
Never  reduc'd  :  here  Berecynthia  fo 
Among  her  deathiefs  progeny  did  go  : 
A  wreath  of  towers  adorn'd  her  reverend  head,- 
Mother  of  all  that  on  Ambrofia  fed. 
Thy  god-like  race  muft  fway  the  age  to  come  f 
As  (he  Olympus  peopled  with  her  womb» 

D  a  Would 
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Would  thofe  commanders  of  mankind  obey 
Their  honored  parent ;  all  pretences  lay 
Down  at  her  royal  feet  j'  compofe  their  jars, 
And  on  the  growing  Turk  difcharge  thefc  wars  : 
The  Chriftian  knights  that  facred  tomb  fliould  wreft 
From  pagan  hands,  and  triumph  o'er  the  Eaft : 
Our  England's  Prince  and  Gallia's  Dolphin  might 
Like  young  Rinaldo  and  Tancredi  fight : 
la^Dgle  combat  by  their  fwords  again 
The  proud  Argantes,  and  fierce  Sohlan,  (lain  : 
Again  might  we  their  valiant  deeds  recite, 
And  with  your  *  Tufcan  Mufe  exalt  the  fight. 

The  C  o  u  N  T  R  Y  to  my  Lady  of  Carlisle, 

MADAM,  of  all  the  facred  Mufe  infpir'd 
Orpheus  alone  could  with  the  woods  comply  | 
Their  rude  inhabitants  his  fong  admir'd. 

And  nature*s  felf,  in  thofe  that  could  not  lye  : 
Your  beauty  next  our  folitude  invades. 
And  warms  us,  (hining  through  the  thickeft  ihades* 

Nor  ought  the  tribute,  which  the  wondering  court 
Pays  your  fair  eyes,  prevail  with  you  to  fcorn 

The  anfwer,  and  confent,  to  that  report. 
Which  echo-like,  the  country  does  return : 

Mirrors  are  taught  to  flatter,  but  our  fprings 

Prefent  th'  impartial  images  of  thinga. 

•  Taffo, 

A  rural 


TO  MY  LADY  OF  CARLISLE. 

A  niral  judge  *  difposM  of  beauty's  prize; 

A  fimplc  fhepherd  was  prefer'd  to  Jove  : 
Down  to  the  mountains  from  the  partial  ikies 

Came  Juno,  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Love^. 
To  plead  for  that,  which  was  fo  julHy  given- 
To  the  bright  Carlifle  of  the  Gourt  of  Heaven... 

Carlifle  {  a  name  which  all  our  woods  are  taught,. 

Loud  as  their  Amarillis,  to  refound  : 
Carlifle !  a  name  which  on  the  bark  is  wrought 

Of  every  tree  that 's  worthy  of  the  wound  : 
From  Phoebus'  rage  our  ihadows,  and  our  ftreams. 
May  guard  us  better  than  from  Cai'lifle's  beams* 

The  Countcfs  of  Carlisle  in  mournings 

WHEN  from  black  clouds  no  part  of  flcy  is  clear. 
But  juft  fo  much  as  lets  the  fun  appear  j 
Heaven  then  would  feem  thy  image,  and  reflet 
Thoft;  fable  veftmcnts,  and  that  bright  afpecl. 
A  fpark  of  virtue  by  the  dcepeft  (hade 
Of  fad  adverfity,  is  fairer  made ; 
Mor  lefs  advantage  doth  thy  beauty  get : 
i  Venu--  rifing  from  a  fea  of  jet ! 
uch  was  th'  appearance  of  new-formed  light, 
/"hile  yet  it  ftruggled  with  eternal  night, 
hen  mourn  no  more,  left  thou  admit  increafe 
"  glory,  by  thy  noble  Lord's  deceal'e. 

♦  Paris. 
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We  find  not  that  the  *  laughter-loving  dame 

Mourn'd  for  Anchlfes;  'twas  enough  (he  came 

To  grace  the  mortal  with  her  deathlefs  bed, 

And  that  his  Jiving  eyes  fucli  beauty  fed  : 

Had  fhc  bocn  thgce,  -untimely  joy  through  all 

Men's  hearts  difFusM  had  marr'd  the  funeral. 

Thofe  eyes  were  made  to  banifh  grief :  as  well 

Bright  Phoebus  might  atFe6l  in  (hades  to  dwell, 

As  they  to  put  on  forrow :  nothing  Hands, 

But  power  to  grieve,  exempt  from  thy  commands. 

If  thou  lament,  thou  mud  do  fo  alcne; 

Gi'ief  in  thy  prefence  can  lay  hold  of  none^ 

Yet  ftiU  perfift  the  memory  to  love 

Of  that  great  Mercury  of  our  mighty  Jove : 

Who,  by  the  power  of  his  inchanting  t^ng^e, 

Swords  from  the  hands  of  threatening  Monarchs  wrung. 

War  he  prevented,  or  foon  made  it  ceafe  { 

Inftrufting  Princes  in  the  arts  of  peace  j 

Such  as  made  Sheba'^s  curious  Queen  refoit 

To  the  t  large-hearted  Hebrew's  famous  Coiut, 

Had  Homer  fat  amongft  his  wondering  guefts. 

He  might  have  leam'd  at  thofe  ftupendous  feafts. 

With  greater  bounty,  and  more  facred  ftate, 

The  banquets  of  the  Gods  to  celebrate. 

But  oh  1  what  elocution  might  he  ufe. 

What  potent  charms,  that  could  fo  foon  infufe 

His  abfent  Matter's  love  into  the  heart 

Of  Henrietta  1  forcing  her  to  part 

•  Venus*  t  Solomon, 


iProm  heir  lov'd  brother,  cotintry,  and  the  fun  ^ 
Andy  like  Camilla,  o^er  the  waves  to  run 
Into  his  arms :  while  the  Parifiah  dames 
Mourn  for  the  ravifh'd  glory  5  at  her  flanaes 
Ko  lefs  amaz'd,  than  the  amazed  ftars. 
When  the  bold  charmer  of  Theflalia  wars 
With  Heaven  itfelF;  and  Numbers  does  repeat^ 
Which  call  defcending  Cynthia  from  her  feat. 

In  anfwer  to  one  who  wiit  a  Lib^i  againft  th* 

Countefs  of  Carlisle. 
^TT H AT  fury  has  provok'd  thy  wit  to  dare, 

^  ^     With  Diomede,  to  wound  the  Queen  of  love  f 
Thy  miftrefs'  envy,  or  thine  bwn  defpair  ? 

Not  the  juft  Pallas  in  thy  breaft  did  move 
So  blind  a  rage,  With  fuch  a  different  fate  : 
He  honor  won,  where  thou  haft  purchased  hate. 

She  gave  alTiftance  to  his  Trojan  foe  5 

Thou,  that  without  a  rival  thou  may'ft  love^ 

Do  ft  to  the  beauty  of  this  Lady  owe  j 

While  after  her  the  gazing  world  does  nK>ve« 

Canft  thou  not  be  content  to  love  alone  ? 

Or,  is  thy  miftrefs  not  content  with  one  ? 

Haft  thou  not  read  of  Fairy  Arthur's  fhield. 
Which  but  difclosM,  amazM  the  weaker  eyes 

Of  proudeft  fOeS,  and  won  the  doubtful  field? 
So  ihiil  thy  rebel  wit  become  her  prize. 

Should  thy  Iambics  fwell  into  a  book, 

All  were  confuted  with  one  radiant  look. 

D  4  Hcaveii 
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Heaven  he  oblig'd  that  pkcM  lier  in  the  (kics  | 

Rewarding  Phoebus  for  infpinng  fo 
His  noble  brain,  by  likening  to  thofe  eyea 

His  joyful  beams  i  but  Phcebus  is  thy  foe^ 
And  neither  aids  thy  fancy  nor  thy  fight  j 
So  ill  thou  rhym*/t  againft  fo  fair  a  light. 

Of  her  Ch  A  MB  E  Rp 

rip  HEY  tafte  of  death  that  do  at  Heaven  arrive; 
J-     But  we  this  pamdifc  approach  alive, 
rnftead  of  Death,  the  dart  of  Love  does  (hike; 
And  renders  all  within  theie  walls  aUku  s 
The  high  in  titles,  and  the  fhepherd,  hci-e 
Forgets  his  great nels,  and  forgets  his  fear* 
All  ftand  amaz'd,  and,  gating  on  the  Fair, 
Loft  thought  of  what  themfclvea  or  others  are  : 
Ambition  lofe  j  and  have  no  other  fcopc. 
Save  Carlifle^s  favour  to  employ  their  hope- 
The  •  Thracian  could  (thougli  all  thofe  tales  were  true 
The  bold  Greeks  tell)  no  greater  wonders  do  % 
Before  ht\&  feet  fo  iheep  and  lions  lay, 
Feariefs,  and  wrathlefs,  while  they  heard  him  play. 
The  gay,  the  wife,  the  gallant,  and  the  grave. 
Subdued  alike,  all  but  one  pallion  have  : 
No  worthy  mind,  but  finds  in  her^s  there  i$ 
Something  proportion^  to  the  rule  of  his  i 

*  Orpheus. 
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While  ihe  with  chearful,  but  impartial  grace, 
(Bom  for  no  one,  but  to  delight  the  race 
Of  men)  like  Phoebus,  fo  divides  her  light. 
And  warms  us,  that  ihe  (loops  not  from  her  height, 

TO    PHYLLIS. 

PHYLLIS,  'twas  Love  that  injur'd  you. 
And  on  that  rock  your  Thyrfis  threw  5 
Who  for  proud  Caelia  could  have  dy'd. 
While  you  no  lefs  .accus'd  his  pride. 

Fond  Love  his  darts  at  random  throws. 
And  nothing  fprings  from  what  he  fows ;. 
From  foes  difchargM  as  often  meet 
The  (hining  points  of  arrows  fleet. 
In  the  wide  air  creating  fire ; 
As  fouls  that  join  in  one  defire. 

Love  made  the  lovely  Venus  burn 
In  vain,  and  for  the  *  cold  youth  mourn. 
Who  the  purfuit  of  churlifli  beafts 
Prefer'd,  to  fleeping  on  her  breads. 

Love  makes  fo  many  hearts  the  prize 
Of  the  bright  Carlifle's  conquering  eyes  j 
Which  (he  regards  no  more,  than  they 
The  tears  of  IcflTer  Beauties  weigh. 
So  have  I  feen  the  loft  clouds  pour 
Into  the  fea  an  ufelefs  (howerj 
And  the  vexM  failors  curfe  the  rain. 
For  which  poor  (hepherds  pray'd  in  vain, 

♦  Adonis. 

Then, 
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Then,  Phyllis,  lince  our  pafiions  are 
tjovcrn'd  by  chance  j  and  not  the  care, 
But  fport  of  Heaven,  which  takes  delight 
To  look  upon  this  Parthian  frght 
Of  Love,  ft  ill  flying,  or  in  chafe. 
Never  encountering  face  to  face  j 
No  more  to  Love  we'll  facrifice,. 
But  to  the  beft  of  Deities  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  which  Love  disjoinM, 
By  his  kind  mother  be  corabinM, 

To  my  Lord  of  NORTHUMBERL AND> 
upon  the  Death  of  his  Lady. 

TO  this  great  \oh  a  Tea  of  tears  is  due : 
But  the  whole  debt  not  to  be  paid  by  you. 
Charge  not  yourfelf  with  all,  nor  render  vain 
Thofe  fhowers,  the  feyes  of  Us  your  fei-vahts  rain4 
Shall  grief  contract  the  largenefs  of  that  heait. 
In  which  nor  fear,  nor  anger,  has  a  part  ? 
Virtue  would  blufli,  if  time  fliould  boaft  (which  driesj 
Her  fole  child  dead,  the  tender  niother's  eyes) 
Your  mind's  relief  5  where  reafon  triumphs  fo 
Over  all  paflions>  that  they  ne'er  could  grow 
Beyond  their  limits  in  yoUr  noble  bread. 
To  harm  another^  or  impeach  your  reft. 
This  we  obfervM,  delighting  to  obey 
One,  who  did  never  from  his  great  felf  ftray : 
Whofe  mild  example  feemed  to  engage 
Th'  obfequious  feas,  ^d  teacjhHhem  not  to  rage* 

The 


Tra  LORD  NORTHUMBERLAND.        4^ 
Tbc  brave  ^milius,  his  great  charge  laid  down, 
(The  force  of  Rome,  and  fate  of  Macedon) 
In  his  loft  fons  did  feel  the  cruel  ftroke 
Of  changing  Fortune ;  and  thus  highly  Q>oke 
Before  Rome'^s  people  j  **  We  ^id  oft  implore, 
"•*  That  if  the  heavens  had  any  bad  in    ore 
**  For  your  ^milius,  they  wotild  pour  that  ill 
**  On  his  own  houfe,  and  let  you  flourifh  ftill." 
You  on  the  barren  feas,  my  Lord,  have  fpent 
Whole  fprings ;  and  fummers  to  the  public  lent  i 
Sufpended  all  the  pleafures  of  your  life. 
And  (horten^d  the  ihort  joy  of  fuch  a  wife : 
For  which  your  country's  more  obliged,  than 
For  many  lives  of  old,  lefs  happy,  men. 
You,  that  have  facriiicM  fo  great  a  part 
Of  youth,  and  private  blifs,  ought  to  impart 
Your  forrow  too  j  and  give  your  friends  a  right 
As  well  in  your  affliflion,  as  delight. 
Then  with  ^milian- courage  bear  this  crofs. 
Since  public  perfons  only  public  lofs 
Ought  to  zScB..     And  though  her  form,  and  youth^ 
Her  application  to  your  will,  and  truth ; 
That  noble  fweetnefs,  and  that  humble  ftate, 
(All  fnatch'd  away  by  fuch  a  hafty  fate!) 
Might  give  excufe  to  any  common  breaft, 
With  the  huge  weight  of  fo  juft  grief  oppreft  > 
Yet  let  no  portion  of  your  life  be  ftainM 
With  paiHon,  but  your  chara£ler  maintain'd 
To  the  laft  zB.i  it  is  enough  her  ftone 
May  honoured  be  with  fuperfcriptioa 

•        s  .  Of 


I 
I 


I 


WALLERS 

Of  th«  fole  Lzdj,  who  had  power  to  move 
The  great  Noithvimberland  to  grltyc,  and  love. 

To  my  L  o  R  »   Admiral,   of  his  late  Sicknefs 
and  Recover)', 

WITH  joy  like  ours,  the  Thracian  youth  invades 
Orpht;uS|  returning  from  th'  Elyfian  Amdea  j 
Embrace  the  Hero,  and  his  ftay  impiore  j 
Make  it  their  public  fuit,  he  would  no  more 
Defeit  thern  fo  |  and  for  his  fpotife's  fake. 
His  vanifh'd  love,  tempt  the  Lethean  lake ; 
The  Ladies  too,  the  hri^hteft  of  that  time> 
( Ambitioas  all  hifi  lofty  bed  to  climb) 
Their  doubtful  hopes  with  expectation  feed. 
Who  fhail  the  fair  Eurydlce  fuccced  : 
Euiydkel  for  whom  hi  a  numerous  moan 
Makes  iiftcning  trees  and  favagc  mountains  groan; 
Thj'ough  all  the  air  hi^  Ibtindiog  ftrin^s  dilate 
Sorrovr,  like  that  which  touch'd  our  hearts  of  late* 
Ydutfimng  Bckncfs,  and  your  rcftlcfa  pain. 
At  once  tht  land  affefliog,  and  the  Main  t 
Wheu  the  glad  news  that  you  were  Admn-al 
Scarce  through  the  nation  fpread,  'twa^  fear'd  by  all 
That  our  great  Charles,  whofe  wifdom  Jhmes  in  you, 
Would  |?e  perplexed  how  to  chufc  a  new, 
So  more  than  private  was  the  joy,  and  grief, 
That  at  the  worft  it  gave  our  fouls  relief. 
That  in  our  age  fuch  fenie  of  viitue  liv'd  j 
They  joy'd  fo  juiUy,  and  fo  juftly  gricv'd* 
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Xatme  (Iwr  faireft  li|^ti  cdipiM)  feemt   .. 

Hcrftlf  to  ibfEbr  in  dMiie  flnip  cxtremef  s 

Whik  not  fivmi  thine  akme  thy  blood  rettret , 

Butlmn  thole  chedcs  which  aii  die  world  admires. 

The  flem  thm  thicaftaM^  and  Ihe  Tap  in  diee> 

Droop  all  die  branches  of  that  noble  tree ! 

Their  beauty  diey,  and  we  onr  lofe  fuipend, 

MiM^  can  onr  wiflies,  iave  diy  health/  intend. 

As  Gliet  ofer-€hai^*d  widi  rain^  they  bend 

Their  beauteous  heads,  and  with  high  Heaven  contend : 

Poldthee  within  their  fnowy  arms,  and  cry 

He  is  too  lanltlefty  and  too  yoiuig^  to  die. ' ' 

So  lihc  IittntortiUs  round  about  thee  they 

lit^  that  they  ftif^  approaching  Death  away. 

Who  would  not  knguiiht  by  £b-fair  a  train 

To  be  lamented,  and  reftorM  again  ?' 

Or  thus  with-held,  what  hafty  fool  would  go. 

Though  to  the  Bleft  ?  O'er  her  Adonis  Co 

Fair  Venus  mourned,  and  with  the  precious  (hower 

Of  her  wann  tears  cheriihM  the  fpringing  flower. 

The  next  iupport,  fair  hope  of  yourp-eat  name^ 
Andieomid  pOUr  of  that  noble  fhune, 
By  lofii  of  thee  would  no  advantage  have^ 
But  A^  by  iaep  puHiie  thee  to  the  grave. 

And  now,  relentlefii  Fate  about  to  en4 
The  line,  which  backwards  does  (b  far  extend 
That  antique  Aock,  which  ftill  the  world  fopplies 
With  brawci  spirits,  and  with  brighteft  eyes; 
Kind  Phoebus  interpofing,  bid  me  fay 
SnchAonBSJMmoicflialKhaketiatliouiei  hut  they 

Like 
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Like  Neptune,  and  his  •  fca-bom  Niece,  fhall  ber 
The  fhining  glories  of  the  land  and  fea : 
With  conlrage  guard,  and  beauty  warm,  our  age  i 
And  lovers  fill  with  like  poetic  rage» 

SONG. 

STAY,  Phabus,  ftay! 
The  world  to  which  you  fly  fo  faft^ 
Conveying  day 
From  us  to  them,  can  pay  your  haile 
With  no  fucb  objeft,  nor  falute  your  rife 
With  no  fuch  wonder,  as  De  Mom  ay's  eyc$*. 

Well  does  this  prove 
The  error  of  thofe  antique  books, 

Which  made  you  move 
About  the  world  :  her  charming  Tooks 
Would  fix  your  beams,  and  make  it  ever  day,^ 
Pid  not  the  rolling  earth  fnatch  her  away. 

On  my  Lady  Dorothy  Sidney's  Pi6lure^ 

SUCH  was  Philoclea,  and  fuch  f  Doras*  flame  $ 
The  I  matchlefs  Sidney,  that  inunortal  frame 
Of  perfe^l  beauty,  on  two  pillars  plac*d : 
Not  his  high  fancy  could  one  pattern,  grac'd 
With  fuch  extremes  of  excellence,  compoft  | 
Wonders  fo  diflant  in  one  face  difcloft ! 

*  Ve&us»       t  Pallida.        {  Sir  Philip  Sidneys 

Sue 


ON  XADY  SroNEY'S  PICTURE^        tfr 

i 

"    Such  chearful  modcfty,  fuch  humble  ftate, 

\     Moves  certain  love  \  but  with  as  doubtful  fate. 
As  when,  beyond  our  gi'eedy  reach,  we  fee  . 
Inviting  fruit  on  too  fublime  a  tree. 
All  the  rich  flowers  through  his  Arcadia  founds 
AmazM  we  fee  in  this  one  garland  bound* 
Had  but  this  copy  (which  the  artift  took 
From  the  fair  pi£^ure  of  that  noble  book) 
Stood  at  Kalander^s,  the  brave  friends  *  had  jarred  \ 
And,  rivals  made,  th^  enfuing  ftory  marrM. 
Juft  nature,  firft  inftru£(ed  by  his  thought. 
In  his  own  houfe  thus  pra6tis'd  what  he  taught : 
This  glorious  piece  tranfcends  what  he  could  think:; 
So  much  his  blood  is  nobler  than  his  ink ! 

TOVANDYCK. 

I     n  ARE  Artifan,  whofe  pencil  moves 
;     JLV  Not  our  delights  alone,  but  loves  ! 

From  thy  /hop  of  beauty  we 

Slaves  return,  that  entered  free. 

The  heedlefs  lover  does  not  know 

Whofe  eyes  they  are  that  wound  him  fo : 

But,  confounded  with  thy  art, 
]    loquires  her  name  that  has  his  heart. 

Another,  who  did  long  refrain, 

Feels  his  old  wound  bleed  fredi  again^ 

With  dear  remembrance  of  that  face, 
■   Where  now  he  reads  new  hope  of  grace  t 
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Nor  fcom  nor  cruelty  docs  find : 
But  gladly  fufFers  a  falfe  wind 
To  blow  the  afhes  of  defpair 
From  the  reviving  brand  of  care. 
Fool  1  diat  forgets  her  ftubbom  look 
This  foftnefs  from  thy  finger  took. 
Strange  1  that  thy  hand  fhould  not  infpire 
The  beauty  only,  but  the  fire  : 
Not  the  foi-m  alone,  and  grace. 
But  a6l,  and  power,  of  a  face, 
May'fl  thou  yet  thyfelf  as  well. 
As  all  the  world  befides,  excel  I 
So:ybu  th'  unfeigned  truth  rehearfe, 
(That  I  may  make  it  live  in  vcrfc) 
Why  tliou  couldft  not,  at  one  aflay, 
That  face  to  after-times  convey. 
Which  this  admires.    Was  it  thy  wit 
To  make  her  oft  before  thee  fit  ? 
Confefs,  and  we  ^11  forgive  thee  this : 
For  who  would  not  repeat  that  blifs  ? 
And  frequent  fight  of  fuch  a  dame 
Buy,  with  the  hazard  of  his  fame  ? 
'  Yet  who  can  tax  thy  blamelefs  (kill. 
Though  thy  good  hand  had  failed  dill ; 
When  nature's  felf  fo  often  en-s  ? 
She  for  this  many  thoufand  years 
"Seems  to  have  pra6lisM  with  much  care. 
To  frame  the  tace  of  women  fair  i 
Yet  never  could  a  perfeft  birth 
Produce  before,,  to  grace  the  earth: 
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Which  waxed  old,  ere  it  could  fee 
Her  that  amaz'd  thy  Art,  and  thee. 

But  now  'tis  done,  O  let  me  know 
Where  thofe  immortal  colors  grow. 
That  could  this  deathlefs  piece  compofe  f 
In  lilies  ?  or  the  fading  rofe  ? 
No ;  for  this  theft  thou  haft  climb'd  higher, 
Than  did  Prometheus  for  his  fire. 

AT    PENS-H.URST. 

HA  D  Dorothea  livM  when  mortals  made 
Choice  of  their  Deities,  this  facred.  ftiade 
Had  held  an  altar  to  her  power,  that  gave 
The  peace  and  glory  which  thefe  alleys  have : 
Embroidered  fo  with  flowers  when:  (he  ftood. 
That  it  became  a  garden  of  a  wood. 
Her  prefence  has  fuch  more  than  human  grace. 
That  it  can  civilize  the  rudeft  place : 
And  beauty  too,  and  order  can  impart. 
Where  nature  ne'er  intended  it,  nor  art. 
The  plants  acknowledge  this,  and  her  admire, 
No  lefs  than  thofe  of  old  did  Orpheus'  lyre : 
3f  fhe  fit  down,  with  tops  all  tow'rds  her  bowM, 
They  round  about  her  into  aibors  crowd: 
Or  if  flie  walk,  in  even  ranks  they  ftand, 
Like  forae  well-marfhard  and  obfequious  band. 
Amphion  fo  made  (tones  and  timber  leap    . 
Into  fair  figures,  from  a  confus'd  heap : 
And  in  the  fymmetry  of  her  parts  is  found   . 
A  power,  like  that  of  harmony  in  found, 
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Ye  lofty  beeches,  tell  this  matchlefs  damcy 
That  if  together  yc  fed  all  one  flame. 
It  could  not  equalize  the  hundredth  part. 
Of  what  her  eyes  haYfi  kindled  in  my  heart  1  •— — « 
Go,  boy,  and  carve  diis  paffion  on  the  bark 
Of  yonder  tree,  which  ftands  the  facred  mark 
O^  noble  Sidney's  birth ;  when  fuch  benign. 
Such  more  than  mortal-making  ftars  did  fliine  ^ 
That  there  they  cannot  but  for  ever  prove 
The  monument  and  pledge  of  humble  love : 
His  humble  love,  whofe  hc^  fhall  ne'er  ri(e  highcic«^ 
Than  for  a  pardon  t^t  he  dares  admire. 

TO  MY  LORD  OF  LEICESTER* 

NO  T  that  thy  trees  at  Pens-Hurft  grtaa, 
Oppreffed  with  thdr  timely  load  \ 
And  fcem  to  make  their  filest  moan, 

That  their  great  Lord  it  wm  abroad  t 
They  to  delight  his  tafte,  or  eye. 
Would  fpend  themielves  in  fruit,  and  dye* 
Not  that  thy  barmlefs  deer  repine, 

And  think  themielves  uspiftly  flaia 
By  any  other  hand  than  thine, 

WlyoCe  arrows  thty  would  gladly  ftain : 
No,  nor  thy  friends,  which  hold  too  dear 
That  peace  with  France,  which  keeps  thee  there* 

All  theib  are  Jefs  than  that  great  caufe. 
Which  now  exafts  your  prefcnce  here  j 

Wherein  there  meet  the  divers  laws 
i)fjmblic  and  domeftic  care. 


TO  MY  LORD  LEICESTER.       5, 
For  one  bright  Nymph  our  youth  contends, 
And  on  your  prudent  choice  depends. 

Not  the  bright  (hield  of  •  Thetis*  Ton, 

(For  whkh  fuch  ftem  debate  did  riie. 
That  the  great  Ajax  Telamon 

Refused  to  live  without  the  prize) 
Thofe  Achive  Peers  did  more  engage. 
Than  (he  the  gallants  of  our  age. 

That  beam  of  beauty,  which  begun 

To  warm  us  fo,  when  thou  wert  here. 
Now  fcorches  like  the  raging  fun. 

When  Sirius  docs  flrft  appear. 
O  fix  this  flame ;  and  let  defpair 
Redeem  the  reft  from  endlefs  care ! 

Of  the  Ladt  who  can  fleep  when  (ht  pleafes. 

NO  wonder  Sleep  from  careful  lovers  fliet. 
To  bathe  himielf  in  Sacharifia's  eyes. 
As  fair  Aftr«a  once  from  earth  to  heaveiv. 
By  ftrife  and  loud  impiety  was  driven  : 
So  with  our  plaints  offended,  and  our  tears. 
Wife  Sonmus  to  that  paradife  repairs  $ 
Waits  on  her  will,  and  wretches  does  forfake. 
To  court  the  Nymph,  for  whom  thofe  wretches.wake. 
More  proud  dum  Pl^cebus  of  his  throne  of  gold 
U  the  ibft  God,  thofr  fofter  Umb9  to  hold  2 

*  Achilles. 

£  a  Nor 


5*  WALLER'S    POEMS., 

Nor  would  exchange  with  Jove,  to  hide  the  fldcs 
In  darkning  clouds,  the  power  to  clofe  her  eyes : 
Eyes,  which  Co  far  all  other  lights  control, 
They  warm  our  mortal  parts,  but  thefe  our  foul ! 

Let  her  free  fpirit,  whofe  unconquered  breail 
Holds  fuch  deep  quiet,  and  untroubled  reft. 
Know,  that  though  Venus  and  her  fon  ihouid  fpare 
Her  rebel  heart,  and  never  teach  her  care  j 
Yet  Hymen  may  in  force  his  vigils  keep  5 
And,  for  another's  joy,  fufpend  her  fleep. 

Of  the  Mif-report  of  her  being  painted. 

AS  when  a  fort  of  wolves  infeft  the  night. 
With  their  wild  bowlings  at  fair  Cynthia's  light^; 
The  noife  may  chafe  fweet  flumber  from  her  eyes,     ; 
But  never  reach  the  miftrefs  of  the  fkies : 
So,  with  the  news  of  Sachaxiffa's  wrongs. 
Her  vexed  fervants  blame  thofe  envious  tongues  : 
Call  Love  to  witnefs,  that  no  painted  fire  . 
Can  fcorch  men  fo,  or  kindle  fuch  defire : 
While,  unconcerned,  flie  feems  mov'd  no  more 
With  this  new  malice,  than  our  loves  before ; 
But,  from  the  height  of  her  great  mind,  looks  down 
On  both  our  pailions,  without  fmile  or  frown. 
So  little  care  of  what  is  done  below 
Hath  the  bright  dame,  whom  Heaven  affe£leth  fo ! 
Paints  her,  'tis  true :  with  the  fame  hand  which  fpreads 
Like  glorious  colors  through  the  flcuwpry  meads  j  .    .*<., 
When  lavifli  nature  with  her  beft  attire 
Clothes  the  gay  fpring,  the  fcafon  of  defire. 
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Paints  her,  'tis  true,  and  does  her  cheek  adorn , 
With  the  fame  art  whcrewitfi  (he  paints  the  morn : 
With  the  fame  art,  wherewith  (he  gildeth  fo 
Thofe  painted  clouds  which  form  Thaumantias*  bow* 

Of  her  paffing  through  a  Crowd  of  People. 

AS  in  old  Chaos  (heaven  with  earth  confiis'd. 
And  ftars  with  rocks  together  crufh'd  andbruisM) 
The  Sun  his  light  no  further  could  extend 
Than  the  next  hill,  which  on  his  fhoulders  lean'd : 
So  in  this  throng  bright  Sacharifla  farM, 
Opprefs'd  by.thoie  who  Ihrore  to  be  her  guard ; 
As  (hips,  though  never  (b  obiequious,  fall 
Foul  in  a  tempeft  on  their  Admiral. 
A  greater  favor  this  diforder  brought 
Tnto  her  fcrvants,  than  their  awful  thought 
Durft  entertain,  when  thus  compel'rd  they  preft 
Tiic  yielding  marble  of  her  fnowy  breaft. 
While  Love  infults,  difguifcd  in  the  cloud. 
And  welcome  foixe,  of  that  unruly  crowd. 
Sc  th'.  amorous  tree,  while  yet  the  air  is  calm, 
juft  diflance  keeps  from  his  ddired  Palm : 
But  when  the  wind  her  rayifliM  branches  throws 
Ict9  his  arms,  and  mingles  all  their  boughs  -, 
Though  loth  he  feems  her  tender  leaves  to  prcfs. 
Mere  loth  he  is  that  friendly  ftorm  fhould  ceafe  j 
From  whofe  rude  bounty  he  the  double  ufe 
At  o&ce  receives,  of  pleafure  and  excufe. 


54.  WALLER'S    POEMS. 

The  Story  of  Phoebus  and  Daphne  applied, 

TH  Y  R  S I  Sy  a  youth  of  the  infpired  train. 
Fair  Sacbarifla  W*d9  but  lor^d  in  vain  s 
Like  Phoebus  fung  the  no  lefs  araorous  boy  j 
Like  Daphne  (het  as  lovely,  and  as  coy ! 
With  Numbers  he  the  flying  Nymph  purfues  5 
With  Numbers  fuch  as  Phoebus'  felf  might  ufe! 
Such  is  the  chace,  when  lore  and  fancy  leads, 
0*er  craggy  mountains,  and  through  flowery  meads  $ 
InvokM  to  teftify  the  lover's  care. 
Or  form  fome  image  of  his  cruel  Fair. 
Urg'd  with  his  fury,  like  a  wounded  deer. 
O'er  thcfe  he  fled ;  and  now  approaching  near. 
Had  reached  the  Nymph  with  his  harmonious  Lay« 
Whom  all  his  charms  could  not  incline  to  ftay. 
Yet,  what  he  fung  in  his  immortal  ftrain. 
Though  unfuccefsful,  was  not  f\mg  in  vain : 
All,  but  the  Nymph  that  fliould  redrefs  his  ^Snrong, 
Attend  his  paflion,  and  approve  his  fong. 
Like  Pbcebuji  thus,  acqiuring  unibught  praife. 
He  catcbM  at  love,  and  ilVd  his  arms  with  bays. 

FABULA  PHOEBI  ET  DAPHNES. 

ARCADIJS  juvenis  Thyriis,  Phcebique  facerdosj 
Ingenti  fruftra  SacharilTae  ardebat  amore. 
Hand  Deus  ipfe  olim  Daphni  majora  canebat ; 
Nee  fuit  afperior  Daphne,  nee  pulchrior  ilia  x 
Carminibus  Phoebo  dignis  premit  ille  fugacem 
Per  mpcs,  per  faxa,  volans  per  florida  vates 

Pafcuas 
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PaTcua :  fonnoiam  imoc  kis  cnfHmfitf  Njnyhniii, 
NnBc  illit  cnidelem  infima  acmte  iblebat. 
Aiidiit  ilia  procul  mifimm,  cjrthairamyir  janairtniii 
Audiit,  at  nuUis  re^eait  mota  qnereiis ! 
Ne  tamen  omnlno  caneret  cfdertiit,  ad  alta 
Sidera  percnlfi  refemat  nova  canniaa  mootet. 
Sicy  non  quaeiitis  cumtilatus  lao^bvs,  otia 
Elapsa  reperit  Daphne  fua  lauica  Hieebiis. 

SONG. 

SAY,  lovely  Dream !  where  conidt  ^bon  find 
Shades  to  counterfeit  that  face  f 
Colors  of  this  glorious  kind 
Come  not  from  any  mortal  place* 

In  heaven  Itfelf  thou  Aire  wert  dreft 

With  that  angel-like  difguife : 
Thus  deluded  am  I  bleft. 

And  fee  my  joy  with  doied  eyes. 

But  ah  I  this  im^;e  is  too  kind 

To  be  other  than  a  dream : 
Cruel  Sacharifia's  mind 

Never  put  on  that  fwe6t  extreme ! 

Fair  Dream  !  if  thou  intend'ft  me  gracf. 

Change  diat  heavenly  face  of  thine  j 
Paint  deijpisM  love  in  diy  face. 

And  make  it  to  appear  like  mine. 

E  4  P^\t 
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Pal€,  wan,  and  meagre  let  it  look. 

With  a  pity-moving  fliape ; 
Such  as  wander  by  the  brook 

Of  Lethe,  or  from  graves  efcape. 
J 
Then  to  that  matchlefs  Nymph  appear. 

In  whofci.  fliape  thou  ihincft  fo  j 
Softly  in  her.fleeping  ear, 

With  humble  words  exprefs  my  woe. 

Perhaps  from  greatnefs,  ftate,  and  pride. 

Thus  furprifed  flie  may  fall : 
Sleep  does  difproportion  hide. 

And,  death  refembling,  equals  all. 

TO    MRS.    BRAUGHTON, 
Servant  to  Sacharissa. 

FAIR  fellow-fervant !  may  your  gentle  ear 
Prove  more  propitious  to  my  flighted  care, 
Than  the  bright  dame's  we  fervc :  for  her  relief 
(VexM  with  the  long  expreffions  of  my  grief) 
Receive  thefe  plaints :  nor  will  her  high  dildain 
Forbid  my  humble  Mufe  to  court  her  train. 
So,  in  thofe  nations  which  the  fun  adore. 
Some  modeft  Perfian,  or  fome  weak-eyed  Moor, 
No  higher  dares  advance  his  dazzled  fight. 
Than  to  fome  gilded  cloud,  which  near  the  light 
Of  their  afcending  God  adorns  the  eaft, 
And,  graced  with  his  beams,  out-fliines  the  reft. 
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Thy  fldlful  hand  contributes  to  our  woe. 
And  whets  thofe  arrows  which  confound  us  fo 
A  thoufand  Cupids  in  thofe  curls  do  fit, 
(Thofe  curious  nets !)  thy  flender  fingers  knit : 
The  Graces  put  not  more  cxaftly  on  ;  ; 

Th'  attire  of  Venus,  when  the  Ball  fhe  won  : 
Than  Sachariffa  by  thy  care  is  dreft. 
When  all  our  youth  prefers  her  to  the  reft. 

You  the  foft  feafon  know,  when  belt  her  mind 
May  be  to  pity  or  to  love  inclinM : 
In  fome  well-chofen  hour  fupply  his  fear, 
Wfaofe  hopelefs  love  durft  never  tempt  the  ear 
Of  that  ftcm  Goddefs :  you,  her  prieft,  declare 
What  offerings  may  propitiate  the  Fair : 
Rich  orient  pearl,  bright  ftones  that  ne'er  decay. 
Or  polifh'd  lines  which  longer  laft  than  they. 
For  if  I  thought  fhe  took  delight  in  thofe. 
To  where  the  chearful  mom  does  firft  difclofe 
(The  fhady  night  removing  with  her  beams) 
Wing'd  with  bold  love,  Td  fly  to  fetch  fuch  gems. 
But  fince  her  eyes,  her  teeth,  her  lip  excels 
AH  that  is  found  in  mines,  or  fifhes'  fhells ; 
Her  nobler  part  as  far  exceeding  thefe. 
None  but  immortal  gifts  her  mind  fhould  pleafe. 
The  fhining  jewels  Greece  and  Troy  beftow'd 
On  ♦  Spartans  Queen,  her  lovely  neck  did  load. 
And  fnowy  wrifis  :  but  when  thie  town  was  bum'd, 
1  hofe  fading  glories  were  to  afhes  turn'd^> 

♦  Helen. 

Her 
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Her  beauty  too  had  pcriHiM,  and  her  farne^ 
Had  not  the  Mufe  redeemed  them  from  the  flame. 

AT     PENS-HURST. 

WHILE  in  die  park  I  fmg,  the  liftening  deer 
Attend  my  paffion,  and  forget  to  fear : 
When  to  the  beeches  I  report  my  flame> 
They  bow  their  heads,  as  if  they  felt  the  fame : 
To  Gods  appealing,  when  I  reach  their  Bowers 
With  loud  complaints,  they  anfwer  me  in  fiiowers. 
To  Thee  a  wild  and  cruel  foul  is  given, 
More  deaf  than  trees,  and  prouder  than  the  heaven  \ 
Lovers  foe  profefs^d !  why  doft  thou  falfly  feign 
Thyfelf  a  Sidney }  from  which  noble  ftraia 
^  He  fprung,  that  could  fo  far  exalt  the  name 
Of  Love,  and  warm  our  nation  with  his  flame  $ 
That  all  we  can  of  love  or  high  define. 
Seems  but  the  fmoks  of  amorous  Sidaey's  Are. 
Nor  call  her  mother,  who  fo  well  does  prove 
One  breaft  may  hold  both  chaftity  and  love.. 
Never  can  flie,  thai  fo  exceeds  the  fpriag 
In  joy  and  bounty,  be  fupposM  to  bring 
One  fo  deflru£(ive :  to  no  human  flock 
We  owe  thTs  flerce  unkindnefs ;  but  the  rock 
That  cloven  rock  product  thee,  by  whoie  fide 
Nature,  to  recompence  the  fatal  pride 
Of  fuch  ftem  beauty,  plac'd  thofe  f  healing  fprings ; 
Which  not  more  kelp,  than  t^t  deflni^on  bringv. 

•  Sf  Philip  Sidney.         f  Tunbridge- Wells. 
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Thy  heart  no  ruder  tluui  the  nigged  Aoiit» 
I  mighty  like  Orpheus,  with  my  numerous  moan 
Melt  to  compaiEon :  now,  my  traiterous  fong 
With  thee  confpiresy  to  do  the  finger  wrong  s 
While  thus  I  fuffer  not  myfelf  to  lofe 
The  memory  of  what  augments  my  woes : 
But  with  my  own  breath  ftill  foment  the  fire. 
Which  flames  as  high  as  fancy  can  afpire ! 

This  laft  complaint  th*  indulgent  ears  did  pierce 
Of  juft  ApoUoy  prefident  of  verfe ; 
Highly  concerned  that  the  Mufe  (hould  bring 
Damage  to  one,  whom  he  had  taught  to  fing  } 
Thus  he  advised  me :  "  On  yon  aged  tree 
**  Hang  up  thy  lute,  and  hie  thee  to  tlie  Tea ; 
**  That  there  with  wonders  thy  diverted  mind 
"  Some  truce  at  lead  may  with  this  paffion  find." 
Ah  cruel  Nymph  I  from  whom  her  humble  fwain 
Flics  for  relief  unto  the  raging  Main  j 
And  from  the  winds  and  tempefts  does  expe^ 
A  milder  fate,  than  from  her  cold  negle6l ! 
Yet  there  he  Ml  pray,  that  the  unkind  may  prove 
Bleft  in  her  choice  $  and  vows  this  endlefs  love 
Springs  from  no  hope  of  what  (he  can  confer. 
Bat  from  thofe  gifts  which  Heaven  has  heapM  on  her. 

To  my  young  Lady  Lucy  Sidney. 

WHY  came  I  fo  untimely  forth 
Into  a  world,  which,  wanting  thee^ 
Could  entertain.us  with  no  worth, 

Or  fliadow  of  felicity  ?  ^ 
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That  time  ihcxild  me  fo  far  remove 
From  that  which  I  was  born  to  love  * 

Yet,  faireft  bloflbra !  do  not  flight 

That  age  which  yon  may  know  fo  foon  t 

The  rofy  mom  refigns  her  light. 
And  milder  glory,  to  the  noon  t 

And  then  what  wonders  fhall  you  do, 

Whofb  dawning  beauty  waims  us  fo  ? 

Hope  waits  upon  the  flowery  prime  ; 

And  fummer,  though  it  be  lefs  gay. 
Yet  is  not  look'd  on  as  a  time 

Of  declination,  or  decay  : 
For,  with  a  full  hand,  that  does  bring 
All  that  was  promisM  by  the  fpring. 

TO     AMORET. 

FAIR!  that  you  may  truly  know 
What  you  unto  Thyrfis  owe  j 
I  will  tell  you  Jiow  I  do     sy^ 
Sacharifla  love,  and  You.      ^ 

Joy  falutes  me,  when  I  fet 
My  bleft  eyes  on  Amoret : 
But  with  wonder  I  am  ftrook. 
While  I  on  the  other  look  t 
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If  fwcet  Amoret  complains, 
I  have  fenfe  of  all  her  pains  : 
But  for  SacharifTa  I 
Do  not  only  grieve,  but  die. 

All  that  of  myfelf  is  mine. 
Lovely  Amoi-et !  is  thine, 
Sacharifla^s  captive  fain 
Would  untie  his  iron  chain  ; 
And,  thofe  fcorching  beams  to  fliun^ 
To  thy  gentle  ihadow  nin. 

If  the  foul  had  free  ele6^ion 
To  difpofe  of  her  aiFe£tion  j 
I  would  not  thus  long  have  borne 
Haughty  SacharifTa's  fcom  : 
But  'tis  fure  fome  Power  above, 
Which  controls  our  wills  in  love  ! 

If  not  a  love,  a  ftrong  defire 
To  create  and  fpread  that  fire 
In  my  brcaft,  foUicits  me. 
Beauteous  Amoret !  forthee. 

Tis  amazement  moreJt^n  love. 
Which  her  radiant  eyes  do 
If  lefs  fplendor  wait  on  tlf 
Vet  they  fo  benignly  ihinel 
I  would  turn  my  dazzled  iiVht 
To  behold  their  milder  ligf 
But  as  hard  'tis  to  deftroy^ 
That  high  flame,  as  to  eivoy  :  - 
Which  how  eas'ly  I  may  tlo. 
Heaven  (as  cas'ly  fcal'dydoe*  know  I 

p  Amoret  V 
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Araoret !  as  fweet  and  good 
As  the  mod  delicious  foody 
Whichy  but  tafted,  does  impart 
Life  and  gladnefs  to  the  heart. 

Sacharifla^s  beauty  *s  wine. 
Which  to  madnefs  doth  incline  : 
Such  a  liquor,  as  no  brain 
That  is  mortal  can  fuftain. 

Scarce  can  I  to  heaven  excufe 
The  devotion,  which  I  ufe 
Unto  that  adored  dame : 
For  *tis  not  unlike  the  fame, 
Which  I  thither  ought  to  fend* 
So  that  if  it  could  take  end, 
*TwouId  to  heaven  itfelf  be  due. 
To  fucceed  her,  and  not  you : 
Who  already  have  of  me 
All  that  *8  not  idolatry : 
Which,  though  not  fo  fierce  a  ftnne. 
Is  longer  like  to  be  the  fame* 

Then  fmile  on  me,  and  I  will  prov«, 
Wonder  is  (horter-livM  dMn  love. 

On  the     riendfliip  betwixt  Sacharissa  and 
AmoreT. 

TE  L  LL  me,  lovely  loviiig-  Mr  I 
Why  fo  kind,  zmd  ib  fevtit? 
Why  fo  carelefs  of  our  caf«> 
Oaljr  to  youriklnt  to  ikar  ? 

Bt 


r 


SACSARISSA  AND  AMORST,  &^.      ij 
By  this  cunning  change  of  hearts. 

You  the  power  of  Love  contfoul ; 
While  the  boy's  deluded  dnrts 

Can  arrive  at  neither  fful. 

For  in  vain  to  either  breaft 

Stin  beguiled  Love  dots  coiM  % 
Where  he  finds  a  foreign  gueftj 

Neither  of  your  htarts  at  hoiMt. 

Debtors  thus  with  likt  dsfign. 

When  they  never  mean  to  pay. 
That  they  may  the  law  decline^ 

To  fome  friend  make  all  aWay. 

Not  the  filver  doves  that  fly, 

Yok'd  in  Cytherea's  car; 
Not  the  wings  that  lift  (o  higk  $ 

And  convey  her  iba  fo  far  ^ 

Are  fo  lovely,  fweet,  and  fair. 

Or  do  more  ennoble  love  j 
Are  To  choicely  matched  a  pair» 

Or  with  more  coatet  do  siove* 

TO      AMORET. 

AM  O RET,  the  Milky  Way, 
Frara'd  of  many  namelefs  ftars ! 
The  fmooth  ftream,  where  none  can  fityi 
He  this  drop  to  tkat  prt&rs ! 

Amorcty 
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Amoret,  my  lovely  foe ! 

Tell  me  where  lliy  ftrcngth  does  He  ? 
Where  the  power  that  charms  us  fo  > 

In  thy  foul,  or  in  thy.«ye  ? 

By  that  fnowy  neck  alone  : 

Or  thy  grace  in  motion  feen  ; 
No  fuch  wonders  could  be  done  ; 

Yet  thy  waift  is  ftraight,  and  clean. 
As  Cupid's  fhaft  i  or  Heimes^  rod : 

And  powerful  too,  as  either  God* 

A      LA      MALADE. 

A'  H  lovely  Amoret,  the  care 
-^^  Of  all  that  know  what 's  good,  or  fair  I 
Is  Heaven  become  our  rival  too  f 
Had  the  rich  gifts,  conferM  on  you 
So  amply  thence,  the  common  end 
Of  giving  lovers, — to  pretend  ? 

Hence,  to  this  pining  ficknefs  (meant 
To  weary  thee  to  a  confent 
Of  leaving  us)  no  power  is  given. 
Thy  beauties  to  impair :  for  Heaven    , 
Sollicits  thee  with  fuch  a  care. 
As  rofes  from  the  ftalks  we  tear  : 
When  we  would  ftill  preferve  them  new. 
And  frefli,  as  on  the  bulh  they  grew. 

With  fuch  a  grace  you  entertain. 
And  look  with  fuch  contempt  on  pain. 


That 


i  A     LA     MALA  DE. 

I     That  languiihing  you  conquer  more. 
And  wound  us  deeper  than  before. 
So  lightnings  which  in  ftorms  appear 
Scorch  more  than  when  the  ikies  are  clear. 

And  as  pale  (icknefs  does  invade 
Your  frailer  part,  the  breaches  made 
In  that  fadr  lodgings  ftill  more  clear 
Make  the  bright  giieft,  your  foul,  appear. 
So  nymphs  o^er  pathlefs  mountains  borne. 
Their  light  robes  by  the  brambles  torn 
From  their  fair  limbs,  expoflng  new 
And  umknown  beauties  to  the  view 
Of  following  Gods,  increafe  their  flame. 
And  hafte,  to  catch  the  flying  game. 
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Upon  the  Death  of  my  Lady  Rich. 

MAY  thofe  already  curs'd  Bflexian  plains. 
Where  hafty  death  and  pining  ficknefs  reigns, 
Prove  all  a  defart !  and  none  there  make  ftay. 
But  favage  beafts,  or  men  as  wild  as  they  ! 
There  the  fair  light,  which  all  our  ifland  grac'd. 
Like  Heroes  taper  in  the  window  plac'd. 
Such  fate  from  the  malignant  air  did  find, 
As  that  expofed  to  the  boifterous  wind. 

Ah>  cruel  heaven !  to  fnatch  fo'foon  away 
Her,  for  whofe  life  had  we  had  time  to  pray. 
With  thoufand  vows,  and  tears,  we  fhould  have  fought 
That  fad  decreets  fufpenfion  to  have  wrought. 
But  we,  alas,  no  whifper  of  her  pain 
Heardj  till  *twas  fin  to  wifh  her  here  again. 

F  That 
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That  horrid  word,  at  oace^  like  lightning  fprcad, 
Sti'ook  all  our  ears — the  Lady  Rich  is  dead ! 
Heart-rending  news !  and  dreadful  to  thofe  few 
Who  her  refemble,  and  her  fteps  purfue : 
'I^at  Death  ihould  licence;  have  to  rage  among 
The  fair,  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  young  ! 

The  *  Paphiau  Queen  from  that  fierce  battle  borne. 
With  geared  hand,  and  veil  fo  rudely  torn. 
Like  terror  did  among  th'  Immortals  breed  ; 
Taught  by  her  wound  that  Goddefles  may  bleed. 

All  Hand  amazed  I  but  beyond  the  reft 
Th*  f  heroic  dame  whofe  happy  womb  (he  bleft, 
MovV  with  juft  grief,  expoftulates  with  Heaven  j 
Urging  the  promife  to  th'  obfequious  given, 
CX*  loiter  life  :  for  ne'er  was  pious  foul 
More  apt  t'  obey,  more  worthy  to  control, 
A  (kilful  eye  at  once  might  read  the  race 
Of  Caledonian  Monarchs  in  her  face. 
And  fweet  humility :  her  look  and  mind 
At  once  were  lofty,  and  at  once  were  kind. 
There  dwelt  the  fcom  of  vice,  and  pity  too. 
For  thofe  that  did  what  Ihe  difdain'd  to  do : 
So  gentle  and  fevere,  that  what  was  bad. 
At  once  her  hatred,  and  her  pardon  had. 
Gracious  to  all  5  but  where  her  love  was  due. 
So  faft,  fo  faithful,  loyal,  and  fo  true. 
That  a  bold  hand  as  foon  might  hope  to  force 
The  rolling  lights  of  heaven,  as  change  her  courfe. 

Some  happy  Angel,  that  beholds  her  there, 
Inftrufl:  us  to  record  what  (he  was  here ! 
^  Venus,       f  Chriftiaa  Countefs  of  Devonfliire. 
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And  when  this  clood  of  forrow  *s  orer-bkmB, 
Through  the  wide  world  we  *1I  make  her  graces  known. 
So  freih  the  wound  it,  and  the  grief  fo  vaft. 
That  all  our  art»  and  power  of  fpeech,  is  wafte. 
Here  paffion  fways,  but  there  the  Mufe  ihall  raife 
Eternal  monuments  of  louder  praile. 

There  our  delight,  complying  with  her  fame. 
Shall  have  occafion  to  recite  thy  name. 
Fair  SachanfTa  !— -and  no^  only  fair ! 
To  iacred  friendfliip  we  *\\  an  altar  rearj 
(Such  as  the  Romans  did  trt&.  of  old  :) 
Where,  on  a  marble  pilltr,  ihall  be  told 
The  lovely  paffion  each  to  odier  bare, 
With  the  refemblancc  of  that  matchlefs  Pair.    * 
Narcifliis  to  the  thing  for  which  he  pinM 
Was  not  more  like,  than  your's  to  her  fair  mind  ; 
Save  that  (he  grac'd  the  feveral  paits  of  life, 
A  fpotlefs  virgin,  and  a  faultlefs  wife  ; 
Such  was  the  fweet  converie  'twixt  her  and  you, 
As  that  (he  holds  with  her  aflbciates  now. 

How  faJle  is  Hope,  and  how  regardlcfs  Fate, 
That  fuch  a  love  (hould  have  fo  fhort  a  date  ! 
Lately  I  faw  her  fighing  part  from  thee  : 
(Alas  that  fuch  the  iaft  farewel  fliould  be  !} 
So  looked  Ailraea,  her  remove  defign'd. 
On  thofe  diftreifed  friends  (he  left  behind. 
Confent  in  virtue  knit  your  hearts  fo  faft. 
That  ftill  the  knot,  in  fpite  of  death,  does  hCt : 
For,  as  your  tears,  and  forrow-wounded  foul. 
Prove  well  that  oil  your  part  this  bond  is  whole  *. 

F  %  So, 
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So,  all  we  know  of  what  they  do  aboFC, 

U,  that  they  happy  are,  and  that  they  love. 

Let  dark  oblivion,  and  the  hollow  grave. 

Content  themfelves  our  frailer  thoughts  to  have  a 

Well-chofiaii  love  is  never  taught  to  die. 

But  with  our  nobler  part  invades  the  iky. 

Then  grieve  no  more,  that  one  U>  heavenly  (hapM 

The  crooked  hand  of  trembling  age  eicap^d. 

Rather,  (ince  we  beheld  her  not  decay. 

But  that  flic  vani(h*d  fo  entire  away. 

Her  wondrous  beauty,  and  her  goodnefs,  merit 

We  Aiould  fuppofe,  that  Tome  propitious  fpirit 

In  tliat  coeleftial  form  frequented  here  j 

And  is  not  dead,  but  ccafes  to  appear. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  SUMMER-ISLANDS. 

CANTO     I. 

What  fr\iifs  they  have,  and  bow  heaven  fmiles 
11|H)U  tholr  Utc-diicover'd  iles. 

A1  n  mc,  BcUona !  while  the  dreadful  fight 
nrtwixt  «  lUf  ^^n,  »nd  two  whales,  I  write : 
tKY<A«t  A^MxM  \\\(h  |[^\M^  1  i\n|;«  adventurous  toil! 
,\h^i^  ^^v»  iW<V  mNN«HA<c«it  vl^U  diiki*»i  an  ilk. 

^^*w\>^^  >^'*5^M  N^^itl^  *\st*  who  doe*  not  know? 
W\  >»"i¥^>  ^Af^s^"*  v«lwf«r  l^^^lefooMi  grow; 
"X'^-A  'M«?»-*4v  "'ftw^  >^l^^  ^vWc*  tfnfcit  A."  bear, 

V^.  ifi^  141,4  4y«.<D.  y*  w»i^i?<  i^i»>>  «i  tSMKi. 
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The  lofty  cedauTy  which  to  heaven  tfptret. 
The  Prince  of  trees !  is  fuel  for  their  fires  i 
The  {moke,  by  which  dieir  loaded  (pits  do  tnatf 
For  incenfe  might  on  facred  altars  bum : 
Their  private  roofs  on  odorous  timber  borne. 
Such  as  might  palaces  for  Kings  adorn. 
The  fweet  palmitoes  a  liew  Bacchus  yield. 
With  leaves  as  ample  as  the  broadeft  fhield  : 
Under  the  (hadow  of  whofe  friendly  boughs 
They  fit,  caroufing  where  their  liquor  grows. 
Figs  there  unplanted  through  the  fields  do  grow, 
Such  as  fierce  Cato  did  the  Romans  (how  } 
With  the  rare  fruit  inviting  them  to  fpoil 
Carthage,  the  mifbefs  of  fo  rich  a  foil. 
TTie  naked  rocks  are  not  unfruitful  there. 
But,  at  fomc  conftant  feafons  every  year, 
Their  barren  tops  with  lufcious  food  abound ; 
And  with  the  eggs  of  various  fowls  are  crown'd. 
Tobacco  is  the  worft  of  things,  which  they 
To  Englifti  landlords,  as  their  tribute,  pay. 
Such  is  the  mould,  that  the  blcft  tenant  feeds 
On  precious  fruits,  and  pays  his  rent  in  weeds. 
With  candy*d  plantains,  and  the  juicy  pine. 
On  choiceft  melons,  and  fweet  grapes,  they  dines 
And  with  poutoes  fat  their  wanton  fwine. 
Nature  thcfe  cates  withfuch  a  lavifh  hand 
Pours  out  among  them,  that  our  coarfcr  land 
Taftes  of  that  bounty ;  and  does  cloth  return. 
Which  not  for  warmth,  but  ornament,  is  worn  t 

Fa  tot 
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For  the  kind  fpring,  which  but  falutes  us  here^ 

Inhabits  there,  and  courts  them  all  the  year ; 

Ripe  fruits  and  blofToms  on  tlie  fame  trees  live  }        , 

At  once  they  proroife,  what  at  once  they  give.    ,  ■    .; 

So  fweet  the  air,  fo  moderate  the  clime  $  ,  ^-r* 

None  fickly  lives,  or  dies  before  his  time.  ,,,3 

Heaven  fure  has  kept  this  fpof  of  earth  uncurftn     ^'j; 

To  (hew  how  all  things  were  created  firft.  j^ 

The  tardy  plants  in  our  cold  orchards  placed,         -  tj 

Referve  their  fruit  for  the  next  age's  tafte  i  ^ 

There,  a  fmall  grain,  in  fome  few  monthtf  «il|  1 

A  firm,  a  lofty,  and  a  fpacious  tree. 

The  Palma-Chridi,  and  the  fair  papa* 

Now  but  a  feed  (preventing  nature's  law) 

In  half  the  circle  of  the  hajly  year 

Projeft  a  (hade,  and  lovely  fruits  do  wear. 

And  as  their  trees,  in  our  dull  region  fet,    . 

But  faintly  grow,  and  no  perfe£lion  get  g 

So,  in  this  northern  tra^,  our  hoarfer  throat!  * 

Utter  unripe  and  ill-con  (drained  notes  t 

While  the  fupporter  of  the  Poet's  flyle, 

Phoebus,  on  them  eternally  does  fmile. 

Oh  !  how  I  long  my  carelefs  limbs  to  lay 

Under  the  plantain's  (hade ;  and  all  the  day    ' 

With  amorous  .airs  my  fancy  entertain  s 

Invoke  the  Mufes,  and  improve  my  vein  1 

No  paiHon  there  in  my  free  breaft  ibould  move* 

None  but  the  fweet,  and  beft  of  |>a0ionSs  lev?.  . 

There  will  I  (ing»  if  gentle  Love  be  by,         •  ; 

That  tunes  my  lute,  and  winds  the  ftring  S9  big: 
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As  carclefs  dames,  whom  wine  aftd  flcep  betray- 
To  frantic  dreams,  their  infants  overlay : 
So  there  fometimes  the  raging  ocean  fails. 
And  her  own  brood  expofes  ;  when  the  whales 
Againft  iharp  rocks,  like  reeling  veffels,  quafli'd. 
Though  huge  as  mountains,  are  in  pieces  dafhM  : 
Along  the  (hore  their  dreadful  limbs  lie  fcatter'd  $ 
Like  hills  with  earthquakes,  fhaken,  torn,  and  (hatter'd. 
Hearts  fure  of  brafs  they  had,  who  tempted  firft 
Rude  fcas,  that  fpare  not  what  themfelves  have  nurft. 
The  welcome  news,  through  all  the  nation  fpread. 
To  fudden  joy,  and  hope,  converts  their  dread : 
What  lately  was  their  publte  terror,  they 
Behold  with  glad  eyes  as  a  certain  prey  i 
Pifpofe  already  of  th^  untaken  fpoil ; 
And,  as  the  purchafe  of  their  future  toil, 
Thefe  (hare  the  bones,  and  they  divide  the  oil. 
So  was  the  huntfman  by  the  bear  oppreft, 
Whofe  hide  he  ibid — before  he  caught  the  beaft ! 

They  man  their  boats,  aiid  all  the  young  men  arm 
With  whatfoever  may  the  monfters  harm  $ 
Pikes,  halberts,  fpits,  and  darts  that  wound  Co  far  i 
The  toolV  of  peace,  and  inftruments  of  war. 
Now  was  the  time  for  vigorous  lads  to  (how 
What  love,  or  honour,  could  mvite  them  to  : 
A  goodly  theatre !  wbere  rocks  are  round 
With  reverend  age,  and  lovely  lafles,  crown'd. 
Such  was  the  take  which  held  this  dreadful  pair> 
Withia  the  bouads  of  noble  Warwick*8  (hare : 

Wirwck'* 
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Warwick^s  bold  Earl  f  diaii  whlck  no  tide  bttui 

A  gmtcr  ibvnd  among  our  firitiih  Pcert. 

And  jnnortlijr  Iw  the  memoiy  to  mew, 

Tltt  fiite  and  honoar*  to  thattitlodiie} 

Whott  brarc  advcntnres  hare  transfer*d  his  namc^ 

And  tbwigh  the  new.  iwffldf|igc<dhb  growing  fame.'"* 

But  how  they  foagfat,  and  what  their  valour  gainVly 

fihall  in  anodier  Canto  be  containM. 

ft 
CANTO     in. 

Theblood7%kt,  Ibccefeleft toU, 
AndhofwihefiiwtiiwkMtheiile.       • 

THE  beat,  whkh  on  4m  fiift  aflanlt  did  fo, 
Strook  with  a  luutping-lc^n  the  younger  foe  i 
Who,  when  he  iclt  hie  fide  lb  rodely  goar*d, 
Loiid^  at  the.fea  that  noiirifli*d  him,  he  roar*d. 
As  a  brand  breun  to  pleafe  iboie  coriona  ta^ 
While  yet.  alive,  in  boiling  water  caft, 
▼ez*d  witlj^  naw^ted  heat,  he  flingt  about 
The  Iborching  bcaft,  and  hwls  the  liqnor  out» 
So,  with  the  barbed  jareliaftnng,  he  ravct) 
And  icoBrgee  widi  his  tail  die  fofiering  waves* 
Like  Spenfo's  Tains  with  his  iron  flail, 
Heithiealens  rain  wi|k  kis  ponderous  tail  i 
Difidving  at  one  inke  die  battecM  boat. 
And  dowfi  tke.flKn  hUl  dienched  in  the  moat  t 
With  cfcry  fierce  cneoana^  they  are  forced 
TofoitdiBirbontb  a^fiiif  likcjncfinakon'd* 

•    '•    "s    Tba 
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'tht  bigger  whale  like  fome  Inige  carrack  lay. 
Which  wanteth  fea-room  with  her  foes  to  play  : 
Slowly  (he  fw'ims,  and  when  provok'd  fha  would 
Advance  her  tail,  her  head  falutes  the  mud  j 
The  (hallow  water  doth  her  force  infringe. 
And  renders  vain  her  taiPs  impetuous  fvinge : 
The  ihining  fteel  her  tender  fides  receive. 
And  there,  like  bees,  they  all  their  weapons  leave. 

This  fees  the  cub,  and  does  himfelf  oppofe 
Betwixt  his  cumbered  mother  and  her  foes  : 
With  defperate  courage  he  receives  her  wounds. 
And  men  and  boats  his  adive  tail  confounds. 
Their  forces  joinM  the  feas  with  billows  fill. 
And  make  a  tempeft,  though  the  winds  be  ftill. 

Now  would  the  men  with  half  their  hoped  prey 
Be  well  content;  and  wifh  this  cub  away  : 
Their  wifii  they  have;  he  (to  dire6l  his  dam 
Unto  the  gap  through  which  they  thither  came) 
Before  her  ^ims,  and  quits  the  hoftile  lake ; 
A  prifoner  there,  but  for  his  niother's  fake. 
She,  by  the  rocks  compelled  to  ftay  behind. 
Is  by  the  vaftnefs  of  her  bulk  coniinM. 
They  (hout  for  joy !  and  now  on  her  alone 
Their  fury  falls,  and  all  their  darts  are  tbrowii. 
Their  lances  fpent,  one,  bolder  than  the  reft. 
With  his  broad  fword  provok'd  the  fluggiih  beaft : 
Her  oily  fide  devours  both  blade  and  heft  t 
And  there  hisr  fteel  die  bold  Bermudan  lefit. 
Courage  the  reft  from  his  example  take. 
And  now  ihey  ^cbsmge-the  colour  of  the  lake : 

Bloc 
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Blood  flows  in  men  fnm  bar  woundoi  fidfl^ 
As  if  they  would  pievait  the  tudy  tidc^ 
And  ivifttlw  flood  to  that  i«ipitio«sMglrt»   . 
As  might  oonrey  her  ftom  this  httl  ftn^hts 
She  fwimt  in  Mood,  and  hlood  do#t  fffondng  throw 
To  heaven,  that  heaven  menV  cmeltica  nu|^  know^ 
Their  fixed  javelins  in  her  fide  flie  wear% 
And  on  her  hack  a  grove  of  pikes  ippeam 
Yon  would  have  thon^^  had  you  the  monAer  ften 
Thus  dreft,  file  had  another  ifland  been*    ■ 
Roaring  ihe  tears  the  air  with  fuch. a  noifi^ 
As  well  refinwWed  tfaecon^iring  vwce . 
Of  roatod  nrmies,  when  the  field  is  woni 
Toieachtbeeaffs.of  hercCe^edioaw  .     . 
He,  tho<^^  a  league  removed  from  the  ta^ 
HaAes  to  her  aid  t  the^pions  *  Th>]an  £>>■ 
Ncglefting  for  Creiifa^s  life  his  own. 
Repeats  the  danger  of  the  burning  town. 
The  men  amased  bluih  to  fte  the  iM 
Of  monftersy  human  piety  exceed* 
Well  proves  this  kindnefs  what  die  Giecian  flings 
That  Love*s  bright  inother  from  dM  ocean  QNrung. 
Their  courage  draopsy  and^hopdefr  now  they  wiih 
For  compofition  widi  th*  uncoM|uerM  fiih : 
So  flie  their  wcqKms  would  fcieiny  again 
Thnragh  locka  dwyM  hew  her  paAge  to  the  Main« 
But  how  iniruaed  m  caeh  o«her*s  mind  P 
Or  what  conwMKe  am  SMiK  with  aMuim  ind  ? 
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Not  daring  to  approach  their  wounded  foe. 
Whom  her  courageous  fon  prote6led  fo ; 
They  charge  their  mufquets,  and  with  hot  defire 
Of  fell  rer^ge,  renew  the  fight  with  fire : 
Standing  aloof,  with  lead  they  bruife  the  fcales. 
And  tear  the  fiefh,  of  the  incenfed  whales. 
But  no  fuccefs  their  fierce  endeavours  found, 
Nor  this  way  could  they  give  one  fatal  wound. 
Nawr  to  their  Fort  they  are  about  to  fend, 
For  the  loud  engines  which  their  ifle  defend : 
But  what  thofe  Pieces,  fram'd  to  batter  walls. 
Would  have  efFefted  on  thofe  mighty  whales. 
Great  Neptune  will  not  have  us  know;  who  fends 
A  tide  fo  high,  that  it  relieves  his  friends. 
And  thus  they  parted  with  exchange  of  harms ; 
Much  blood  the  monfters  loft,  and  they  their  arms. 

SONG. 

PEACE,  babbling  Mufe! 
I  dai-e  not  fing  what  you  indite  j 
Her  eyes  refufe 
*ro  read  the  paffion  which  they  write : 
She  ftrikes  my  lute,  but,  if  it  found. 
Threatens  to  hurl  it  on  the  ground  t 
And  I  no  lefs  her  anger  dread. 
Than  the  poor  wretch  that  feigns  him  deady 
While  fome  fierce  lion  do:s  embrace 
His  breathlefs  coi^,  and  lick  iiis  face  s 
Wrap'd  up  in  filent  fear  he  lies, 
Tom  all  in  pieces  if  he  crie»« 

OF 
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ANGES*  in  haft/ words,  or  blowsj 
Idelf  difchirget  on  our  foes : 

And  ibfTOw  too  finds  ionie  relief 

In  tears,  whioh  wait  upon  oar  griefs 

So  every  paffion»  but  fond  Jxive, 

Unto  its  own  leditfs  does  move  i 

L^tt  tiiat  alone  tlw  wretch  inclines 
^o  what  larwtiiJws'own  defigns ; 

Makes  him  lament  and  G^,  and  weep, 

Dilbcder^d,  ticmbk,  finrn,  andcre^l 

Pdbwes  which  render  him  defpis*d, 
•    WhcvebeendcaToantobeprisM. 
.    Forwomcn  (bom  to  be  controlM) 
L    Sloop  to  die  forward  and  ^  bold: 

Aftft  die  hauj^ty  and  the  proudt 

The  gay^  die  frolic,  and  the  loud. 

Who  firft  die  generous  fteed  oppreft. 

Not  kneeling  did  falute  the  beaft} 

But  with  high  courage,  life,  and  force. 

Approaching,  tam*d  th*  unruly  horfe. 
Unwifcly  we  the  wiicr  Eaft 

Pity,  loppofing  them  oppreft 

With  tyrants*  force,  wbc^iaw  is  will. 

By  which  they  govern,  Ipoil,  and  kills 

Each  nymph,  but  moderately  fair. 

Commands  with  no  left  rigor  here* 

Should  ibme  brave  Tva^  that  walks  among 

His  twenty  laflbf  bright  and  youngi 
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And  beckons  to  the  willing  dame. 
Preferred  to  quench  his  prefent  flame ; 
Behold  as  many  Gallants  here, 
With  modeft  guife,  and  filcnt  fear. 
All  to  one  female  idol  bend : 
While  her  high  pride  does  fcarce  defbcnd 
To  mark  their  follies  5  he  would  fwear 
That  thefc  her  guard  of  eunuchs  were : 
And  that  a  more  majeftic  Queen, 
Or  humbler  (laves,  he  had  not  feen. 

All  this  with  indignation  fpoke. 
In  vain  I  ftruggled  with  the  yoke 
Of  mighty  Love :  that  conquering  look. 
When  next  beheld,  like  lightning  ftrook 
My  blafted  foul ;  and  made  me  bow, 
Lower  than  thofe  I  pity'd  now. 

So  the  tall  ftag,  upon  the  brink 
Of  fom6  fmooth  ftream,  about  to  drink. 
Surveying  there  his  armed  head. 
With  fhame  remembers  that  he  fled 
The  fcorned  dogs ;  refolvcs  to  try 
The  combat  next :  but,  if  their  cry 
Invades  again  his  trembling  ear. 
He  ftrait  refumes  his  wonted  care  5 
Leaves  the  untafte  '  (piing  behind, 
And,  wing'd  with  fear,  out-flies  the  wind. 


TO 


[    79    3 


TO    PHYLLIS. 

PHYLLIS!  why  fliould  we  delay 
Pleafurec  (horter  dian  the  day  ? 
Could  we  (which  we  never  can !) 
Stretch  our  lives  beyond  their  fpan  j 
Beauty  like'  a  fliadow  fiiesy 
And  our  youth  before  us  dies. 
Or,  would  youth  and  beauty  ftay. 
Love  hath  wings,  and  will  away. 
Love  hath  fwifter  wings  than  Time  t 
Change  in  love  to  heaven  does  climb  $ 
Godsy  that  never  change  their  ftate. 
Vary  oft  their  love  and  hate. 

Phyllis !   to  this  truth  vre  owe 
All  the  love  betwixt  us  two  s 
Let  not  you  and  I  enquire. 
What  has  been  our  paft  defire  t 
On  what  fhcpherd  you  have  fmird. 
Or  what  nymphs  I  have  begulIM  i 
Leave  it  to  the  planets  too. 
What  we  (hall  hereafter  do : 
For  the  joys  we  now  may  prove. 
Take  advice  of  prefent  love. 


TO 
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TO  MY  LORD  OF  FALKLAND. 

BRAVE  Holland  leads,  and  with  him  Falkland 
goe.. 
Who  heart  this  told,  and  does  not  (bait  fuppofe 
We  fend  the  Graces  and  the  Mufes  forth, 
To  civilize  and  to  inffaii£l  the  North  ? 
Not  that  thefe  ornaments  make  fwords  lefs  fliarp; 
Apollo  bears  as  well  his  bow  as  harp : 
And  though  he  be  the  patron  of  that  fpring, 
Where  in  calm  peace  the  facred  virgins  iing; 
He  courage  had  to  guard  th'  invaded  throne 
Of  Jove,  and  caft  the  ambitious  giant  down. 

Ah,  noble  friend !  with  what  impatience  all 
That  know  thy  worth,  and  know  how  prodigal 
Of  thy  great  foul  thou  art  (longing  to  twift 
Bays  with  that  ivy,  which  fo  early  kifsM 
Thy  youthful  temples)  with  what  horror  we 
Think  on  the  blind  events  of  war  and  thee ! 
To  fate  expofing  that  alUknowing  breaft 
Among  the  throng,  as  cheaply  as  the  reft  s 
Where  oaks  and  brambles  (if  the  copfe  be  bum*d) 
Confounded  lie,  to  the  fame  aflies  tumM. 

Some  happy  wind  over  the  ocean  blow 
This  tempeft  yet,  which  frights  our  ifland  fo  I 
Guarded  with  /hips,  and  all  the  fea  our  own, 
From  Heaven  this  mifchief  on  our  heads  is  thrown* 

In  a  late  dream,  the  Genius  of  this  land, 
Amaz'd,  I  faw,  like  the  *  fair  Hebrew  ftand^ 
*  Rebekah. 

When 
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When  firft  (he  felt  the  twins  begin  to  jar. 
And  found  her  womb  the  feat  of  civil  war. 
InclinM  to  whofe  relief,  and  with  prefage 
Of  better  fortune  for  the  prefent  age,  •  *- 

Heayen  fends,  quoth  I,  this  difcord  for  our  good } 
To  warm,  perhaps,  but  not  to  wafte  our  blood : 
To  raife  our  drooping  fpirits,  grown  the  fcom 
Of  our  proud  neighbours  5  who  ere  long  (hall  mourn 
(Though  now  they  joy  in  our  expefted  harms) 
We  had  0€C9i(ion  to  refume  our  arms. 
A  lion  fo  with  felf-provoking  fmart 
(His  rebel  tail  fcourging  his  nobler  part) 
Calls  up*  bis  courage;  then  begins  to  roar. 
And  charge  his  foes,  who  thought  him  mad  before. 

FOR  DRIltKING  OF  HEALTHS. 

LET  brutes  and  vegetal  s,  that  cannot  thiiik. 
So  far  as  drought  and  nature  urges,  drink  t 
A  more  indulgent  iniftrefs  guides  our  fp'ritSy 
Rea(bn,  that  dares  beyond  our  appetites : 
She  would  our  care,'  as  well  as  third:,  redrefs ; 
And  with  Divinity  rewaids  excefs. 
Deferted  Ariadne,  tfius  fupplyM, 
Did  perjur'd  Thefeus*  cruelty  deride ; 
Bacchus  embracM,  from  her  exalted  thought 
Bani(h*d  the  man,  her  padion,  and  his  fault. 
Bacchus  and  Phoebus  are  by  Jove  allyM, 
And  each  by  other^s  timely  heat  fupplyM  t 
All  that  the  grapes  owe  to  his  ripening  fircs» 
Is  paid  in  Numbers  which  their  juice  infpiret* 
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Wine  fills  the  veins,  and  healths  are  ttndei^ftood 
To  give  our  friends  a  title  to  our  blood : 
Who,  naming  me,  doth  vrarm  his  courage  To, 
Shews  for  my  faker  what  hk  bold  hand  would  do» 

i 

S        O        N        G. 


CHL ORIS  farewell  Iiiowmuftgo<& 
For  if  with  thee  I  longer  ftay. 
Thy  eyes  prevail  upon  toe  fo, 
1  ihall  prove  blindy  aad  lo&  my  wsy« 
II. 
Fame  of  thy  beauty,  and  thy  youth,    . 
Aihong  the  reft,  me  "hither  brought : 
Finding  this  fame  fall  fliort  of  truth. 
Made  me  ftay  longer  thsm  I  thov^bt. 
'  Til. 
For  I'm  engag'd  by  word  and  oath, 

A  fervant  to  another's  will : 
Yet,  for  thy  love,  Td  forfeit  tJOth, 
Could  I  be  fure  to  keep  it  ftill. 

rv. 

But  what  a/Turance  can  I  take  ? 

When  tfcou,  foreknowing  this  abu/ej^ 
For  fome  more  worthy  lover's  fake. 

May 'ft  leave^me  with  fo  juft  excufe» 


V.For 


SONG.  S) 

V. 
For  thou  may'ft  fay,  'twas  not  thy  fault 

That  thorn  didft  thus  incottftant  prove ; 
Being  by  my  example  taught 

To  break  thy  oath,  to  mend  thy  love. 

VT. 

Ko,  Chlons,  no :  I  will  xetum. 

And  raiie  thy  fiory  to  that  height. 
That  ftrangers  (hall  at  diftaace  burn ; 

And  (he  diftru^  me  reprobate. 
VII. 
Then  ihall  my  love  this  doubt  difplace. 

And  gain  fuch  tmft,  that  I  may  come 
And  banquet  fometimes  on  ihy  face. 

But  make  my  conftant  meals  at  home. 

Of  my  Lady  Isabella  playing  on  the  lute. 

SUCH  moving  founds^  from  fuch  a  carelefs  touch ! 
So  unconcerned  herfelf,  and  we  fo  much  1 
What  art  is  this,  that  with  fo  little  pains 
Tranfports  us  thus,  and  o'er  our  fpirits  reigns  ? 
The  trembling  ftrings  about  her  fingers  crowd. 
And  tell  their  joy  for  every  kifs  aloud  i 
Small  force  there  needs  to  make  them  tremble  £b ; 
Touched  by  that  hand,  who  would  not  tremble  too? 
Here  Love  takes  ftand,  and,  while  (he  charms  the  ear^^ 
Empties  hit  quiver  on  the  lifbening  deer  t 
Mufic  fo  foftens  and  difarms  the  mind. 
That  not  an  arrow  do^.  vefilUace  fin4»  , 
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Thus  the  fair  tyrant  celebrates  the  prize^ 
And  afls  herfelf  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  : 
So  Nero  once,,  with  harp  in  hand,  furveyM 
His  flaming  Rome,  and  as  it  burnM  he  playM. 

To  a  Lady  finging  a  Song  of  his  compofing. 

CH  L  O  R I S,  youriblf  you  fo  excel, 
When  you  vouchfafe  to  breathe  my  thought^ 
That,  like  a  fpirit,  with  this  fpell 
Of  my  own  teaching,  I  am  caught. 

That  eagle's  fate  and  mine  are  one. 

Which,  on  the  ihaft  that  made  him  die» 

Efpy*d  a  feather  of  his  own. 

Wherewith  he  wont  to  foar  fo  high. 

Had  Echo  with  fo  fweet  a  grace 
Narciflus'  loud  complaints  returned, 

Mot  for  reflection  of  his  face. 
But  of  his  voice,  the  boy  had  bum''d. 

OF    MRS.    ARDEN. 

BEHOLD,  and  liften,  while  the  Fair 
Breaks  in  fweet  founds  the  willing  $iirs 
And,  with  her  own  breath,  fans  the  fii-e 
Which  her  bright  eyes  do  firft  infpire*. 
What  reafon  can*  that  love  control. 
Which  more  than  one  way  courts  the  foul  ? 

So,  when  a  flafli  of  lightning  falls 
On  gur  abodes^  4he  danger  cftlU 
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For  human  aid  ^  which  hopes  the  flame 
To  conquer,  though  from  heaven  it  came  i 
But,  if  the  winds  with  that  confpire^ 
Men  ftrive  not,  but  deplore  the  fire. 

Of  the  Marriage  of  the  Dwarfs* 

D]^  S I G  Ny  or  chance,  make  others  wive  j 
But  nature  did  this  match  contrive  s 
Eve  might  as  well  have  Adam  fled. 
As  flie  denyM  her  little  bed 
To  him,  for  Whom  Heaven  feemM  to  frame^ 
And  meafure  out,  this  only  dame. 

Thrice  happy  is  that  humble  pair. 
Beneath  the  level  of  all  care  I 
Over  whofe  heads  thofe  arrows  fly 
Of  fad  difbiifi,  and  jealoufy : 
Secured  in  as  high  extreme. 
As  if  the  world  held  none  but  them. 

To  him  the  faireft  nymphs  do  (how 
Like  moving  mountains  toppM  with  fnow } 
And  every  man  a  Polypheme 
Does  to  his  Galatea  feem : 
None  may  prefume  her  faith  to  prove  $ 
He  proffers  death  that  proffers  love. 

Ah,  ^loris !  that  kind  nature  thus 
From  aH  the  world  had  fever*d  us  s 
Creating  for  ourfelves  us  two. 
As  love  hat  me  for  only  you  I  ' 
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LOVE'S      FAREWELL,, 

TREADING  the  path  to  nobler  ends,. 
A  long  farewell  to  love  I  gave : 
Refolv'd  my  country,  and  my  friends. 
All  that  remained  of  me  fhould  have. 

And  this  refolve  no  mortal  dame, 

None,  but  thofe  eyes,  could  have  o'erthrown  i 
The  nymph  I  dare  not,  need  not,  name. 

So  high,  fo  like  herfelf  alone. 

Thus  the  tall  oak,  which  now  afpires 
Above  the  fear  of  private  fires  j 
Grown  and  defign'd  for  nobler  ufe, 
Not  to  make  warm,  but  build  the  houfe  5 
Though  from  our  meaner  flames  fecure, 
Muil  that  which  falls  from  heaven  endure* 

FROM    A    CHILD. 

MADAM,  as  in  fome  climes  the  warmer  ftm 
Makes  it  full  fummer  ere  the  fpring  's  begun  9 
And  with  ripe  fruit  the  bending  boughs  can  load^ 
Before  our  violets  dare  look  abroad ; 
So,  meafure  not  by  any  common  ufe. 
The  early  love  your  brighter  eyes  produce. 
When  lately  your -fair  hand  in  woman's  weed 
Wrap'd  my  glad  head,  I  wifh'd  me  fo  indeed. 
That  hafly  time  might  never  make  me  grow 
Out  of  thofe  favours  you  afford  me  now : 
'I'hat  I  might  ever  fuch  indulgence  find } 
.And  you  not  bluih,  or  think  yourfelf  too  kind. 


.    FROM    A    CHILt>.  .^ 

Vfho  nowy  I  fear,  while  I  thefe  joys  ezprcA^, 
Begin  to  think  how  you  may  make  them  le(9 1 
The  found  of  iove  makea  your  foft  heart  afsaj^a 
And  guard  itfelfy  though  but  a  child  invadej^^ 
And  innocently  at  your  white  breaft  throw 
A  dart  as  white*  a  ball  of  new*fairn  ihow« 

ON    A    GIRDLE. 

THAT  which  her  (lender  waift  confin^da 
Shall  now  my  joyful'  temples  bind  s 
No  monarch  but  would  give  his  crown* 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  heaven*s  extremefl  fphere^ 
The  pale  which  held  that  lovely  deer  s 
My  joy»  my  grief,  my  hope>  my  loTe* 
Did  all  within  this  circle  movel 

A  narrow'  compafs !  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that 's  good»  and  HI  that  *s  fair : 
Give  me  but  what  this  riband  bound. 
Take  all  the  reft  the  Am  goes  round. 

TO    THE    MUTABLE    FAIR, 

HERE,  Caelia I  for  thy  fake  I  part 
With  all  that  grew  (b  near  my  heart: 
The  paiEon  that  I  had  for  thee. 
The  faith,  the  iove,  the  conftancy  I 
And,  that  I  may  fuccefsful  prove. 
Transform  myfelf  to  what  you  love. 

O4,  ?o^ 
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Fool  that  I  was !  fo  much  to  prize 
Thofe  fimple  virtues  you  defpife : 
Fool  1^  that  with  fuch  dull  arrows  ftrove. 
Or  hop'dto  reach  a  flying  dove. 
For  youy  th&t  are  in  motion  ftill. 
Decline  oai*  force,  and  mock  our  ikil>: 
Who,  like  Don  Quixote,  do  advance 
Againft  a  wind-mill  our  vain  lance. 

Kow  >^ili  I  wander  through  the  air. 
Mount,  make  a  ftoop  at  every  Fairj, 
And,  with  a  fancy  unconfin'd, 
(As  lawlcfs  as  the  fea  or  wind) 
Purfue  you  wherefoe'er  you  fly, 
And  with  your  various  thoughts  comply. 

The  formal  ftars  do  travel  (6, 
As  we  their  names  and  couries  know  j 
And  he  that  on  their  changes  looks. 
Would  think  them  govem'd  by  our  books  i 
But  never  were  the  clouds  reduc'd 
To  any  art :  the  motion  us'd 
By  thofe  free  vapors  are  fo  light. 
So  frequent,  that  the  conquered  fight 
Defpairs  to  find  the  rules  that  guidei 
Thoft  gilded  fliadows  as  they  Aide. 
And  therefore  of  the  fpacious  air 
Jove's  royal  confort  had  the  care : 
And  by  that  power  did  once  cfcape> 
Declining  bold  Ixion's  rape ; 
She  with  her  own  refemblance  grac'd 
A  (hining  cloud,  which  he  embraced* 

Stt 
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Such  was  that  imager  £o  it  fmilM 
With  fceming  kindnds,  which  b^uilM 
Your  Thyrfis  lately,  when  he  thought 
He  had  his  fleeting  Caeiia  caught. 
^was  (hap*d  like  her;  but  for  the  Fair, 
He  fiird  his  arms  with  3rielding  air. 

A  fate  for  which  he  grieves  the  lefs, 
Becaufe  the  Gods  had  like  ruccefs. 
For  in  their  ftory,  one,  we  fee, 
Porfnes  a  nymph,  and  takes  a  tree : 
A  (econd,  with  a  lover^s  hafte. 
Soon  oTcrtakes  whom  he  had  chacM  j 
But  (he  that  did  a  Virgin  feem, 
Poflefty  appears  a  wandering  ftream : 
For  his  Aippofed  Love,  a  third 
Lays  greedy  hold  upon  a  bird  ^ 
And  ftajpds  amazM,  to  find  his  dear 
A  wild  inhabitant  of  th*  air. 

To  thefe  old  tales  fuch  nymphs  as  you 
Give  credit,  and  ftill  make  them  new ; 
The  amorous  now  like  wonders  find. 
In  the  fwift  changes  of  your  mind. 

But,  Caeiia,  if  you  apprehend 
The  Mufe  of  your  incenfed  friend  t 
Nor  would  that  he  record  your  blame. 
And  make  it  live,  repeat  the  fame  5 
Again  deceive  him,  and  again, 
And  then  he  fwears  he  *11  not  complain* 
For  ftill  to  be  deluded  fo. 
If  all  the  pleafure  lovers  know^ 
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Who,  like  good  falconers,  take  delight. 
Not  in  the  quany,  but  the  flight, 

TO       *LAVIA. 

S      O      N      G. 

L 

"Tpl  S  not  your  beauty  can  engage 

•*•  My  wary  heart  i 

The  fun,  in  all  his  pride  and  rage. 

Hat  not  that  art  I 
And  yet  he  fhines  as  bright  as  you. 
If  brightnefs  could  our  fouls  fubdue* 

II. 

•Tis  not  the  pretty  things  you  fay. 

Nor  thofe  you  write. 

Which  can  make  Thyrlis'  heart  your  prey  t 
For  that  delight. 

The  graces  of  a  well-taught  mind, 

In  fome  of  our  own  fex  we  Hnd. 

III. 

No,  Flavia  I  'tis  your  love  J  fear  j 

Love's  fureft  darts, 

Thofe  which  fo  feldom  fail  him,  are 

Headed  with  hearts  i 

Their  very  ihadows  make  us  yield  i 

I^iflemble  well,  and  win  the  field. 


THE 
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THE       FALL. 

SEE !  how  the  willing  earth  gave  way^ 
To* take  th^  impreifion  where  (he  lay  I 
See !  how  die  mould,  as  loth  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  burden,  ftill  doth  cleave 
Clofe  to  tlie  nymph's  ftain'd  garment !     Here 
The  coming  ipring  would  firft  appear; 
And  all  this  place  with  rofes  ilrow. 
If  buiy  feet  would  let  them  grow. 

Here  Venus  fmil'd,  to  fee  blind  Chance 
Itielf,  before  her  Son,  advance; 
And  a  fur  image  to  prefent. 
Of  what  the  Roy  Co  long  had  meant, 
^was  fuch  a  chance  as  this  made  all 
The  world  into  this  order  fall; 
Thus  the  firft  lovers,  on  the  clay 
Of  which  they  were  compoficd  lay : 
So  in  their  priaoe,  with  equal  grace^ 
Met  the  firft  patterns  of  our  race. 

Then  bluih  not.  Fair !  or  on  him  frowo^ 
Or  wonder  how  you  both  came  down  ; 
But  touch  him,  and  he  *11  tremble  ftrait  x 
How  could  he  then  fupport  your  weight  ? 
How  could  the  youth,  alas !  but  bend 
When  his  whole  heaven  upon  him  leaned  f 
If  aught  by  him  amifi  were  done, 
*Twas  that  he  let  yoa  riie  So  ibon. 


«Y 
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OF      SYLVIA. 

OUR  fi^s  are  heardy  jud  Heaven  declares 
The  feAfe  it  has  of  lovers'  cares  : 
She  that  has  fo  far  the  reft  outfliin'd, 
Sylvia  the  fair,  while  fhe  was  kind. 
As  if  her  frowns  impair'd  her  brow. 
Seems  only  not  tinhandfome  now. 
So  when  the  fky  makes  us  endure 
A  ftorm^  itfelf  becomes  obfcure. 

Hence  'tis  that  I  conceal  my  flame. 
Hiding  from  Flavians  felf  her  name  i 
Left  ihe>  provoking  heaven,  ihould  proime 
How  it  rewsprds  negle^ed  love* 
Better  a  thoufand  fuch  as  I, 
Their  grief  untold,  fliould  pine  and  die; 
Than  her  bright  morning,  overcaft 
With  fullen  clouds,  ihould  be  defac'd. 


THE      BUD. 

LATELY  on  yonder  fwelling  bufh> 
Big  with  many  a  coming  rofe. 
This  early  \pxd  began  to  blu(h, 

And  did  but  half  itfelf  difclofe  t 
I  pluck'd  it,  though  no  better  grown  ; 
And  now  you  fee  how  ^  'tis' blown* 


Still 


.:      THE  :  BITD..    *  '^r  „ 

Still  as  I  did  the  leaves  in^re. 

With  fuch  s  iMirple  light  they  fhone. 
As  if  they  had  been  made  of  fire. 

And  Ipccading  fo,  would  iame  anon  s 
AH  that  was  meant  hy  air  or  fan. 
To  the  young  flower^  my  bitadi  has  ddne. 

If  our  loofe  breath  Co  much  can  do^ 

What  may  the  ibne  in  forms  of  lovc^ 
Of  pnreft  loVe,  and  muiic  too^ 

When  FlaYia  it  afpires  to  mo?e? 
When  dut,  which  Itfeleft  bods  porfnadisa 
To  wax  more  ibft^  her  youth  invades  ? 

SONG. 

BEHOLD  die  brand  of  beauty  toft! 
Sec  how  the  motion  does  dilate  the  flame! 
J>eligfated  Love  his  fpoils  does  boaft* 
And  triumph  in  this  game. 
Fire*  to  no  place  confinM, 
Is  both  our  wonder,  and  our  fear} 

Moving  the  mindy 
As  lightning  hurled  through  the  sur» 

High  heaven  the  glpry  does  inereafb 

Of  all  her  fliining  lamps,  tiliis  artful  ways  j 

The  fun  in  figures,  fuchuthele, 
Joys  inth  the  moon  to  pU^  i 
•    \^  T# 
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To  the  fweet  ftrains  they  adTasce, 
Which  do  refult  from  their  own  fphepcs  j 

As  this  nymph's  dance 
Moves  with  thf  aunbtt-s  which  4ke  haufu 

On  the  Difcovery  of  a  Lady's  Painting. 

PYGMAL EON'S  fate  revers'd  is  mine  : 
His  marbib  lore  took  flefh  and  blood  $ 
All  that  I  worfhip'd  as  divine, 

That  beauty  I .  now  'tis  underftood> 
Appears  to  have  no  jnore  of  life. 
Than  that  whereof  he  fi*amM  his  wife. 

As  women  yet,  who  mppr^end 
Some  fudden  caufe  of  caufelefs  fear. 

Although  that  (eemiog  caufe  taiee  end* 
And  t&ey  Mioid  tio  danger  near, 

A  (baking  through  <th^r  limbs  they  BttA, 

Like  leaves  faluted  by  the  wind  s 

So,  though  the  beauty  do  appear 

No  beauty,  which  amaz'd  me  fo ; 
Yet  from  my  breaA  "I  cknnot  •  tear 

The  paifion,  which  from  thence  did  grow  $ 
Kor  yet  out  of  my  ^cy  rafe 
The  print  of  Uuctfoppofediuce. 


A  real* 


ON  ji  iADY*:$  FAmrino.     9|» 

A  ml  hesatff  though  uddimhv 

The  fond  Narcifi*  4id  mSmm  i 
I  doot  on  that  which  is  no  «ite«} 

The  fign  of  beauty  ftedt  my  fife* 
No  mortal  flame  wKI  e*er  lb  «riiel 
Aa  tiiisy  which  thus  iarvinn  the  finll 

T  O     A     LAD  y,.,^ 
From  ^i^ln'  lie  itCeiVed'a  Sttvtt  Pen* 

MADAM!  intending  to  have  tiy*^  .  ,    r 

TlJe  filmfiivour  which  jwjpw^  .  ^  ^ 

]a  ink  the  ihiiuiigjpoint  I  dy*d« 

And  drencfi*d1l;'ih  the  iable  wave  t 
When,  griev*d  to  be  fo  foully  ftain*4i 

On  yon  it  thofl  to  jue  complained. 

«  •  ■ 

Snppoie  yon  had  defeiy*d  to  take  • 

From  her  fair  hand  ib  ^dr  a  boon'i 
Tet  how  del&rwd  I  to  make 

So  ill  a  change;  who  ever  won 
Immortal  praife  for  what  I  wrot^, 
Inibiided  by  her  noble  tfaonght  f 

I9  diat  expreflU  hercomoande 

To  mighty  Lofdt  and  Princely  deaM^ 
Always  moft  welcome  to  their  hands  j 

Phmd  that  I  would  RMfd  tiirir  nnei  I 
Mnft  now  be  taog^  a9  humble  iyk^ 
tome  flKaacr  bonny  to  bq;nilc  1 
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So  I,  the  wronged  pen  to  pleafe. 
Make  it  my  humble  thanks  exprefs 

Unto  your  Ladyfliip,  in  thefe  : 
And  now  'tis  forced  to  confefsy 

That  your  great  fclf  did  ne'er  indite. 

Nor  that,  to  one  thore  noble,  write* 


TO     CHLORJS. 

CH  L  O  R I S !  fmce  firft  our  calm  of  peace 
Was  frighted  hence,  this  good  we  find. 
Your  favours  With  your  fears  increafe. 
And  growing  mifchiefs  make  you  kind. 

So  the  fair  tree.  Which  ftill  preferves 
Her  fruit  and  ftate,  while  no  wind  I3I0WS ; 

In  ftorms  from  that  uprightnefs  fwerves. 
And  the  glad  eairth  about  her  ftroyrs 
With  treafure,  from  her  yielding  boughs* 

SONG. 

WHILE  I  liften  to  thy  voice, 
Chloris !  I  feel  my  life  decay  : 
That  powerful  noife 
Calls  my  fleeting  foul  away. 
Oh !  fupprefs  that  magic  found. 
Which  deftroys  withottt  a  wound} 


Pea 


(T-= 
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Feace^  Chlorisy  peace!  or  fingingdiei 
That  together  you  and  I 
To  heaven  may  go  s 
For  all  we  know 
Of  what  the  Bleffed  do  above 
It,  diat  they  fing^  and  that  they  love. 

OF  LOVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

NO T  caring  to  obierve  the  wind. 
Or  the  new  lea  explore,      ^ 
SnatchM  firom  myielf,  how  far  behind 
Already  I  bdioid  the  ihore  t 

May  not  a  thoafimd  dangers  deep 
In  the  finooth  bofom  of  this  Deep  }  .     .    , 

'  No :  *tis  fo  rocklefs,  and  fo  clear. 
That  the  rich  bottom  does  appear 
PavM  all  with  precious  things ;  not  torn 
From  ihip«wreck'd  veifels,  but  there  born. 

Swcetnefs,  truth,  and  every  grace, 
Which  time,  and  ufe,  are  wont  to  teach. 
The  eye  may  in  a  moment  reach. 
And  read  diftin^ly  in  her  face. 

Some  other  nymphs,  with  colours  faint,  . 
And  pendl  flow,  may  Cupid  paint. 
And  a  weak  heart  in  time  deftroy^ 
She  has  a  ftamp,  and  prints  the  Boy : 
Can,  with  a  fingle  look,  inflame 
The  coldeft  bitaft,  the  rudeft  tame. 

H  THl. 
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THE      SELF.  BANISHED. 

IT  is  not  that  I  love  you  lefs. 
Than  when  before  your  feet  X  lay : 
But,  to  prevent  the  fad  increafe 
Of  hopelefs  love,  I  keep  away. 

In  vain,  alas !  for  every  thing. 

Which  I  have  known  belong  to  you. 

Your  form  does  to  my  fancy  bring. 

And  makes  my  old  wounds  bleed  anew. 

Who  in  the  fpring,  from  the  new  fun 

Already  has  a  fever  got. 
Too  late  begins  thofe  fhafts  to  ihun, 

Which  Phcebus  through  his  veins  hat  ihot ; 

Too  late  he  would  the  pain  affwage,. 

And  to  thick  fhadows  does  retire  t 
About  with  him  he  bears  the  rage. 

And  in  his  tainted  blood  the  fire. 

But  vow'd  I  have,  and  never  muft 
Your  banifh^d  fcrvant  trouble  you  : 

For  if  I  break,  you  may  mi(buft 
The  vow  I  made— to  love  you  too. 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

GO,  lovely  rofe ! 
Tell  her  that  waftes  her  time,  and  me^ 
That  now  flie  knows. 
When  I  refemble  her  to  thee. 
How  fweet,  and  fair,  (he  feems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that 's  young. 
And  ihuns  to  have  her  graces  ipy^d. 

That  hadft  thou  fprung 
In  dejerts,  whei-e  no  men  abide. 
Thou  muft  have  uncommended  dy*d. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty,  from  the  li^ht  retirM : 

Bid  her  come  forth. 
Suffer  herfelf  to  be  defirM, 
And  not  blufli  fo  to  be  admir*d. 

Then  die  !  that  (he 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee : 
How  fmall  a  part  of  time  they  (hare, 
That  are  fo  wondrous  fwcct  and  iair  I 


H  2  THYRS\?.> 
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THYRSI  S,     GALATEA. 

T   H    Y    R    S    I    S. 

S  lately  I  on  filver  Thames  did  ride. 
Sad  Galatea  on  the  bank  1  fpyM  : 
Such  was  her  look  as  fon'ow  taught  to  (hine; 
And  thus  flie  gracM  me  with  a  voice  divine. 

Galatea. 

You  that  can  tune  your  founding  ftrings  fo  well, 
Of  Ladies'  beauties,  and  of  love  to  tell, 
Once  change  your  notej  and  let  your  lute  report 
The  jufteft^rief  that  ever  toiich'd  the  Court. 

T  H    Y    R    S   I    S. 

Fair  nymph  !  I  have  in  your  delights  no  (hare  j 
Nor  ought  to  be  concerned  in  your  care  ; 
Yet  would  I  fing,  if  I  your  forrows  knewj 
And  to  my  aid  invoke  no  Mufe  but  you. 

Galatea. 

Hear  then,  and  let  your  fong  augment  our  grief. 
Which  is  fo  great,  as  not  to  wifh  relief. 

She  that  had  all  which  nature  gives,  or  chance  i 
Whom  fortune  join'd  with  virtue  to  advance 
To  all  the  joys  this  ifland  could  afford, 
The  greateft  Miftrefs,  and  the  kindeft  Lord  : 
Who  with  the  royal,  mixt  her  noble,  blood  5 
And  in  high  grace  with  GUf ^ana  flood : 

He 


THYRSIS,    GALATEA.        loi 
Her  bounty,  fweetnefs,  beauty,  goodnefs,  fuch. 
That  none  e'er  thought  her  happinefs  too  much  : 
So  well  inclined  her  favours  to  confer, 
And  kind  to  all,  as  Heaven  had  been  to  her ! 
The  virgin's  part,  the  mother,  and  the  wife. 
So  well  (he  a6led  in  the  fpan  of  life,     '' 
That  though  few  years  (too  few  alas  !)  ftie  told. 
She  feem'd  in  all  things,  but  in  beauty,  old. 
As  unripe  fruit,  whofe  verdant  ftalks  do  cleave 
Clofe  to  the  tree,  which  grieves  no  lefs  to  leave 
The  fmiling  pendant  which  adorns  her  fo. 
And  until  autumn,  on  the  bough  (hould  grow : 
So  feem'd  her  youthful  foul  not  cafily  fof-c'd, 
Or  from  fb  fair,  fo  fweet,  a  feat  divorcM. 
Her  fate  at  once  did  hafty  feem,  and  flow  \ 
At  once  too  cruel,  and  unwilling  too. 

T  H  Y  R  s  I  s.. 
Under  how  hai'd  a  law  are  mortals  born  ! 
Whom  now  we^  envy,  we  anon  muft  mourn  : 
What  Heaven  fetr,  higheft,  and  feems  moft  to  prize. 
Is  foon  removed  from  our  wondering  eyes  ! 
But  iince  the  *  Sifters  did  fo  foon  untwine 
%o  fair  a  thread,  I'll  ftrive  to  piece  the  line. 
Vouchfafe,  fad  nymph  !  to  let  me  know  the  dame. 
And  to  the  Mufes  I'll  commend  her  name : 
Make  the  wide  country  echo  to  your  moan. 
The  liftening  trees,  and  favage  mountains,  groan  ^ 

•  Pares. 
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What  rock's  not  moved  when  the  death  is  fung 
Of  one  fo  good,  £o  lovely,  and  fo  young  ? 

Galatea. 
*Twa8  Hamilton ! — whom  I  had  nam'd  before. 
But  naming  her,  grief  lets  me  fay  no  more. 


On  the  Head  of  a  STAG. 

SO  we  fome  antique  Hero's  ftrength 
Learn  by  his  lance's  weight,  and  length  ; 
As  thefe  vaft  beams  exprefs  the  beaft, 
Whofe  fliady  brows  alive  they  dreft. 
Such  game,  while  yet  the  world  was  new. 
The  mighty  Nimrod  did  purfue. 
What  huntfman  of  our  feeble  race, 
Or  dogs,  dare  filch  a  monfter  chafe  ? 
Reffembling,  with  each  blow  he  ftrikes. 
The  charge  of  a  whole  troop  of  pikes. 
O  fertile  head !  which  every  year 
Could  fuch  a  crop  of  wonder  bear ! 
The  teeming  earth  did  never  bring. 
So  foon,  fo  hard,  fo  huge  a  thing : 
Which  might  it  never  have  been  caft, 
(Each  year's  growth  added  to  the  laft) 
Thefe  lofty  branches  had  fupply'd 
The  Earth's  bold  fons'  prodigious  pride-; 
Heaven  with  thefe  engines  had  been  fcal'd. 
When  inoujDtains  heap'd  on  mount^ns  fail'd. 


Te 
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To  a  L  A  D  Y  in  Retirement. 

SEES  not  my  Love^  how  time  refumes 
The  gloiy  which  he  lent  thefe  flowers  ? 
Though  none  (hould  taftc  of  their  perfumei , 
Yet  muft  they  live  but  fome  few  houri  s 
Time,  what  wc  forbear,  devours  1 

Had  Helen,  or  th*  *  Egyptian  Q^ieeii, 
Been  near  £6  thrifty  of  their  graces  $ 

Thofe  beauties  muft  at  length  have  htm 
The  fpoil  of  age,  which  £nd#  out  fac«i 
In  tiie  matt  retired  placet. 

Should  boat  malignant  planet  hring 
A  barren  drought,  or  ceaieieft  Aower, 

Upon  the  mtanuiy  or  the  fpring. 

And  ^sare  us  neither  firntt  nor  iowcri 
Winter  would  not  ftay  an  hour* 

Ccold  the  rexbire  of  Io^re*f  ntf^eSt 
Preserve  you  ^cra  the  wlahxioa 

Of  oMBixLg  j^2r%,  then  auim  rtffteA 
Were  due  fio  »  divine  a  faihion  ; 
[  I  ladnlg^  ny  pofion* 


^  Cleopoora* 
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Th'^  Miser's  Speech  5  in  a  Mafqne. 

BALLS  of  this  metal  flackM  Atlanta's  pace, 
A.nd  on  the  •  amorous  youth  beftowM  the  race-: 
Venus  (the  nymph's  mind  meafuring  by  her  own) 
Wl  om  the  rich  fpoils  of  cities  overthrown 
Had  proftrated  to  Mars,  could  well  advife 
Th'  adventurous  lover  how  to  gain  the  prize. 
Nor  lefs  may  Jupiter  to  gold  afcribe  : 
For,  when  he  tumM  himfelf  into  a  bribe. 
Who  can  blame  Danae,  or  the  brazen  tower. 
That  they  withftood  not  that  almighty  (hower  ? 
Never  till  then,  did  Love  make  Jove  put  on 
A  form  more  bright,  and  nobler,  than  his  own : 
Nor  were  it  juft,  would  he  refume  that  (h,3.pc. 
That  (lack  devotion  (hould  his  thunder  fcape. 
'Twas  not  revenge  for  griev'd  Apollo's  wrong, 
Thofe  afs's  ears  on  Midas'  temples  hung  t 
But  fond  repentance  of  his  happy  wifli, 
Becaufe  his  meat  grew  metal  like  his  difli. 
Would  Bacchus  blefs  me  fo,  I'd  conftant  hold 
Unto  my  wifh,  and  die  creating  gold. 

UPON    BEN    JONSON. 

MIRROR  of  Poets!  Mirror  of  our  age ! 
Which,  her  whole  face  beholding  on  thy  Stage, 
Pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd,  with  her  own  faults,  endures 
A  remedy  like  thofe  whom  mufic  cures. 

•  Hippomcnes. 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  alofie  thoie  various  inclinations} 

Which  nature  gives  to  ages,  fexcs,  nations : 

So  traced  with  thy  all-refembling  pen. 

That  whatever  culiom  has  imposM  en  men. 

Or  ill -got  habit  (which  deforms  thena  fo. 

That  fcarce  a  brother  can  his  brother  know) 

Is  reprefentcd  to  the  wondering  eyes 

Of  all  that  fee  or  read  thy  comedies. 

Whoever  in  thofe  glafles  looks,  may  find 

The  fpots  returned,  or  graces,  of  his  mind  t 

Andy  by  the  help  of  fo  divine  an  art, 

At  leifure  view  and  drefs  his  nobler  part. 

Narcifliis,  cozen'd  by  that  flattering  Well, 

Which  nothing  could  but  of  his  beauty  tell. 

Had  here,  difcovering  the  deformM  eftate 

Of  his  fond  mind,  preferv'd  himfelf  with  hate. 

But  virtue  too,  as  well  as  vice,  is  clad 

In  flefti  and  blood  fo  well,  that  Plato  had 

Beheld,  what  his  high  fancy  once  embracM, 

Virtue  with  colours,  fpeech,  and  motion  graced. 

The  fundry  poftures  of  thy  copious  Mufe 

Who  would  exprefs,  a  thoufand  tongues  muft  ufe  j 

Whofe  fate  *t  no  lefs  peculiar  than  thy  art ; 

For  as  thou  couldft  all  characters  impart. 

So  none  could  render  thine ;  which  ftill  efcapes. 

Like  Proteus,  in  variety  of  (hapes : 

Who  was,  nor  this,  nor  that  j  but  all  we  find. 

And  all  we  can  imagine,  in  mankind. 

01» 
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ON  MR.  JOHN  FLETCHER'S  PLAYS. 

FLETCHER  !  to  thee  we  do  not  only  owe 
All  thcfe  good  plays,  but  thofe  of  others  too : 
Thy  wit  repeated,  does  fupport  the  Stage  j 
Credits  the  laft,  and  entertains  this  age. 
No  Worthies,  form'd  by  any  Mufe  but  thine. 
Could  purchafe  robes,  to  make  themfelves  fo  fine. 

What  brave  commander  is  not  proud,  to  fee 
Thy  brave  Melantius  in  his  gallantly  ? 
Our  greateft  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  fcorn 
Out-done  by  thine,  in  what  themfelves  have  worn  j 
Th'  impatient  widow,  ere  the  year  l>e  done. 
Sees  thy  Afpafia  weeping  in  her  gown. 

I  never  yet  the  Tragic  ftrain  aflay'd, 
DeterM  by  that  inimitable  *  Maid. 
And,  when  I  venture  at  the  comic  ftyle. 
Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  to  mock  my  toil. 

Thus  has  thy  Mufe  at  once  improved  and  marM 
Our  fport  in  Plays,  by  rendering  it  too  hard ! 
So,  when  a  fort  of  lufty  fhepherds  tlirow 
The  bar  by  turns,  and  none  the  reft  out-go 
So  far,  but  that  the  bed:  are  meafuring  cafts. 
Their  emulation  and  their  paftime  lafts  : 
But,  if  fome  brawny  Yeoman  of  the  Guard 
Step  in,  and  tofs  the  axle-tree  a  yard. 
Or  more,  beyond  the  furtheft  mark,  the  reft 
Defpairing  ftand,  their  fport  is  at  the  bcft. 

♦  The  Maid's  Tragedy. 


TO  ML  GEOEGE  SAKDYS, 
0»  Ihb  TkJkVtLATiOB  flf  6aK  Wmu  pf  the  Bf  f  i.f . 
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TO    MR.    HENRY     LAWES, 

.  Who  had  then   newly   fet  a  Song    of  mine, 

in  the  Year  1635. 

VERSE  nnakes  Heroic  virtue  live ; 
But  you  can  life  to  verfes  give. 
As  when  in  open  air  we  blow. 
The  breath  (though  ftrainM)  founds  flat  and  low: 
But  if  a  trumpet  take  the  blaft. 
It  lifts  it  high,  and  makes  it  laft : 
So  in  your  Airs  our  Numbers  dreft. 
Make  a  (hrill  fally  from  the  breaft 
Of  nymphs,  who  finging  what  we  pen'd. 
Our  palfions  to  themfelves  commend  i 
While  Love,  victorious  with  thy  art. 
Governs  at  once  their  voice  and  heart. 

You,  by  the  help  of  tune  and  time,  • 
Can  make  that  Song,  which  was  but  Rhyme  t 
Noy  *  pleading,  no  man  doubts  the  caufe ; 
Or  queftions  verfes  fet  by  Lawes. 

As  a  church-window,  thick  with  paint. 
Lets  in  a  light  but  dim  and  faint ; 
So  others,  with  diviiion,  hide 
The  light  of  fenfe,  the  Poets'  pride: 
But  you  alone  may  truly  boaft 
That  not  a  fyllable  is  loft  : 
The  writer's  and  the  fetter's  fkill 
At;  once  the  raviih'd  ears  do  fill. 

•  The  Attorney  General, 

Let 
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I  TO  MR.  HENRY  LAWBS.  X09 

I    Let  dwfe  which  only  warble  long, 
F    And  gargle  in  their  throats  a  fong, 
>      Content  themfelves  with  Ut,  Re^  Mi  9 
Let  wonie  and  fenfe  be  ftt  by  thee. 

TO  SIR  WILLIAM  D'AVENAKT, 

Upon  hit  Two  Firft  Books  of  GoNpiBBRT, 

written  in  France. 

TH  U  S  the  wi&  nightingale,  diat  leaves  her  home. 
Her  native  wood,  when  ftbrnis  and  winttr  come} 
PoHning  conftandy  the  chearfiil  fpring,   , 
To  foreign  groves  does  her  old  mufic  bring. 

The  drooping  Hebrews*  banidi'd  havps»  nnftnuig 
At  Babylon,  iq^n  the  willows  hungt 
Yoors  founds  atood,  and  tells  us  you  excel 
No  lefs  in  courage,  than  in  finging  well  | 
While,  unconcemM,  you  let  your  countiy  know. 
They  have  impoverifliM  themfelves,  not  you : 
Who,  with  the  Mufes'  help,  can  mock  thoTe  fates 
Which  threaten  kingdoms,  and  diforder  ftates. 
80  Ovid,  when  from  Cxfar's  rage  he  fled. 
The  Roman  Mufe  to  Pontus  with  him  led  t 
Where  he  (b  fung,  that  we,  through  pity*s  glais. 
See  Nero  milder  than  Auguftus  was. 
Hereafter  fuch,  in  thy  behalf,  fliall  be  ^ 

Th*  indulgent  cenfure  of  pofterity. 
To  baniih  thoie'  who  with  fuch  art  can  fing. 
Is  a  rude  crime,  w^ch  its  own  curfe  doth  bring  s 
Ages  to  come  (hall  ne^er  know  how  they  fought, 
Nor  how  to  knrc  their  prefent  youth  be  taui^t. 

This 
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This  to  thyfelf.— Now  to  thy  nvatchlefs  book : 
Wherein  thofe  few  that  can  with  judgment  look. 
May  find  old  love  in  pure  fr^fh  language  told  j 
Like  new-ftamp'd  <;oin>  made  out  of  Angel -gold : 
Such. truth  jn  love  as  th'  antique  world  did  know. 
In  fuch  a  ftyle  as  Courts  may  boaft  of  now : 
Which  no  bold  tales  of  Gods  or  monfters  fwellj 
But  human  paflions,  fuch  as  with  us  dv/ell. 
Man  is  thy  theme ;  his  virtue,  or  his  rage, 
Drawn  to  the  life  in  each  elaborate  page. 
Mars,  nor  Bellona,  are  not  named  here  $ 
But  fuch  a  Gondibert  as  both  might  fear : 
Voius  had  here,  and  Hebe,  been  outOiin'd, 
By  thy  bright  Birtha,  and  thy  Rhodalind. 
Such  is  thy  happy  ^ill,  and  fuch  the  odds 
Betwixt  thy  Worthies,  and  the  Grecian  Gods ! 
Whafe  Deities  in  vain  had  here  come  down. 
Where  mortal  beauty  wears  the  fovereign  crown ; 
Such  as,  of  fleih  composM,  by  flefh  and  blood. 
Though  not  refifted,  may  be  underftood,. 

TO  MY  WORTHY  FRIEND,  MR.  WASE, 
The  Translator  of  Grativs. 

THUS,  by  the  mufic,  we  may  know 
When  noble  wits  a-hunting  go. 
Through  groves  that  on  Parnaflu^  grow. 

The  Mufes  all  the  chace  adorn  j 
My  friend  on  Pegafus  is  borne  < 
,  ^d  young  Apollo  winds  the  booro^ 

iraving 
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To  his  worthy  Friend  Maftcr  EVELYN, 
Upon  hit  Tranflation  of  Lucretius. 

LUCRETIUS  (with  a  ftork-like  fate. 
Born  and  tranilated  in  a  ftatc) 
Comes  to  proclaim  in  Englifli  verfe. 
No  monarch  rules  the  univerfe : 
But  chance  and  atoms  make  this  All 
In  order  democratical ; 
Where  bodies  freely  run  their  courfe. 
Without  deiign,  or  fate,  or  force. 
And  this  in  fuch  a  ftrain  he  fings. 
As  if  his  Mufc,  with  Angels'  wings. 
Had  foar*d  beyond  our  utmoft  fpherc. 
And  other  worlds  difcoverM  there. 
For  his  immortal,  boundlefs  wit. 
To  nature  does  no  bounds  permit ; 
But  boldly  has  removed  thofe  bars 
Of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  Teas,  and  ftars^ 
By  which  they  were  before  fupposM, 
By  narrow  wits,  to  be  inclosM ; 
Till  his  free  Mufe  threw  down  the  pale. 
And  did  at  once  difpark  there  all. 
So  vaft  this  argument  did  feem, 
That  the  wife  author  did  cfteem 
The  Roman  language  (which  was  fpread 
O'er  the  whole  world,  in  triumph  led) 
A  tongue  too  narrow  to  unfold 
The  wonders  which  he  would  have  told. 


This 
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This  Qietkf  diy  gloiy,  noble  friend  I 
And  Britiih  language  does  commend : 
For  liere,  Lucretiut  whole  we  find. 
Hit  words,  hit  mufic,  and  hit  mind. 
Thy  «ft  hat  to  our  countqr  brought 
All  that  he  writ,  and  all  he  thought. 
Ovid  tianflated,  Virgil  too^ 
Shewed  long  fince  what  our  tongue  could  d»t 
Nor  Lucan  we,  nor  Horace  fpar*d  | 
Onl J  Lucretiut  wat  too  hard. 
Luoethis,  like  a  Fort,  did  ftand 
Untottch*d  s  till  3rour  Yiftoriout  hand 
Did  from  hit  head  this  garland  bear. 
Which  now  ufon  your  own  you  wear. 
A  garland!  made  of  fnch  new  bayt. 
And  (ought  in  fuch  tmtrodden  way t } 
At  no  man*t  templet  e>r  did  crown. 
Save  this  great  author*t,  and  your  own. 

To  hit  worthy  Friend  Sir  THOMAS  HTOGONS, 
Upon  hit  Tranilation  of  the  Vbmbtian  Thiviiph. 

THE  *  winged  lion*t  not  ta  fierce  in  fight. 
At  Liberi*t  hand  preientt  him  to  our  fights 
Nor  would  hit  pencil  make  him  half  fo  fierce, 
Or  roar  Co  loud,  at  Bufinello*t  verfe  s 
But  your  tranfladon  doet  all  three  excel. 
The  fight,  the  piece,  and  lofty  Bufincl. 

*  The  Arms  of  Venice* 

I  As 
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As  their  fmall  gallies  may  not  hold  compare 
With  our  tall  (hips,  whofe  fails  employ  more  air: 
So  does  th*  Italian  to  your  genius  veil, 
Mov'd  with  a  fuller  and  a  nobler  gale. 
Thus,  while  your  Mufe  fpreads  the  Venetian  ftory. 
You  make  all  Europe  emulate  her  glory : 
You  make  them  blu/h,  weak  Venice  fhould  defend 
The  caufe  of  heaven,  while  they  for  words  contend; 
Shed  Chriftian  blood,  and  populous  cities  rafe, 
Becaufe  they>e  taught  to  ufe  fome  diflferent  phrafe* 
If,  liftening  to  your  charms,  we  could  our  jars 
Compofe,  and  on  the  Turk  difcharge  thefc  wars  j 
Our  Britiih  arms  the  facred  tomb  might  wreft 
From  Pagan  hands,  and  triumph  o*er  the  eaft : 
And  then  you  might  our  own  high  deeds  recite. 
And  with  great  TaiTo  celebrate  the  fight. 

*  VERSES  TO  DR.  GEORGE  ROGERS, 

On  his  taking  the  Degree   of  Do6lor  in  Phyfie 
at  Padua,  in  the  Year  1664. 

WHEN  as  of  old  the  earth's  bold  children  ftrove. 
With  hills  on  hills,  to  fcale  the  throne  of  Jove  i 
Pallas  and  Mars  ftood  by  their  fovei*eign's  fide. 
And  their  bright  arms  in  his  defence  employM : 

While 

•  This  little  Poem  (firft  inferted  among  Waller's 
Works  in  177a)  was  printed,  together  with  feveral 
•then  on  the  fame  occafion,  by  Dr.  Rogers,  along 

with 
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While  the  wife  Phoebus,  Hermes,  and  the  reft. 

Who  joy  in  peace,  and  love  the  Mufes  beft,    • 

Defccnding  from  their  fo  diftemper'd  feat, 

Our  groves  and  meadows  chofe  for  their  retreat. 

There  firft  Apollo  try'd  the  various  ufe 

Of  herbs,  and  learn'd  the  virtues  of  their  Juice, 

And  fram'd  that  Art,  to  which  who  can  pretend 

A  jufter  title  than  our  noble  Freind  5 

Whom  the  like  tempeft  drives  from  his  abode. 

And  like  employment  entertains  abroad  ? 

This  crowns  him  here  j  and  in  the  bays  fo  eam'd. 

His  country's  honour  is  no  lefs  concerned ; 

Since  it  appears  not  all  the  Engli/h  rave. 

To  ruin  bent :  fome  ftudy  how  to  fave ; 

And  as  Hippocrates  did  once  extend 

His  facred  art,  whole  cities  to  amend ; 

So  we,  brave  Freind,  i'uppofe  that  thy  great  (kill. 

Thy  gentle  mind,  and  fair  example,  will. 

At  thy  return,  reclaim  our  frantic  ifle> 

Their  fpirits  calm,  and  peace  again  (hall  Imile. 

Edm.  Waller,  Anglus. 

with  his  inaugural  exercife  at  Padua ;  and  afterwards 
in  the  faaie  manner  re-pubii/hed  by  him  at  London, 
together  with  his  Harveian  Oration  before  the  College 
of  Pfayiicians,  in  the  year  x68i,  while  Mr.  Waller  was 
yet  living.  Though  the  above  verfes  were  firft  printed 
in  1664,  they  feem  to  have  been  written  before  the  Re- 
Homtion,  as  appears  from  the  line$  towards  the  con- 
clufivn.      Stoc&dali. 

Ii  CHLORIS 
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CHLORIS     AND     HYLAS- 
Made  to  a  Saraband. 

CHLORIS. 

HYLAS,  oh  Hylas!  why  fit  we  mute, 
Now  that  each  bird  faluteth  the  fpring  ? 
Wind  np  the  flacken'd  ftrings  of  thy  lute, 

Never  can  ft  thou  want  matter  to  fing : 
For  love  thy  breaft.  does  fill  with  fuch  a  fire. 
That  whatfoe'er  is  fair  moves  thy  denre. 

HYLAS. 

Sweeteft !  you  know,  the  fweeteft  of  things 
Of  various  flowers  the  bees  do  compofe: 

Yet  no  particular  tafte  it  brings 

Of  violet,  woodbine,  pink,  or  rofe : 

So,  love  the  rcfult  is  of  all  the  graces 

Which  flow  from  a  thoufand  fcveral  faces. 

CHLORIS. 

Hylas  t  the  birds  which  chaunt  in  this  grove. 
Could  we  but  know  the  language  they  ufe. 

They  would  inflrufl  us  better  in  love. 
And  reprehend  thy  inconftant  Mufe : 

For  love  their  breafts  does  fill  with  fuch  a  fire, 

That  what  they  once  do  chufe,  bounds' their  defire. 

HYLAS. 

Chloris !  this  change  the  birds  do  approve. 
Which  the  warm  feafon  hither  does  bring  j 

Time  from  yotirfelf  does  further  remove 
Yx>u^  than  the  winter  from  the  gay  fpring : 

She 
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She  that  like  lightning  (hin'd  while  her  face  lafted. 
The  oak  now  refembles  which  lightning  hath  blafted. 

In  Anfwer  of  Sir  John  Suckling's  Vcrfes. 

CON. 

QiTAT  btrej  fond  youth  y  and  ajk  no  more\  be  nmfe^ 
^  Knoiving  too  much,  long  fince  loft  Paradife, 

PRO. 
And,  by  your  knowledge,  we  (hould  be  bereff 
Of  all  that  Paradife  which  yet  is  left. 

CON. 
The  'virtuous  joys  thou  haft,  thou  ivouLfft  JhouU  ftill 
Laft  in  their  pride :  and  nvouldft  not  take  it  ill 
If  rudely y  from  f<weet  dreams,  and  for  a  toy. 
Thou  ivalTd  ?  he  luakes  himfelf  that  does  enjoy ^ 

PRO. 
How  can  the  joy,  or  hope,  which  jrou  allow 
Be  ftyled  virtuous,  and  the  end  not  To  ? 
Talk  in  your  fleep,  and  fhadows  ftill  admire  ! 
•Tis  true,  he  wakes  that  feels  this  real  fire  j 
But— to  fleep  better:  for  whoe'er  drinks  deep 
Of  this  Nepenthe,  rocks  himfelf  afleep. 

CON. 
Fruition  adds  no  neiu  ivealth,  but  defrays  \ 
Jlnd  ivhile  it  pleafeth  much,  yet  ftill  it  cloys. 
Who  thinks  he  ft)ould  be  happier  made  for  that. 
As  reafonably  might  hope  be  might  groiv  fat 
By  eating  to  a  furfeit :  this  once  paft. 
What  relijbes  f  ev"n  kiffes  hfi  their  tafte, 

I  3  PRO, 
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/•  Jt  0. 

V.ni  OiiM  M.,   Ituvr.  *.au!r  ;.;:.  : . r.^i  deftroy > 
.«\inl  i!  Iiiii!»."»ii  ttt*!  thf  *^**  impair 
m    I  id.'*.  Hvin  d».»:i.l  ^-anwkr  h.::py  pair. 
Who*,  -^'v.*  M»rt  H*mc«  wjrrjuti  ali  the  night, 

»  "...iv,  IN,-  .U^  t.v  in  (kis  lew  Jelight? 

C  O  N. 

•k- 1.    ....*w*  -o^  '  ^.1^  /*■•*/  maukiud  doa,  is  fa. 

fc   ^  .i-  *.      tf  A  JJ'S'  extent  nve  fe€y 
.i.^  -^f  K  lh'*fM%  cbildreH  there  mufi  ^«.— . 
V  m^J  '^%iibi  kv^9  hut  fince  there  are  enough 
^>  -  Jv  -.^  >*-4r'CT'  '^^a^  ^^ed  lae  plough  f 

F  K  O. 
I  n«^^•i  i«ol  pH'"ghy  fince  what  the  ftooping  bine 
4ipr«  ««l  my  prtgnant  land,  muft  all  be  mines 
iliK  in  \\\\*  nobler  tillage,  ^^is  not  fo ; 
y/M  when  Anchifcs  did  fair  Venus  know, 
"^'hftl  intcreft  had  poor  Vulcan  in  the  boy, 
I'liwoui  TEneat ,  or  the  prefent  joy  ? 

CON. 
fC^miM  enjofd^  'wbateW  before  thty^*ve  been, 
Jlre  Hie  Romances  read,  or  fcenes  once  feen  s 
fffuition  duHsy  or  fpoils  the  Plaj,  much  more 
flan  if  one  read,  or  knenv,  the  plot  before, 

PRO. 
plays  and  Romances,  read  and  feen,  do  fail 
wr  opinioDt :  yet,  not  feen  at  all. 

Whom 


ANSWER  TO  SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING,     ti^ 
Whom  would  they  plcafc  ?  To  an  heroic  tale 
Would  you  not  liften,  left  it  (hould  grow  fble  f 

CON. 
*??/  expectation  makes  a  hUffing  dear  % 
Heaven  nuere  not  heaven,  if  ive  knew  what  it  were* 

PRO. 
If  'twere  not  heaven  if  we  knew  what  it  wcre^ 
*TwouId  not  be  heaven  to  thofe  that  now  are  therfe. 

CON. 
Jnd  as  in  froJpeSs  nve  are  there  pleas' d  moft^ 
Where  fomething  keeps  the  eye  fr^m  being  io/f 
Jnd  leaves  us  room  to  guefss  fo  here,  refirmm 
Holds  up  delist,  that  <tmtb  excefs  vfould  fedtU^ 

PRO. 
Reftraint  prefervcs  the  pleafnre  we  hav^  got. 
But  he  ne'er  has  it,  that  enjoys  it  not. 
In"  goodly  profpcfts,  who  contra^s  the  fpace. 
Or  takes  not  all  the  beauty  of  the  place  ? 
We  wiih  removM  what  ftandeth  in  our  light, 
And  nature  blame  for  limiting  our  fight : 
Where  you  ftand  wifely  winking,  that  the*  vicv 
Of  the  fair  profpe£l  may  be  always  new. 

CON. 

Thejff  *ivho  knonv  all  the  ivealth  they  have,  are  poor\ 
He '/  only  rich  that  cannot  tell  his  ftore. 

PRO. 
Not  he  that  knows  the  wealth  he  has,  is  poor  | 
But  he  that  dares  not  touch,  nor  ufe  bis  ftore* 

I  4  To 
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TO      A      FRIEND, 

Of  tht  d:tttrtrzi  Succ^s  cf  their  Lovei. 

THRICE  happy  P&ir !  of  whom  we  cannot  know 
Which  firft  began  to  lore,  or  lores  moft  now: 
Fair  coiufe  of  pdRsm  !  where  two  lowers  ftaxt. 
And  run  together,  heart  &ill  yokM  with  heart : 
Succcfsfiil  youth !  whom  Lore  has  taught  the  way 
To  be  viAorious,  in  the  firft  eflay. 
Sure  lore  *s  an  art  bcft  pra&ifcd  at  firft. 
And  where  th*  experienced  fliil  profpcr  worft ! 
If  with  a  di£Fanent  fate,  purfued  in  vain 
The  haughty  Cslia;  till  my  juft  difdain 
Of  her  negled,  above  that  paflion  boroe, 
Pid  pride  to  pride  oppofe,  and  fcom  to  fcom. 
Now  (lie  relents  j  but  all  too  late,  to  move 
A  heart  dire£(ed  to  a  nobler  love : 
The  fcales  are  tum*d,  her  kindneft  weight  no  more 
Now,  than  my  vows^and  fervlce  did  before. 
So,  in  fome  well -wrought  hangings,  you  may  fee 
^^'niv  He^or  leads,  and  how  the  Grecians  flee : 
Hert,  the  fierce  Mars  his  courage  fo  infpires. 
That  wMi  bold  hands  the  Argive  fleet  he  fires : 
But  there,  ^m  heaven  the  •  blue-ey'd  virgin  fails. 
And  frighted  Troy  retiiTs  within  her  walls : 
They  that  are  forcmoft  in  that  bloody  race. 
Turn  head  anon,  and  give  the  conqueron  chafe. 
So  like  the  chances  are  of  love  and  war. 
That  they  alone  in  this  diftinguifliM  are; 
In  love,  the  vigors  from  the  vanquifliM  fly  : 

"y  that  wound,  and  they  purfue  that  die. 

•  Minerva.  An 


An  APOLOGYfbr  having  loved  befoie, 

THEY  that  never  had  the  ufe 
Of  the  grape^s  furprizing  juice. 
To  the  firft  delicious  cup 
&11  their  reaAm  render  up : 
ileither  do,  nor  care  to  know, 
Vrhether  it  be  beft  or  no. 

So,  thef  that  are  to  love  inclin*d, 
SwajM  by  chance,  not  choice  or'art. 

To  the  firft  that  *s  fair  or  kind. 
Make  a  prefent .  of  their  heart : 

Tis  not  ihe  that  firft  we  love. 

But  whom  dying  we  approve. 

To  man,  that  was  in  th*  evening  made. 

Start  gave  the  firft  delight ; 
Admiring,  in  the  gloomy  fhade, 

Thofe  Utde  drops  of  light : 
rhen,  at  Aurora,  whofe  fair  hand 

Removed  them  from  the  ikies. 
Be  gaiing  toward  the  eaft  did  ftand. 

She  entertained  his  eyes. 

But  when  the  bright  Am  did  appear,  - 

All  thofe  he  *gan  defpife ; 
Hia  wonder  was  determined  there, 

And^oold  no  higher  rife  s 


m 


/-IT  tiar  '■.t<  .-nmr  -yvir  vsuihe^  iisw^ 

ti\\*pM  y*f*i  nn  hmttfy  ¥(fw  to  uie. 

Iff  ^f»fr♦^«»^«  *ff  ihffif  t,ti\Uf  hffw  fmall 
A  |f'fM)'fH  fff  ymir  Aiar«  w<mld  fall! 
Unt  rtll  n^^fMr  HHt/'fiff  ihofe  few, 
AVrttthy  thtf  flfiek  fftm  whence  they  grew : 
M'h(»  (i«|i,  wItlMi  fit  itif  rnui  it  bred, 
tH  li^-Mi  l)ttiiti)sh  rtlt  the  hfitfghii  if  fpread; 
flitf  ¥tttu»i«i  whiih  tn  piircnti  fhtne, 
Mrtlr^  (t*«t  ilk 9  |ii'o^ii)r»  through  the  line. 
*''\'\k  HMl  hum  whontf  but  where,  we  lives 
^\\f  |itftt  f>  ilttn  oif  thufc  grurri  give. 
Ut(»ftt  Jutiuni  on  the  mountain!  bred, 
A  rtmk  )t(>ihrt))i|  or  hcrd»  hud  led  i 
*  \\f  thrtt  (he  world  Aibductl,  had  been 
)Imi  iht  bf  U  wrtlUvr  on  the  green. 

«  Altxuidtr« 


Til 
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Tit  art»  and  kiioi«rledgft»  wluch  draw  forth 

The  hidMen  fctdt  of  native  worth  i 

They  hlow  thoft  %arkt»  aad  asaht  thoiii*  tik 

Into  Aicb  flaaMt  at  touch  the  lUii  t 

To  the  old  Heroea  henoe  wu  givea 

A  pedigree,  which  reaehM  to  heavtaa 

Of  mortal  fted  they  were  not  hftidi 

Which  other  aaortalt  fo  eacceird. 

And  bcanty  too»  in  fuch  exccft 

Aa  yovra,  Zalinda  I  clajjnt  no  laTt  i 

SfltUehttton  ine^  aad  yo«  ihall  (com 

Hmcelbcdi  ta  be  of  Princea  bonb 

I  can  defiarihe  die  (hady  grove* 

Whena  your  lofr*d*awtlier  flept  with  Jovat 

And  yet  tgnnk  the  faultlaft  daflaa* 

Caught  vnth  her  iponfe't  (hape  aad  name  i 

Thy  maaehleA  form  will  credit  bmng 

To-all  the  wwarferi  I  iball  fing. 

To  my  Lady  M  0  R  T  0  N,  on  Nb w-y aAR*t-D Ar> 

at  the  LevvRi  in  PARit. 

MADAM  I  new*yeart  may  wall  easpeft  to  Aad 
Waloome  from  you»  to  whom  they  am  fo  kindf 
Still  aa  they  paA,  they  court  and  Anile  on  youi 
And  make  youi  beauty,  m  themfelirei^  km  Mw»  . 
To  the  £ur  VilUrt  we  Dalkeith  prefer  j 
Aad  fainft  Morton  now  aa  much  tahir  I   ' 
80  like  the  fun's  advance  your  titlct  ftow, 
Which,  aa  he  rifet,  doet  the  warmer  groww 

But 
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Bit  thuj  t.,  fhrlc  yon  fair,  your  fex's  pnife. 
Give*  '^  o'.j  hut  myrtle,  who  may  challenge  bays  j 
From  armed  foes  to  bring  a  *  Royal  prize. 
Shewn  your  brave  heart  vidorions  as  your  eyes. 
If  Judith,  marchini^  with  the  General's  head. 
Can  give  us  paifton  when  her  ftory  *s  read  j 
What  may  the  living  do^  ^ich  brought  away 
Though  a  lefs  bloody,  yet  a  nobler  prey  > 
Who  from  our  lAaming  Troy,  with  a  bold  hand, 
SnatchM  her  fair  charge,  the  Princefs,  like  a  brand  r 
A  brand  I  preferv'd  to  warm  fome  Princess  heart ; 
And  make  whole  kingdoms  take  her  f  Brother^s  part. 
So  Venus,  from  prevailing  Greeks,  did  flirowd 
The  {  hope  of  Rome,  and  favM  him  in  a  cloud* 

This  gallant  aft  may  cancel  all  our  rage^ 
Begin  a  better,  and  abfolve  this  age. 
Dark  (hades  become  the  portrait  of  our  time;: 
Here  weeps  Misfortune,  and  there  triumphs  Crime  t 
Let  him  that  draws  it  hide  the  reft  in  night  $ 
This  portion  only  may  endure  the  light,  . 
Where  the  kind  Nymph,  changing  her  faultlefs  fhape. 
Becomes  unhandfome,  handfomcly  to  fcape. 
When  through  the  guards,  the  river,  and  the  fea, 
Ftithi  beauty,  wit,  arid  courage,  made  their  way* 
As  the  brave  eagle  does  with  forrow  fee 
1'he  foreft  wafted }  and  that  lofty  tree 

*  Henrietta  Maria,  youngeft  Daughter  to  K.  Ch.  I* 
t  K.  Charles  U. 

Which 
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Wluch  holds  her  neft  about  to  be  c€'rthro\ra» 
Before  the  feathers  of  her  young  are  grown  | 
She  will  not  leave  them,  nor  ihe  cannot  (lay^ 
But  bears  them  boldly  on  her  wings  away « 
80  fled  the  dame,  and  o*er  the  ocean  bore 
Bcr  firiacely  burthr'n  to  the  Gallic  fhore* 
Bom  in  the  ftoims  of  war,  this  Royal  Pur, 
FrodvcM  like  lightning  in  tempeftuous  air, 
Thuagh  now  flie  flies  her  native  ifle  (leis  kind^ 
left  &h  for  her  than  either  fea  or  wind!) 
Shall,  when  the  blofTom  of  her  beauty  ^s  blown, 
ice  her  great  Brotliuer  on  the  Britifh  throne  i 
Where  peace  flull  finilc,  and  no  difpute  arife, 
B«t  trfikh  ndet  moft,  his  fceptre,  or  her  eyes. 

TO     A     FAIR     LADY, 

Plajring  with  a  Snake. 

STRANGE  1  that  fuch  horror,  and  fuch  grace. 
Should  dwell  together  in  one  place } 
A  Fary*s  arm,  an  Angelas  face  f 

*Tis  innocence,  and  youth,  which  makes 

In  Chloris*  fancy  fuch  mi  (lakes, 

To  ftait  at  love,  and  play  with  fnakes* 

By  this,  and  by  her  coldnefs,  barrM, 
Ber  (enrants  have  a  tafk  too  hard  i 
The  tyrant  hat  a  double  guard! 

Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  fnake !  that  in  ker  iceve 
May  boldly  creep  j  we  dare  not  give 
Our  thoa^t«  Co  unconEnM  a  leave. 

Contented  in  that  neft  of  fnow 
He  lies,  at  he  bit  bliA  did  know; 
And  to  the  wood  no  more  would  go* 

Take  heed^  fair  Eve  1  you  do  not  make 

Another  tempter  of  this  fnake  : 

A  marble  one,  fo  warm'd,  would  fpeak* 

THE      NIGHT-PIECE, 

Or,  a  Pifture  drawn  in  the  Dark. 

DARKNESS,  which  faireft  nymphs  diiarms. 
Defends  us  ill  from  Mira's  charms : 
Mira  can  lay  her  beauty  by. 
Take  no  advantage  of  the  eye ; 
Quit  all  that  Lely's  art  can  take. 
And  yet  a  thoufand  captives  make. 

Her  Ipetch  is  grac'd  with  fweetcr  found, 
Than  in  another's  fong  is  found  : 
And  all  her  vvcll-plac'd  words  are  darts. 
Which  need  no  light  to  reach  our  heaits. 

As  the  bright  ftars,  and  Milky  Way, 
Shew'd  by  the  night,  arc  bid  by  day  < 
So  we,  in  that  accomplifliM  mixid, 
Hclp'd  by  the  nighty  new  gracea  £ad. 

Which 
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Which  by  the  fplendor  of  her  view, 
Dazzled  before,  we  never  knew. 

While  we  converfe  with  her,  wc  mark 
No  want  of  day,  nor  think  it  dark  : 
Her  (hining  image  is  a  light 
Fixt  in  our  hearts,  and  conquers  night. 

Like  jewels  to  advantage  fet. 
Her  beauty  by  the  {hade  does  get : 
There,  blufhes,  fix)wn8,  and  cold  difdain^ 
Ail  that  our  pal&on  might  rellraini 
Is  hid,  and  our  indulgent  mind 
Prefents  the  fair  idea  kind. 

Yet,  friended  by  the  night,  wc  dare 
Only  in  whifp^rs  tell  our  care  : 
He  that  on  her  his  bold  hand  lays 
With  Cupid^s  pointed  arrows  plays  5 
They  with  a  touch  (they  are  fo  keen  !) 
Wound  us  unfhot,  and  ihe  unfeen. 

All  near  approaches  threaten  death. 
We  may  be  fliip- wrecked  by  her  breath : 
Love,  favoured  once  with  that  fweet  gale, 
Doubles  his  hafte,  and  fills  his  fail ; 
Till  he  arri^  where  ihe  muft  prove 
The  haven,  or  the  rock,  of  love. 

So,  we  th*  Arabian  coaft  do  know 
At  diftance,  when  the  fpices  blow  ; 
By  the  rich  odour  taught  to  ileer. 
Though  neither  day  nor  ftars  appear* 

part 
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Part  of  the  Fourth  Book  of  Virgil's  ^neis 
tranflated. 

Beginning  at  Verfc  4.37. 
€€•%••  Talefqxie  miferrima  fletus 
•*  Fertque  refertque  foror.  ••••*• 

And  ending  with 
**  Adnixitorquentfpumas,etcaerulavemint."  Ver.583, 

AL  L  this  her  weeping  •  iiftcr  does  repeat 
To  the  ftern  f  man,  whom  nothing  could  intreat ; 
Loft  were  her  prayers,  and  fruitlefs  were  her  tears ! 
Fate,  and  great  Jove,  had  ftopt  bis  gentle  ears. 
As  when  loud  winds  a  well-grown  oak  would  rend 
Up  by  the  roots,  this  way  and  that  they  bend 
His  reeling  trunk  ;  and  with  a  boifterous  found 
Scatter  his  leaves,  and  ftrew  them  on  the  ground  : 
He  fixed  ftands  $  as  deep  his  roots  do  lie 
Down  to  the  centre,  as  his  top  is  high  : 
No  lefs  on  every  fide  the  Hero  preft. 
Feels  love,  and  pity,  (hake  his  noble  breaft  j 
And  down  his  cheeks  though  fruitlefs  tears  do  roll, 
UnmovM  remains  the  purpofe  of  his  foul. 
Then  Dido,  urged  with  approaching  fate. 
Begins  the  light  of  cruel  heaven  to  hate. 

*  Anna,  f  ^neas. 

>     \  Her 
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Her  idblution  to  difpatch,  and  die, 
ConfinnVl  By.many  a  horrid  prodigy ! 
The  water, .  confecrate  for  facrifice. 
Appears  all  black  to  her  amazed  eyes ; 
Tlie  wine  to  putrid  blood  converted  flows, 
Wliicli  Irom  her  none,  not  her  own  fitter,  Jcnows, 
Befidesy  there  ftood,  as  facred  to  her  *  L<^d, 
A  marble  temple  which  ihe  much  ador*d| 
VnA  Giowj  fleeces  and  frefli  garlands  crownMi 
Hcace  every  night  proceeds  a  dieadful  found; . 
Her  biiiband*s  voice  invites  her  to  his  tomb  1  ^ 
And  difinal  owls  prefiige  the  ills  to  come. , 
Bcfidety  .the  prophecies  of  wizards  old  * 
Increaa^d  her  terror,  and  her  fall  foretold : 
Scorn'd  and  deferted  to  herielf  Aie  feems  $  . 
And  £nds  ^neas  cruel  in  her  dreams* 

80,  to  mad  Pentheus,  double  Thebes  appears  j  . 
And  Furies  howl  in  his  diftemper'd  ears. 
defies  (b,  with  like  diftra£lion  toft. 
Is  made  to  fly  his  mother^s  angry  ghoft. 

Now  grief  and  fury  to  their  height  arrive;  . 
Death  flie  decrees,  and  thus  does  it  contrive. . 
Her  grieved  fifter,  with  a  chear&l  grace, . 
(Hope  well-diflembled  fliining  in  her  face)  ■ 
She  thus  deceives.    Dear  fifter  1  let  us  prove 
The  cure  I  have  invented  for  my  love. 
Beyond  the  land  of  Ethiopia  lies 
The  place  where  Atlas  does  fupport  the  ikieai  ^ 

*  Sichaeut*  . 

K...  Keheer. 
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Hence  came  an  old  magician,  that  did  keep 
Th'  Hefpcrian  fruit,  and  made  the  dragon  fleep : 
Her  potent  charms  do  troubled  fouls  relieve^ 
And,  where  Ihe  liftsy  makes  calmed  minds  to  grieve : 
The  courfe  of  rivers^  aad  of  heaven>  can  ftop, 
And  call  trees  down  from  th'  airy  mountain's  top, 
Witnefs,  ye  Gods  !  and  thou,  my  deareft  part !     • 
How  loth  I  am  to  tempt  this  guilty  art. 
'EtfiSi  a  t>ile,  and  on  it  let  us  place 
That  bed,  where  I  my  ruin  did  embrace'^ 
With  all  the  reliques  of  our  impious  gueft, 
Arms,  fpoils,  and  prefents,  let  the  pile  be  dreft| 
(The  knowing  womln  thus  prefcribpi)  that  we 
May  rafe  the  man  out  of  our  memory. 

Thus  fpeaks  the  Queen,  but  hides,  the  fatal  end 
For  which  ihe  doth  thofe  facred  rites  pretend. 
Nor  worfe  efibfts  of  grief  her  fifter  thought 
Would  follow,  than  Sichaeas*  murder  wrought  { 
Therefore  obeys  her :  and  now  heaped  high 
The  cloven  oaks  and  lofty  pines  do  lie ; 
Hung  all  with  wreaths  and  flowery  garlands  round  | 
So  by  herfelf  was  her  own  funeral  crown'd  ! 
Upon  the  top  the  Trojan's  image  lies, 
And  his  fiisup  fword,  wherewith  anon  ihe  dies. 
They  by  the  altar  ftand,  while  with  loofe  hair 
The  magic  prophetefs  begins  her  prayer  s 
On  Chaos,  Erebus,  and  all  the  Gods, 
Which  in  th'  infernal  ihades  have  their  abodes^  • 
'^he  loudly  calls ;  befprinkling  all  the  room 

h  drops,  fuppos'd  from  Lethe's  lake  to  pome* 

She 
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*Sht  fecks  the  knot  which  on  the  forehead  grows 

Of  new-foal'd  colts,  and  herbs  by  moon-light  mows. 

A  cake  of  leaven  in  her  pious  hands 

Holds  the  devoted  Q^een,  and  barefoot  (lands  : 

One  tenjder  foot  was  bare,  the  other  (hod. 

Her  robe  ungirt,  invoking  every  God-, 

And*  every  Power;  if  any  be  above, 

Which  takes  regard  of  ill-requited  love ! 

Now  was  the  time,  when  weary  mortals  fteep 
Their  careful  temples  in  the  dew  of  Sleep  : 
On  feas,  on  earth>  and  all  that  in  theyd  dwell> 
A  death-like  quiet  and  deep  (Uence  fell  s 
But  not  on  Dido  \  -whofe  untamed  mind 
RefiisM  to  be  by  facred  night  confinM  : 
A  double  pafHoh  in  her  breaft  do6s  move> 
Love,  and  fierce  anger  fpr  neglefted  love. 
Thus  (he  afflifts  her  foiil :  What  (hall  I  do  ? 
With  fate  inverted,  (hall  I  humbly  woo  ? 
And  fome  proud  prince-,  in  wild  Nnmidia  {lorn^ 
Pray  to  accept  me,  and  forget  my  (com  ? 
Or,  (hall  I  with  th*  ungrateful  Trojan  go. 
Quit  all  my  ftate,  and  wait  upon  my  foe  ? 
ts  not  enotkgh,  by  fad  experience !  known 
The  perjur^'d  race  of  falfe  Laomedon  ?  « 

With  my  Sidonians  (hall  I  give  them  chacey 
Bands  hardly  forced  from  their  native  place  ? 
No— die !  and  let  this  fword  thy  fiiry  tame ; 
Nou^it  but  thy  blood  can  quench  this  guilty  flame« 

Ah  fifter  1  vanqui(hM  with  my  paffion,  thou 
B€tray*dft  91c  firft^  difpen&ig  with  my  vow. 

K  %  Had 
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Had  I  been  confant  to  Sichzns  ftiH, 

And  fingie  liv'd,   I  had  net  iLnown  this  ill ! 

Snch.  tfaoughta  conneiit  die  ^^ee&*s  cnnged  bresift^ 
While  the  Dardaxixam  does  fecvrely  wdk 
In  his  tail  ihip^  for  htdden  flight  pr^ar*d; 
To  whom  once  more  die  Ion  of  Jore  appcarM  ; 
Thos  kerns  to  (peak  the  jcKtdxfaL  Deitr, 
Tcice,  hair,  and  colooTy  all  like  Mercury. 

Fair  Venus*  feed  I  canft  tboa  indulge  thr  ileep» 
Nor  better  guard  in  foch  great  danger  keep  ? 
Mady  by  negled  to  loie  fo  fiir  a  wind ! 
If  here  thy  fiiips  the  purple  momiiig  lind. 
Thou  (halt  beh<^d  diis  hotile  harboitt'  flune- 
With  a  new  fleet,  and  fires,  to  ruin  duoe  : 
She  meditates  revenge,  refblrM  to  die  ; 
Weigh  anchor  quiokly,  and  her  fury  fly. 

This  faidy  the  Gbd  in  fliades  of  night  retired;. 
Amaz'd  ^neas,  with  the  warning  fir*d. 
Shakes  oflF  dull  fleep,  and  roufing  up  his  men. 
Behold !  the  Gods  command  our  flight  again. 
Fall  to  your  oari,  and  all  your  canvas  fprcad ': 
What  God  foe^er  that  thus  vouchfafes  to  lead,. 
We  follow  gladly,  and  t|^y  will  obey, 
Aflift  us  4lill,  fmoothing  our  happy  way. 
And  make  the  reft  propitious!— With  that  word, 
}?c  cuts  the  cable  with  his  (hining  fword : 
Through  all  the  navy  doth  like  ardor  reign, 
They  quit  the  (hore,  and  ruih  into  the  main  : 
Plac'd  on  their  banks,  the  lufty  Trojans  fweep 
Nrptuji€*s  fmooth  face^  and  cleave  tht  yielding  deep> 

On 
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On  the  Pifture  ofaFAIR     YOUTH, 
Taken  after  he  was  Dead, 

AS  gatherM  flowers^  while  dieir  woundt  are  new^ 
Look  gaj  and  £rt(h,  as  on  the  ftalk  they  grew  j 
Torn  from  the  root  that  nouri(hM  thenra  while 
(Not  taking  notice  of  their  fate)  they  fmile  $ 

'  And»  in  |die  hand  which  rudely  pluck'd  them»  (how 
Ftftrer  than  thofe  that  to  their  autumn  grow  t 
80  loYC  and  beauty  ftill  that  vifage  grace  t 

-  Death  cannot 'fright  diem  from  their  wonted  place. 
Alive»  the  hand  of  crooked  Age  had  marr*d 

*Thoie  lovely  features,  which  cold  Death  has  fpar'd. 

No  wonder  then  he  iped  in  love  fo  well. 
When  his  high  paflion  he  had  breath  to  tell ; 
When  that  accompliihM  foul,  in  this  fair  frame, 
No  bufinefs  had,  but  to  perfuade  that  dame; 
Whofe  mutual  love  advancM  the  youth  fo  high. 
That,  bnt  to  heaven,  he,  could  no  higher  %• 

On  a  Bride  of  divers  Colours,  woVen  by  Four  Ladies. 

TWICE  twenty  (lender  virgin-fingers  twine 
This  curious  web,  where  all  their  fancies  (hine : 
At  nature  them,  fo  they  this  (hade  have  vrrought  $ 
Soft  at  their  hands,  and  various  as' their  thought. 
Not  Juno^t  bird,  when,  his  fdr  train  dis-(pread. 
He  wooes  the  female  to  his  painted  bed  $ 
N69  not  die  bow,  which  fo  adorns  the  (kies, 
So  i^arkmt  it,  or  boaib  (b  many  dyes. 

V  K  3  A    P  A- 
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A     PANEGYRIC 

TO     MY     LORD     PROTECTOR, 

Of  the  prefent  Greatnefs,  and  joint  Intereft, 

of  his  Highness  and  this  Nation* 

WHILE  with  a  ftrong,  and  yet  a  gentle,  hand. 
You  bridle  faction,  and  our  hearts  Command  j. 
Protect  us  from  ourfelves,  and  from  the  foe. 
Make  us  unite,  and  make  ns  conquer  too  t 

Let  partial  fpirits  ftill  aloud  complain  : 
Think  themfelves  injurM  that  they  cannot  rcign  j 
And  own  no  liberty,  but  where  they  may 
Without  controul  upon  their  fellows  prey. 

Above  thtf  waves  as  Neptune  ihewM  his  face 
To  chide  the  winds,  and  favc  the  Trojan  race  y 
So  has  your  Highnds,  raisM  above  the  reft," 
Storms  of  ambition,  tofling  as,  repreft.    ' 

Your  drooping  country,  torn  with  civil  hate, 
Reftor^d  by  you,  is  made  a  glorious  ftate^ 
The  feat  of  empire,  where  the  Irifh  come, 
And  the  unwilling  Scots,  to  fetch  their  doom. 

The  fea  *s  our  own  :  and  now,  all  nations  greet. 
With  bending  fails,  each  vcffel  of  our  fleet : 
Your  power  extends  as  far  as  winds  can  blow. 
Or  fwelling  fails  upon  the  globe  may  go.  **. 

3  Heaven 


TO  MY  LCTRDT  FROTTBTJTDR.       1.35 
HeaTcn  (that  hath  plac'd  this  ifland  to  gSv«  law» 
To  balance  Evrope,  and  her  ikites  to  ave) 
In  tfait  coD]unB\on  doth  on  firitaln  fmile ;    . 
The  gretteft  Leader,  and  the  greateft  Ifle !  • 

Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  nent» 
By  the  rud^  ocean,  from  the  continent ;. 
Or  thus  created;  it  was  fure  deiignM 
To  be  the  ikcf ed  refuge  of  mankind. 

Hither  th*  opprefled  Aall  henceforth  refbrt, 
Juftice  tot  orave,  and  fuccour»  at  your  Court  {. 
And  then  yonr  HightteCs,  not  for  ours  alone. 
But  for  the  'vrorld^s  Proteftor  ihall  be  luiowi|.. 

Fame,  fwifbr  dian  your  winged  navy,  £iea 
Through  every  land  that  near  the  ocean  lies  | 
Sounding  your  name,  and  telling  dreadful  new»: 
To  all  that  piracy  and  rapine  ufe. 

With  fuch  a  Chief  the  meaneft  nation  Ueft, 
Might  hope  to  lift  her  head  above  the  refti. 
^^Thtt  may  be  thought  impoffible  to  do 
By  us,  embiaced  by  the  Sea  and.  You  ? 

JLmdt  of  tbe  world*s  great  wafte,  the  ocean,  w«: 
Whole  forefts  fend  to  reign  upon  the  fea  $ 
And  eymy  coaft  nuy  trouble,  or  relieve  s 
But  none  can  vifit  us  widiout.your  leave*. 

Angelst*  and  we,  hinre  this  prerogative,. 
That  none  can  at  our  ha^iy  feats,  acdvet: 
While  ws  defoeod  at  pleafure,  to  invade 
Thcbadwitttyang^Boncei  «nd.  the  good  tp  akL. 

K  4.  Our 
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Our  little  world,  the  image  of  the  great. 
Like  that,  amidft  the  boundlefs  ocean  fet, 
Of  her  own  growth  hath  all  that  nature  craves  ; 
And  all  that  *t  rare,  as  tribute  from  the  waves. 

As  Egypt  does  not  on  the  clouds  rely, 
But  to  the  Nile  owes  more  than  to  the  iky ; 
So,  what  our  earth,  and  what  our  heaven,  denies. 
Our  ever-conftant  friend,  the  fea,  fuppKes. 

The  tafte  of  hot  Arabia's  fpice  we  know, 
Free  from  the-fcorching  fun  that  makes  it  gn>w-s 
Without  the  worm,  in  Perfian  filks  we  (hine; 
And,  without  planting,  drink  of  every  vine. 

To  dig  for  wealth,  we  weary  not  our  limbs  5 
Gold,  though  the  heavieft  metal,  hither  fwims  : 
Ours  is  the  hirveft  where  the  Indians  mow. 
We  plough  tlft  Deep,  and  reap  what  others  fow. 

Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  our  own  foil  breeds; 
Stout  are  our  men,  and  warlike  are  our  ftceds  : 
Rome,  though  her  eagle  through  the  world  had  flown 
Could  never  make  this  ifland  all  her  own. 

Here  the  third  £<iward,  and  the  Black  Prince  too, 
Frtnce-conquering  Henry  flourifliMj  and  now  You: 
For  whom  we  ftay'd,  as  did  the  Grecian  ftate. 
Till  Alexander  came  to  urge  their  fate. 

WKen  for  more  worlds  the  Macedonian  cryM, 
He  wift  not  Thetis  in  her  lap  did  hide 
Anottier  yet:  a  worid  refcrvM  for  yoa^ 
'#  BMiK  aiore  great  than  that  he  dad  fnbd^e. 


TO  MY  LORD  PROTECTOR,    .ijy 

■  He  fafely  might  old  troops  to  battle  lead, 
•  Againft  th*  iinwarlike  Pcrfian  and  the  Mede; 
Whofe  hafty  flight  did,  from  a  bloodlefs  field. 
More  fpoiis  than  honour  to  the.yi^lor  yield. 

A  race  unconquer'd,  by-  their  clime  made  bold, 
Th6  Caledonians,  arm*d  with  want  and  cold, 
Have,  by  a  fate  indulgent  to  your  fame. 
Been  from  all  ages  kept  for  you  to  tame. 

Whom  the  old  Roman  wall  fo  ill  confinM, 
With  a  new  chain  of  garrifons  you  bind  i 
Here  foreign  gold  no  more  Avail  make,  them-  come ; 
'  Our  Engliih  iron  holds  them  faft  at  home. 

They,  that  henceforth  muft  be  content  to  know 
No  warmer  region  than  their  hills  of  fnow. 
May  blame  the  fun  $  but  muft  eiUol  your  grace. 
Which  in  our  fenate  hath  allowM  them  place. 

Prefer'd  by  conqueil,  happily  o'erthrown. 
Falling  they  rife,  to  be  with  us  made  one : 
So  kind  Di^tors  made,  when  they,  came  -home. 
Their  vanquifh'd  foes  free  citizens  of  Rome. 

Like  favour  find  the  Lriih,  with  like  fate, 
Advanced  to  be  a  portion  of  our  ftate : 
While  by  your  valour,  and  your  bounteous  mind> 
Nations  divided  by  the  fea  are  joinM. 

Holland,  to  gain  your  friendHiip,  is  content 
To  be  our  out-guard  on  the  Continent : 
She  from  her  fellow-provinces  would  go, 
-lUthar  than  hazard  to  have  you  her  foe. 

In 
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In  our  late  fight,  when  cannons  did  diffofcy 
Preventing  pofts,  the  terror  and  the  ncrrs ; 
Our  Neighbottr-Princes  trembled  at  their  roar : 
But  our  con^n^Hon  makes  them  tmnble  moiv. 

Your  never-failing  (Word  made  war  to  ceafc ; 
And  now  you  heal  us  with  the  ads  of  peace  & 
Our  nunds  with  bounty  and  with  awe  engage. 
Invite  affe^lion,  and  refll^n  our  rage. 

Lefs  pleafure  take  brave  minds  in  battles  won» 
Than  in  reftoring  fuch  as  are  undone : 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear. 
But  man  alone  can  whom  he  conquers  fpare^ 

To  pardon,  willing ;  and  to^nifli,  loth ; 
You  ftrike  with  one  hand,  but  you  heal  with.  both« 
Lifting  up  all  l9iat  proftrate  lie,  you  grieve 
You  cannot  make  the  dead  again  to  live* 

When  fate  or  error  had  ouV-  age  -miiled. 
And  o*er  this  nation  fuch  confuiion  fpread  $ 
The  only  cure,  which  could  from  heaven  come  dow 
Was  io  much  power  and  piety  in  one ! 

One !  whofe  extra^^ion  from  an  antient  line 
Gives  hope  again  that  well-bom  men  may  fhine: 
The  meaneft,  in  your  nature  mild  and  good  j 
The  noble,  reft  fecured  in  your  blood. 

Oft  have  we  wonder'd,  how  you  hid  in  peace 
A  mind  proportioned  to  fuch  things  as  thefe ; 
How  fuch  a  ruling  fpirit  you  could  refh-ain, 
And  pi-afUfe  fafk  over  yourfelif  to  reign. 

Yc 
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Your  i#hrM  life  did  a  juft  pattern  gtve^ ' 
How  ^rther^y  hulbandsy  pious  Tons,  ibould  liret 
Bom  to  conuiuuidy  four  P^ncelf  virtues  llept, 
Like  tiiipMt  Da^d's»  if^liile  the  flock  he  kept. 

But  when  ydnr  troubkj  donntry'caird  you  fOrth^ 
your  J^fAiog  courage  and  ydiir  m&tchlefs  worth> 
Dabflbg  the  eyes  of  dl  that  dii  pretietady         ' 
To  fitrce  coAtbhtiott  gate  »f  rol^fcrOus  tod. 

^i&l  as  yod  nCc,  the  ftete,  exalted  tod. 
Finds  no  diftAnper  while  *tis  chuig*d  by  you} 
Changed  liie  llie  world*s  gred  fcenel  %toi,  without 

^  The  rifivg  fun.night*s  vulgar  lights  deftroyt.     [noift. 

Had  ydUy  fome  ages  paAi  this  race  of  gl<ny 
Run,  widi  ainaxement  ^  Ihould  read  your  ftbry  i 
^Bpt  living  virtue,  all  atchievemehts  pktty 
MbA  envy  ftill,  to  grapple  with  at  laft. 

This  Cxfar  found :  an(^  that  ungrateful  age, 
Wittrloiiiw  him,  went  back  tp  blood  and  rage  t 
Miibken  Brutiis  thought  to  break  their  yoke» 
But  cut  the  bond  of  union  with  that  ftrbke. 

That  fun  once  fet,  a  tbbufand  meaner  ftars 
Gave  a  dim  light  to  vWence  and  wars : 
To  (uch  a  tcmpeft  as  now  threatens  all» 
Did  not  your  mighty  arm  prevent  the  fall. 

If  Rome*s  great  fenate  could  not  wield  that  fword. 
Which  of  the  conquered  world  had  made  them  Lord  | 
What  hope  had  ours»  while  yet  their  power  was  new» 
To  role  yi^orious  anmes,  but  by  you  f 

'    Youl 
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You  !  that  had  taught  them  to  fubdue  tht ir  foes. 
Could  order  teach,  and  their  high  fpirits  compofe : 
To  every  duty  could  their  minds  engage^ 
Provoke  their  courage,  and  command  their  rage. 

So,  when  a  lion  ihakes.  his  di^padful  mane. 
And  angry  grows,  if  he  that  firft  took  pain 
To  tame  his  youth,  approach  the  haughty  beaft. 
He  bends  to  him*  but  flights  away  the  reft. 

As  the  vex'd  world,  to  find  rcpofe,  at  laft  ..   * 

Itfelf  into  Auguftus'  arms  did  caft : 

So  England  now  does,  with  like  toil  oppreft. 

Her  weary  head  upon  your  bofom  xeft. 

Then  let  the  Mufes,  with  C\ifih  notes  as  thefe, 
Inftru6l  us  what  belongs  UQto  our  peace  t 
Your  battles  they  hereafter  (hall  indite, 
And  draw  the  image  of  our  Mars  in  fight;       ^ 

Tell  of  towns  ftonn'd,  of  armies  over-run. 
And  mighty  kingdoms  by  your  condu^l  won ; 
How,  lArhile  you  thunderM,  clouds  of  duft  did  choak 
Contending  troops,  and  Teas  lay  hid  in  fmoke. 
lUuftrious  a£ts  high  raptures  do  infufe. 
And  every  conqueror  creates  a  Mufe : 
Here  in  low  ftrains.your  milder  deeds  we  (ing ; 
But  there,  my  Lord  I  we  MI  bays  and  olive  bring 

To  crown  your  head :  while  you  in  triumph  ride 
Or  vanquifliM  nations,  and  the  Tea  befide : 
While  all  your  Neighbour-Princes  unto  you. 
Like  Jofeph's  thcavts,  pay  reverence  and  bow* 

Of 
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Of  a  War  with  Spain,  and  Fight  at  Sea* 

NO  Wy  for  fome  ages, . had  the  pride  of  Spain 
Made  the  fun  Ihine  on  half  the  world  in  vain  ; 
While  flie  bid  war  to  all,  that  durft  fupply. 
The  place  of  thofe  her  cruelty. made  die. 
Of  nature^s  bounty  men  fofboi'e  to  taftej 
And  the  beft  portion  of  .the  earth  lay  wafte. 
From  the  new  world,  her  filver  and  her  gold' 
Came,  like  a  tempeft,  to  confound  the  old. 
Feeding  with  thefe  the  brib'd  Electors*  hopes* 
Alone  (he  gives  us  Emperors  and  Popes : 
With  thefe  accomplilhing  her  vaft  deiigns, . 
Europe  was  (haken  with  her  Indian  mines. 

When  Britain,  looking  with  a  juH  difdain 
Upon  this  gilded  majefty  of  Spain ; 
l'    And  knowing  well  that  empire  muft  decline, 
j   Whole  chief  fupport  and  finews  are  of  coin  j 
Our  nation^s  folid  virtue  did  oppofe, 
To  the  rich  troublcrs  of  the  world's  repofe. 

And  now  fome  months,  incamping  on  the  Main> 
Our  naval  army  had  befieged  Spain : 
They  that  the  whole  world's  monarchy  defign'd, 
Are  to  their  ports  by  our  bold  Fleet  confinM; 
From  whence  our  red  Crofs  they  triumphant  fee^ 
Hiding  without  a  rival  on  the  fea. 

Others  nay  ufe  the  ocean  as  their  road. 
Oily  the  Engliih  make  it  their  abode : 

Whofc 
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Whofe  ready  fails  with  every  wind  can  fly, 
And  make  a  covenant  with  th'  inconftant  flcy  t 
Our  oaks  fecure,  as  if  they  there  took  root,j 
We  tread  on  billows  with  a  fteady  foot. 

Mean-while,  the  Spaniards  in  America 
Near  to  the  Line  the  fun  approaching  faw;  '•' 
And  hopM  their  European  coafti  to  fmd 
Clear'd  from  our  fhips  by  ibft  autumnal  wind : 
Their  huge  capacious  galicoin  fhiff^d  with  plate. 
The  labouring  winds  drive 'flowly  tow'rds  their  fatt»^ 
Before  St.  Lucar  they  their  ^ns  difcharge. 
To  tell  their  joy,  or  to  invite  a  barge : 
This  heard  fome  ihips  of  ours  (though  out  of  view) 
And,  fwift  as  eagles,  to  the  quarry  flew : 
So  heedlefs  lambs>  which  for  their  mothers  T>leat,    • 
Wake  hungry  lions,  and  become  thei^.meat. 

Arrived,  they  foon  begin  that  tragic  ^lay. 
And  with  their  'fmoky  cannons  banifli  day : 
Night,  horrory  flaughter,  with  confuflon  meets* 
And  in  their  fable  arms  embrace  the  fleets. 
Through  yielding  planks  the  angry  bullets  fly, 
And,  of  one  wound,  hundreds  together  die : 
Bom  under  diflferent  ftars,  one  fate  they  have ; 
The  fliip  their  cofiin,  and  the  fea  their  grave ! 

Bold  were  the  men  which  on  the  oceaii  firft 
Spread  their  new  (iils,  when  fliipwreck  was  the  worft  t 
More  danger  now  from  man  alone  we  find. 
Than  from  the  rocks,  the  billows,  or  the  wind. 
They  that  had  fail'd  firom  near  th'  antaraic  P51c, 
Their  treafure  iafe,  and  all  dmr  refleU  whole. 

In 
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In  fight  of  their  dear  countiy  niinM  be, 
Without  the  guilt  of  either  rock  or  fea  ! 
What  they  would  fpare,  our  fiercer  art  de(lroy8> 
Surpaifing  ftorms  in  terror  and  in  noife. 
Once  Jove  from  Ida  did  |>oth  hofts  furvey. 
And,  when  he  pleas'd  ta  thunder*  part  the  fray  t 
Here»  Heaven  in  vain  that  kind  retreat  fiiould  found  t 
The  louder  cannon  had  the  thunder  drown'd. 
Some  we  made  prize :  while  odiers,  burnt  and  rent* 
With  their  rich  lading  to  the  bottom  went  t 
Down  finkf  at  once  (fo  Fortune  with  us  fports !) 
The  pay  of  armies,  and  the  pride  of  Courts. 
Vain  man !  whofe  rage  biuries  as  low  that  ftore. 
As  avarice  had  diggM  for  it  before  t 
MTbat  earthy  in  her  dark  bowels,  could  not  kee{> 
From  greedy  hands,  lies  fafer  in  the  Deep  : 
Where  Thetis  kindly  does  from  mortals  hide 
Thofe  feeds  of  luxury,  debate,  and  pride. 
And  now,  into  her  lap  the  richeft  prize 
Fell,  with  the  nobleft  of  our  enemies : 
The  *  Marquis  (glad  to  fee  the  fire  deftroy 
Wealth,  that  prevailing  foes  were  to  enjoy) 
Ont  from  his  flaming  ihip  his  children  fent* 
To  perifli  in  a  milder  element : 
Then  laid  him  by  his  burning  Lady^s  fide ; 
And,  fince  he  could  not  fave  her,  with  her  dy*d« 
Spicet  and  gums  about  them  melting  fry  | 
,  And,  phoenix-like,  in  that  rich  neft  they  die  i 

•  Of  ^jadoz» 

Ali^e^ 
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Alive,  in  flames  of  equal  love  they  burnM ; 
And  now,  together  are  to  afhes  tum'd : 
Aflies !  more  worth  than  all  their  funeral  coft ; 
Than  the  huge  treafure  which  was  with  them  loft. 
Thefe  dying  l6ver8>  and  their  floating  fons, 
Sufpend  the  flght,  and  filence  all  our  guns : 
Beauty  and  youth,  about  to  perifli^  finds 
Such  noble  pity  in  brave  EngliHi' minds  ; 
That  (the  rich  fpoil  forgot,  their  valour's  prize) 
All  labour  now  to  fave  their  enemies. 
How  frail  our  paflions!  how  foon  changed  are 
Our  wrath  and  fury  to  a  friendly  care  ! 
They  that  but  now  for  honour  and  for  plate 
Made  the  fea  bluih  with  blood,  refign*  their  hatej  • 
And,  their  young -foes  cndeavonring  to  retrieve, 
With  greater  hazard  than  they  fought,  they  dive. 

With  thefe  returns  vi&orious  Montagu, 
With  laurels  in  his  handi  and  half  •'Peru. 
Let  the  brave  Generals  divide  that  bough. 
Our  great  Proteftor  hath  fuch  wreaths  enough: 
His  conquering  head  has  no  moi-e  room  for  bays. 
Then  let  it  be,  as  the  glad  nation  prays  x 
Let  the  rich  ore  forthwith  be  melted  down. 
And  the  ftate  flx'd  by  making  him  a  crown : 
With  ermin  clad  and  purple,  let  him  hold 
A  royal' fceptre,  made  of  Spaniih  gold. 


Up 
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Upon  the  Death  of  the  Lord  Protector. 

WE  muft  refign !  Heaven  his  great  foul  doth'claim 
In  ftormsy  as  loud  as  his  immortal  fame : 
Hit  dying  groans,  his  laft  breath  (hakes  our  Ifle  j 
And  trees  uncut  fall  for  his  funeral  pile : 
About  his  palace  their  broad  roots  are  toft 
Into  the  air. — So  Romulus  was  loft  t 
New  Rome  in  fuch  a  terapeft  mifsM  her  King; 
Andy  from  obeying,  fell  to  worfhiping. 
On  Oeta*s  top  thus  Hercules  lay  dead, 
With  ruined  oaks  and  pines  abqut  him  fpread*. 
.The  poplar  too,  whofe  bough  he  wont  to  wear- 
On  his.  victorious  head,  lay  proftrate  there. 
Thofe  his  laft  fury  from  the  moimtain  rent : : 
Our  dying  Hero  from  the  continent 
RaviiK*d  whole  towns  j  and  forts  from  Spaniards  reft^ . 
As  his  iaft  legacy  to  Britain  left. 
The  ocean*  which  fo  long  our  hopes  coniin^d^ 
Could  give  Jio  limits. to  his  vafter  mind; 
Our  bounds^  enlargement  was  hh  lateft  toil ; 
Nor  hath  he  left  us  prifoners  to  our  Ifle : 
Under  the  tropic  is  our  language  fpoke : 
And  psut  of  Flanders  hath  received  our  yoke. 
From  civil  broils  he  did  us  diiengage  $ . 
Found  nobler  obj^s  for  o^r  martial  rage : 
And,  with  vrik  condu£V,  to  his  country  fhow*4  > 
The  antient  way  of  conquering  abroad. 

Ungrateful  then  I  if  we  no  tears  alfow 
Tp  hijDt  that  gave  ui  peace  and  empire  ioo* . 

L  Fruicet 
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Princes  that  fear'd  him,  grieve  j  concerned  to  fee 
No  pitch  of  glory  from  the  grave  is  free. 
Nature  herfelf  took  notice  of  his  death^ 
And,  fighing,  i^cll'd  the  fea  with  fuch  a  breath. 
That,  to  reinotcft  ihores  her  billow?  roll'd, 
Th'  approaching  fate  of  their  great  ruler  told. 

TO     THE     KING, 

Upon  his  Majesty's  happy  Return. 

TH  E  rifmg  fun  Complies  wilii  our  weak  fight, 
Firft  gilds  the  clouds,  then  ihews  his  globe  6f 
At  fuch  a  diftance  from  our  eyes,  aS  though       [light 
He  knew  what  harm  his  hafty  beams  would  do. 

But  your  full  majefty  at  once  breaks  forth 
In  the  meridian  of  your,  reign.     Your  worth. 
Your  youth,  and  all  the  fplendor  bf  your  ftatc, 
(Wrap'd  up,  till  now,  in  clouds  of  adverfe  Fateh) 
With  fuch  a  flood  of  light  invade  our  eyes. 
And  our  fpread  hearts  with  fo  great  joy  furprise} 
That,  if  your  grace  incline  that  we  fliould  lire. 
You  muft  not.  Sir !  too  haftily  forgive. 
Our  guilt  prcferves  us.  from  th'  excefs  of  joy. 
Which  fcatters  ipirits,  arid  would  lifedeftroy. 
All  are  obnoxious !  arid  this  faulty  land,*  •    ;■ 

Like  fainting  K^er^  does  befbre  you  ftand,  y   1 

Watching  your  fceptre ;  the  revolted  fea  - 

Trembles,  to  think  flie  did  ybuf  fbes  obey.  -  -'     ! 

Great  Britain,  like  blihA  Polypheme,  of  late, 
.In a wi Wrage,  becsnac tl^e fcom and hsctt        -     -  ' 

Of 
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Of  Iwr  fMnud  neigfabotirs,  who  began  to  tKink 
She  widk  the  weight  of  her  own  force  Would  fiak. 
But  yoa  are  -comey  anct^l  their  hopes  are  vain  | 
This  Giant-Iile  has  got  her  eye  again. 
NaWf  (he  might  i^pare  the  ocean ;  and  oppo(e 
Your  conduft  to  the  fierce^  of  her  foes. 
Kakedy  the  Graces  guarded  you  from  all 
Dangers  abroad  s  and  now,  your  thunder  ihall^ 
Princes  thai  (aw  you  different  pailions  prove  j 
For  now  they  dread  the  objeft  of  their  love  { . 
Nor  without  envy  can  behold  his  height^. 
Whole  converfatioA  was  their  late  del2|^* 
80  Sem/ele,  contented  with  the  rape 
Of  Jovcy  difguifed  in  a  mortal  ftiape» 
When  ihe  beheld  his  hands  with  lightning  fiWd, 
And  his  bright  rays,  was  with  ainazement  kilPd. 

And  though  it  be  our  forrow  and  our  crime, 
To  have  accepted  life  fo  long  a  time 
Without  you  here  j  yet  does  this  ahfence  gain 
No  fmall  advantage  to  your  prefent  reign  : 
For,  having  view'd  the  perfons  and  the  things, 
The  councils,  ftate,  and  ftrengtb,  of  Europe's  King6> 
You  know  your  work ;  ambition  to  reftrain, 
And  fet  them  bounds,  as  Heaven  does  to  the  Main. 
We  have  you  now  with  ruling  wifdora  fraugbt* 
Not  fuch  as  books,  but  fuch  as  pra£lice,  taught. 
So  the  loft  fun,  while  lead  by  us  enjoy'd. 
It  the  whole  night  for  our  concerns  employed  1 
He  ripens  fpices,  fruit,  and  precious  gums. 
Which  from  remoteft  regions  hither  comes. 

L  %  Thi4 
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This  feat  of  yours  (from  th'  other  world  rcmov'd) 
Had  Archimedes  known,  he  might  have  prov'd 
His  engine's  force^  fixM  here;  your  power  and  Skill 
Make  the  world's  motion  wait  upon  your  will. 

Much-fuiiering  Monarch  1  the  firft  Engli{h-bom» 
That  has  the  crown  of  thefe  three  nations  worn ! 
How  has  your  patience  with  the  barbarous  rage 
Of  your  own  foil  contended  half  an  age  ? 
Till  (your  try'd  virtue  and  your  (acred  word 
At  lafl  preventing  your  unwilling  fword) 
Armies  and  fleets,  which  kept  you  out  fo  long> 
Own'd  their  great  Sovereign,  and  redrefsM  his  wrong* 
When  ftrait  the  people,  by  no  force  compellM, 
Nor  longer  from  their  inclination  held> 
Break  forth  at  once,  like  powder  fet  on  fire; 
And^  with  a  noble  rage,  their  King  require. 
So  th'  injured  fea,  which  from  her  wonted  courTe, 
To  gain  fome  acres,  avarice  did  force, 
If  the  new  banks,  neglected  once,  decayy 
No  longer  will  from  her  old  channel  ftayj. 
Raging,  the  late-got  land  flie  overflows. 
And  all  that  *s  built  upon  *t  to  ruin  goes. 

Offenders  now,  the  chiefeft,  do  begin 
To  ftrive  for  grace,  and  expiate  their  fin : 
All  wmdt  blow  fair,  that  did  the  world  embroil ; 
Your  vipecs  treacle  yield,  and  fcorpions  oil. 

If  then  fuch  praife  the  *  Macedonian  got| 
For  having  rudely  cut  the  Gordian  knot^ 

f  Alexander* 

What 


TO    THE    KING.  149 

What  glory  ^s  due  to  him,  that  could  divide 
Such  ravelM  interefts  ?  has  the  knot  unty^dT, 
And»  without  ftroke,  Co  fmooth  a  paflfage  made. 
Where  craft  and  malice  fuch  impeachments  laid  f 

But  #hile  we  praife  you»  you  afcribe  it  all 
To  Hit  high  hand,  which  threw  the  untouched  wall 
Of  felf-demolifliM  Jericho  fo  low  t 
Hit  Angel  *twas  that  did  before  you  go  { 
TamM  £ivage  hearts,  and  made  aflfedlions  yield. 
Like  ears  of  com  when  wind  falutes  the  field,    [ends, 

ThuSy  patience  crownM,  like  Job*S|  your  trouble 
Haying  your  foes  to  pardon*  and  your  friends  t 
Pot,  though  your  courage  were  fo  firm  a'rock. 
What  private  virtue  could  endure  the  fhock  ^ 
Like  your  Great  Mafter,  you  the  ftorm  withftood. 
And  pity^d  thofe  who  love  with  frailty  ihewM. 

Rude  Indians*  torturing  all  the  royal  race* 
Him  with  the  throne  and  dear-bought  fceptre  grace 
That  fuffers  bcft :  what  region  could  be  found. 
Where  your  heroic  head  had  not  been  crown'd  ? 

The  next  experience  of  your  mighty  mind 
Is>  how  you  combat  Fortune  now  (he  *s  kind : 
And  this  way  too  you  are  victorious  found  i 
She  flatters  with  the  fame  fuccefs  /he  frown'd. 
While,  to  yourfelf  fcverc,  to  others  kind. 
With  power  unboimded,  and  a  will  confinM^ 
Of  this  vaii  empire  you  poflfcfs  the  care, 
The  fofter  parts  fall  to  the  people^s  fliare* 
Safety  and  equal  government  are  things 
Which.fubje^s  make  as  happy  as  their  Kings. 

L  3  Faith, 
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Faith,  law,  andpieCT  (dBtfauift'dtBZBi) 
J^;*]cc  ir.'i  rryth,  with  yen  jeima  aeais : 
The  cirjr's  trade,  and  cfmBtrr'i  cafr  li^. 
Once  more  fhafl  fvorii 
Your  reign  no  lefii  iCnres  iht  ] 
jTnsui  the  warn  nni  adrasces  bs  i 
And  does  die  flicpherds  as  fecuigly  keep. 
From  ail  tiieir  fcam,  as  thej  pcefenre  tbdr  i 

But  abore  all,  die  Mnfe-infpired  tnin 
Trimoph,  and  raiie  dieir  droopiag  heads  again : 
Kind  Hearen  at  once  hav,  tn  jonr  perlba,  fair 
Tbeir  £iend  fadge,  their  gtnrd^  and  s 


**  Nee  magis  csppefi  TiiItiM  per  ahese^  figna, 
'*  Qgam  per  vasb  opos  morcsy  animl^iie  Tixonioi 
**  Claroram  appoiCDt  •  *  •  ^*  Ho&at. 

Oy     ST.     JAMES*S    PARK, 
Aft  lately  improved  by  his  Majesty. 

OF  the  firft  panuHfe  thexe  *s  nothing  found. 
Plants  fet  by  Heaven  are  TanifhM,  and  the  ground  f 
Yet  the  defcription  lafts :  who  knows  the  fate 
Of  lines  that  (hall  diis  Paradife  relate? 

Inftead  of  riyers  rolling  by  the  fide 
Of  Eden*8  garden,  here  flows  in  the  tide: 
The  Tea,  which  always  fenr*d  his  empire,  iigw 
Pays  tribute  to  our  Princess  pleafure  too. 
Of  famous  cities  we  the  founders  kno^j 
But  riTirt  old  as  feas,  to  which  diey  go. 
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Arc  nature's  bounty:  'tis  of  more  renown 
To  make  a  river,  than  to  build  a  town. 

For  future  fliade,  7«>vag  trees  upon  the  banks 
Of  the  new  ftream  afipear  in  even -ranks  t 
The  voioe  of  Orpheus,  or  Araphion's  hand. 
In  better>  order  could  not  make  them  ftand.' 
May  they  increafe  as  faft,  and  fpread  their  boughs> 
As  the  kigb  ^ame  pf  their  great  owner  grows ! 
May  he  live  long  enough  to  fee  them  all 
Dark  flisdows  x:aft,  and  as  his  palace  tall ! 
Methinks  I  fee  the  love  that  (hall  be  made,  ' 
The  lovers  walking  in  that  amorous  (hade: 
The  gallants  dancing  by  the  river  fide  5 
They  bathe  in  fummef ,  and  in  winter  Hide. 
Mediinks  I  hear  the  muiic  in  the^  boats. 
And  the  loud  Echo  which  returns  the  notes  2  ' 
While  overhead  a  flock  of  new-fprung  fowl 
Hangs  in  the  air,  and  does  the  fun  control. 
Darkening  the  iky :  they  hover  o'er,  and  (hrowd ' 
The  wanton  failors  with  a  fcather'd  cloud.  - 
Beneath,  a  flioal  of  filver  filhes  glides. 
And  plays  about  the  gilded  barges'  fides : 
The  Ladies  angling  in  the  cryflal  lake, 
Feaft  on  the  waters  with  the  prey  they  take : 
At  once  vi^orious  with  their  lines  and  eyes. 
They  make  the  fiihes  and  ,the  men  their  prize.  - 
A  ithoufand.  Cupids  on  the  billows  ride. 
And  Sea-Nymphs  enter  with  the  fwelling  tide ; 
From  Thetis  fent  as  fpies,  to  make  report, 
And  tell  the  wooden  of  her  Sovereign's  Court. 

L4..  AU 
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All  that  can,  living,  feed  the  greedy  eye. 

Or  dead,  the  palate,  here  you  may  defcry; 

The  choiceft  things  that  furnifh'd  Noah*8  ark, 

Or  Peter's  fliect,  inhabiting  this  Park  t 

All  with  a  border  of  rich  fruit-trees  crownM, 

Whofe  loaded  branches  hide  the  lofty  mound. 

Such  various  ways  the  fpacious  alleys  lead. 

My  doubtful  Mufe  knows  not  what  path  to  tread* 

Yonder,  the  harveft  of  cold  months  laid  up> 

Gives  a  freih  coolnefs  to  the  royal  cup : 

There  ice,  like  cryftal  firm,  and  never  loft» 

Tempers  hot  July  with  December's  froft ; 

Winter's  dark  prifon^  whence  he  cannot  fly. 

Though  the  warm  fpring,  his  enemy,  draws  nigh* 

Strange !  that  extremes  ihould  thus  preferve  the  fnow^ 

High  on  die  Alps,  or  in  deep  caves  below. 

Here  a  well-polifli'd  Mall  gives  us  the  joy. 
To  fee  our  Prince  his  matchlefs  force  employi 
His  manly  pofhire,  and  his  graceful  mien,  . 
Vigour  and  youth  in  all  his  motions  feen  | 
His  fliape  fo  lovely,  and  his  limbs  fo  ftrong^ 
Confirm  our  hopes  we  (hall  obey  him  long. 
No  fooner  has  he  touch'd  the  flying  ball. 
But  'tis  already  more  than  half  the  Mall: 
And  fuch  afury  from  his  arm  his  got. 
As  from  a  finoking  culverin  'twere  fhot. 

Near  this  my  Mufe,  what  moft  delights  her,  fees 
A  living  gallery  of  aged  trees : 
Bold  fons  of  earth,  that  du*uft  their  arms  fo  high. 
At  if  once  more  they  would  invade  the  fkj^ 

In 
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In  Aich  green  palaces  the  firft  Kings  reignM, 
Slept  in  their  fiiades,  and  Angels  entertained : 
With  fuch  old  counfellors  they  did  advife, 
Andy  by  fi-equenting  (acred  grovel,  grew  wife. 
Free  ftrom  th^  impediments  of  light  and  noife^ 
Man»  thus  retir'dy  his  nobler  thoughts  employs. 
Here  Charles  contrives  the  ordering  of  his  ftates^ 
Here  he  refolves  his  neighbouring  Princes^  fates  : 
What  nation  (hall  have  peace,  where  war  be  rnade^ 
Determine  is  in  this  oraculous  (hade  $ 
The  world,  from  India  to  the  frozen  Nort3iy 
Concerned  in  what  this  folitude  biings  forth. 
His  hney  oojeSs  from  his  view  receives } 
The  profpe£l  thought  and  contemplation  gives« 
That  feat  df  empire  here  fsdutes  his  eye. 
To  which  three  Icingdoms  do  themfelves  apply  | 
The  ftruaure  by  a  •  Prelate  rais'd,  Whitehall, 
Built  with  the  fortune  of  Rome^s  Capital : 
Both,  diiprqportionM  to  the  prefent  ftate 
Of  their  proud  founders,  were  approvM  by  Fate« 
From  hence  he  does  that  f  antique  Pile  beholdj 
Where  royal  heads  receive  the  faa-ed  gold  4 
It  gives  them  crowns,  and  does  their  aihes  keep  | 
There  made  like  Gods,  like  mortals  there  they  deep  j 
Making  the  circle  of  their  reign  complete^ 
Thofe  funs  of  empire !  where  they  rife,  they  fet. 
When  others  fell,  thifli  ftanding  did  prefage 
The  crown  ihould  triumph  over  popular  rage : 

•  Cardinal  WoUey.        f  Weftminfter-Abbey. 

Kara 
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Hard  by  that  •  Houfe  where  all  our  ills  were  (hapM«  - 

Th'  aufpicious  temple  ftood,  and  yet  efcapM. 

So,  fnow  on  ^tna  does  unmelted  lie, 

Whence  rolling  flames  and  fcatterM  cinders  fly ; 

The  diftant  country  in  the  ruin  fliares. 

What  falls  from  heaven  the  burning  mountain  fpares. 

Next,  that  f  capacious  Hall  he  fees,  die  room 

Where  the  whole  nation  does  for  juftice  come  : 

Under  whofe  large  roof  flourifhes  the  gown, 

And  judges  grave  on  high  tribunals  frown. 

Here  like  the  people's  pallor  he  does  go» 

His  flock  fubje£led  to  his  viiew  below  : 

On  which  reflefling  in  his  mighty  mind^^ 

No  private  paflion  does  indulgence  find  : 

The  pleafures  of  his  youth  fufpended  are, 

And  made  a  facriiice  to  public  care. 

Here,  free  from.  court«compliances,  he  walks  ^ 

And  with  himfelf,  his  bed  advifer,  talks  : 

How  peaceful  olives  may  his  temples  fliade. 

For  mending  laws,  and  for  reftoring  trade  : 

Or,  how  his  brows  may  be  with  laurel  charg'd. 

For  nations  conquerM,  and  our  bounds  enlarged > 

Of  anticnt  prudence  here  he  ruminates. 

Of  riiing  kingdoms^  and  of  falling  ftates  : 

What  i-uling  arts  gave  great  Auguftus  fame  ; 

And  how  Alcides  purchasM  fuch  a  name. 

Hit  eyet^  upon  his  {  native  Palace  bent, 

Clofe  by,  fuggefts  a  greater  argument : 

*  A.  of  Commons,  f  Wcftminlter-htlL  %  St.  James>. 

His 
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Kt  dMmfliti  nft  lli^Mr»  mrlMi  kedoet  rsfleft  ' 
On  wbtt  the  woMtmj  flPomthat  ihtr  cxptQ^. 
Which  at  hit  hirdi  t^paafid^  te  kt  ut  iee, 
Dty,  firhuikke,  roM'tMLiimm^tMgmt 
APrisce,  Miwh^minch^aiffeMatlti^cbcliiiiite,, 
Bon  hM  diTiciecl  WOtim.  te  WOJUCMC  ! 
Whifwcr  Httftny  cr  lu||^i>*eKtnEned'luoodf' 
Could  piomir»»  or  foftftd,  he/wiU  dnke  good l». 
Xdorm  thcfentftioBSy'^ndiiainrtrethettJBon^. 
Than  this  fiHrPteky  from^Mfattif:'«Mbc£»re«. 

.     Of.  ^  ibTafioB  and  Defeat  of  iht  T«4t.K:S» 

itt -the  Year.  t68s« 

THE'modtitt  Niiniod^  with  a  iafe  dd^t 
PorfoiDg  beaftt,  that  fave  themfelvet  by4i£^t| 
•   Srown  proud,  aad  weary  o^.hit  wonted  game^.    • 
Would  Chriftians  chafe,  and  facrifice  to'fame. 
A  Priaoij  wkh' eunuchs  and  the  fofter  iex 
.    fliut  up  ib  longt  would  warlike  natioat  vex^ 
Bhnroke  the  Germany  and»  ncgleding  Heavm^ 
Soiget  the  truce  for  which  his  oath  was  given* 

ffia  Grand  Vifier,  prefuming  to  tnreft 
The  chief  •  imperial  city  of  the  Weft, 
With  the  lirft  chaige  compellM  in  haAe  to  rile^ 
Hit  treafure*  tentty  and  cannon,  left  apnic  i 
The  tandaid  loft^  and  Janiaariet  flain, 
leader  the  hfl|«s  hi  gave  his  matar  vaiiw 

•  Ykauu 
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The  fiylng  Turks,  that  bring  the  tidings  home* 
Renew  the  memory  of  his  father"**  doom  s 
And  his  guaid  murmuri,  that  fo  often  brings 
Down  from  tlie  throne  their  unfuccefsfQl  Kings* 

The  trembling  Sultan  '$  forced  to  expiate 
His  own  ill- conduct  by  an  other  *s  fate* 
The  Grand  Vifier,  a  tyrant,  though  a.  Have, 
A  fair  example  to  his  mafter  gave  j 
He  BafTas*  heads,  to  fave  his  own,  made  fly. 
And  now,  the  Sultan  to  prefcrvej  muft  die* 

The  fatal  bow- firing  was  not  in  his  thought, 
Wlieiii  breaking  tnice,  he  fo  unjuftly  fought : 
Made  the  world  ti^emble  with  a  numerous  hoft. 
And  of  undoubted  victory  did  boa  ft. 
Strangled  he  lies !  yet  fecms  to  cry  aloud, 
To  warn  the  mighty,  and  inftm^  the  proud. 
That  of  the  Great,  neglefllng  to  be  juft. 
Heaven  in  a  moment  makes  an  heap  of  duft» 

The  Turks  fo  iow,  why  Should  the  Chriftians  lafe 
SncH  an  advantage  of  their  barbarous  foes  ? 
Negle£k  I'helr  pre  fen  t  ruin  to  complete. 
Before  another  Solyman  they  get? 
Too  late  they  would  with  ihame,  repenting,  dread 
That  numerous  herd,  by  fuch  %  lion  led. 
He  Rhodes  and  Buda  from  the  Cliriftians  tore. 
Which  timely  union  might  again  reftore. 

But,  fparing  Turki,  jis  if  with  rage  pofleft, 
The  Chriftiani  perifh,  by  thenifelves  oppreft ; 
Cities  and  provinces  fo  dearly  won, 
Tlut  the  viSorious  popf^c  are  ttndone  I 
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:'       What  Angel  ihall  defcend,  to  reconcile 
,    The  Cliriftian-ftates,  and  end  their  guilty  toil  ? 
I    A  Prince  more  fit  from  Heaven  we  cannot  afk, 
I    Than  Britain^s  King,  for  fuch  a  glorious  tafk : 
Hit  dreadful  navy^  and  his  lovely  mind. 
Gives  him  the  fear  and  favour  of  mankind- 
His  warrant  does  the  Chriftian  faith  defend  ; 
On  that  relying^  all  their  quarrels  end. 
The  peace  is  iignM>  and  Britain  does  obtain^ 
What  Rome  had  fought  from  her  fierce  Tons  in  Tain» 

In  l>attles  won>  Fortune  a  part  doth  claim. 
And  foldiers  have  their  portion  in  the  fame  i 
In  this  fuccefsful  union  we  find 
Only  the  triumph  of  a  worthy  mind* 
•Tis  all  accomplifliM  by  his  royal  word, 
Without  uniheathing  the  deftru6live  fword  s 
Widiout  a  tax  upon  his  fubjecls  laid. 
Their  peace  difturb'd,  their  plenty,  or  their  trade* 
And  what  can  they  to  fuch  a  Prince  deny, 
Widi  whofe  defires  the  greateft  Kings  comply  } 

The  arts  of  peace  are  not  to  him  unknown^ 
This  happy  way  he  marched  into  the  throne : 
And  we  owe  mpre  to  Heaven,  than  to  the  fword^ 
The  wifli^d  return  of  fo  benign  a  Lord. 

Charles,  by  old  Greece  with  a  new  freedom  grac^d^ 
Above  her  antique  Heroes  (hall  be  placed* 
What  Thefeus  did,  or  Theban  Hercules, 
Holds  no  compare  with  this  vi^orious  peace : 
Which  on  the  Turks  (hall  greater  honour  gain. 
Than  all  their  giants  and  their  monftera  flain. 

ThoTe 
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Thofe  are  bold  tales,  in  fabnlons  ages  told  j 
This  glorious  a&  tiie  living  do  behold. 

TO      THE      Q^U  E  E  N, 

Upon  her  MAJESTY'S  Birth-day,  after  her  hap^ 

Recovery  from  a  dangenms  Sickucfs. 

FARE  WELL  the  year  which  threaten'd  Co 
The  fairefl  light  the  world  can  (how. 
Welcome  the  new !  whofe  every  day, 
Reftorihg  what  was  fnatch'd  away 
By  pining  ficknefs  from  the  Fair, 
That  matchlefs  beauty  does  repair; 
So  fall,  that  the  approaching  fpring 
(Which  does  to  flowery  meadows  bring 
What  the  rude  winter  from  them  tore) 
Shall  give  her  all  (he  had  before. 

But  we  recover  not  fo  faft 
The  fenfe  of  fuch  a  danger  paft ; 
We,  that  efteemM  you  fent  from  Heaven, 
A  pattern  to  this  Ifland  given ; 
To  (hew  us  what  the  BlefsM  do  there. 
And  what  alive  they  pra£lis'd  here  5 
When  that  which  we  immortal  thought. 
We  faw  fo  near  deifa*u6Uon  brought, 
Felt  all  which  you  did  th^n  endure ; 
And  tremble  yet,  as  not  fecure. 
So,  though  the  fun  vi^lorious  be. 
And  from  a  dark  eclipfe  fet  free ; 
The  influence,  which  wc  fondly  fear, 
Affliftt  our  thoughts  the  following  year, 

3  But,   ^ 


TO     TjHE     QiJ-EE«»-  «|| 

3ut9  that  which  may  reliere  our  cart 
"It^  that  you  have  a  help  io  near 

For  all  the  evil  you  can  prove  j 
'  The  kindneft  of  your  Royai  Lore. 

He  that  wat  never  known  to  mourn, 
-.  80  naay  kingdoms-from  him  torn. 
Hit  tears  refervM  for  you  :  more  dear, 
.More  pria*d  than  all  thefe  kingdoms  were! 
•For^  vAm  ap  healing  art  prevatl*4»  ...  ^ 

WWb  oordials  and  elixirs  failed, 

'On  yonr  pole  cheek  he  dropt  the  (lumu$ 
JtevirM  JOB.  like  a  dying  flower. 

taig  by  Mrs.KifiGBT  to  her  M A  J£ 8T Y^ 
onhcrfiirth-J>ay» 

THIS  happy  day  two  lights  are  feen, 
A  glorious  Saint,  a  matchleis  Queens 
Both  namM  alike,  both  crownM  appear, 
TIk  Saint  above,  th*  Infimta  here. 
May  all  thofe  years,  which  Catharine 
The  Martyr  did  for  heaven  re%n. 

Be  added  to  the  line 
Of  your  blcft  life  among  ns  hive  I 
For  all  i}m  pains  that  (he  did  feel. 
And  all  the  torments  of  her  wheel. 
May  yoo  u  many  pleafures  ihare  I 


1 


May  Hdivdr  ilftlf'conteiit 
«Witk  Cttbariat.the  Saint  I 


Withoiit 
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Without  appearing  old. 
An  hundred  times  may  you^, 
With  eyes  as  bright  as  now^ 
This  welcome  day  behold ! 

0  F     H  E  R     MAJESTY,      - 
""        ""       pn  New-year's  Day,  1683; 

WHAT revoltitions  in  thie  worldhaye  been  ! * 
How  are  we  chang*d,  ftnce  we  firft  faw  theQueen! " 
She,  like  the  Sfin,  does^ftill  the  fame  appear ; 
Bright  as  ihe  was  at  her  arrival  here !  * 
Time  has  commiflion  mortals  to  impair, 
Btit  things  codeftial  is  obligM  to  fpare^. 

May  every  new  year  find  her  ftiil  the  fame, 
In  health  and  beauty,  as  ihe  hither  came ! 
When  Lord^  and  Commons,  with  united  Voice,*, 
Th'  Infanta  nam'd,  approved  the  royal  choice  : 
Firft  of  aur  Queens,  whom  not  the  King  alone. 
But  the  whole  nation,  lifted  to  the  throne. 

With  UKe  coiftfent,  andiike  defert,  was  crown'd 
The  •  glorious  Prince,  that  does  the  Turk  confound* , 
Vi6lorious  both !  His  condufi  wins  tiie  day } 
And  her  eacarople  chaces  vice  away. 
Though  louder  fame  attend  the  martial  rage, 
•Tis  greater  glory  to  reform  Ac  age* 

•  John  Sobidki^.K.  of  Poland*. 

or 


t    ^^i     1 

(0    t        TEA, 
ConimtiMM  %f  iBm  MA  jnST  It. 

XT^NUS  her  myitis,  Phcebus  has  his  bays; 
^ V    "tta.  both  excels^  which  Ihc  vouchfafel  to  prai(e. 
^Ilie  beft  of  (^een8>  and  l>eft  of  herbs,  we  owe 
iTo  tiute  tksld  nadoft  which  the  way  did  ihetr 
^  the  fiur  fcgioB,  where  the  fttn  does  rife  ; 
ynolk  rich  produ6lions  we  fo  juftly  prize* 
The  Muftis  jPnend,  Tea»  does  our  fancy  aid  i 
ttepifit  thofe  tapoura  which  die  head  invadd  } 
And  keeps  that  pakce  of  the  foul  ferene. 
Fit,  cm  her  Biith-iay,  to  falute  the  Qdeen.  . 

PROLOGUE   for  the  L^y-A£bors  i 
1^[>e4en  befei-e  K.  Charles  IL 

AM A2£  us  xM>t  with  that  majeftic  fh>wn  ; 
Sot  lay  aiide  the  greatneik  of  your  crown  I 
And  for  that  look,  which  does  your  people  awe. 
When  in  yoUr  throne  and  robes  you  give  them  laW|( 
Lay  it  by  here  j  and  ^ve  a  gentler  fmile ! 
finch  at  we  fee  great  Jove^a  in  picture,  whil6 
iie'Kfttnt  to  Apollo's  charming  lyre. 
Or  judges  of  the  foHgs  he  does  tnfpire. 
ComcctjsBBi  OB  the  Sta^s  (hew  all  Uieir  ikill. 
And  after  4o  m  love  ^d  tbrtune  willc 
We  are-leie  ctitful,  hid  in  this  difguife ; 
la  our  own  cloatbs  more  ferious,  and  mote  wife. 
'-  %t'  Modcd 
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Modeft  at  home,  upon  the  Stage  more  bold ; 
We  fcem  warm  lovers,  though  our  breafts  be  cold  j 
A  fault  tQinmitted  here  defenres  no  fcom. 
If  we  a£l  well  the  parts  to  which  wc  're  born. 

Of  her  Royal  HIGHNESS,  Mother  to  thePrin«e 

of  O  R  A  N  G  E  : 

And  of  her  Portrait  written  by  the  late  Duchefs  of 

York  while  ihe  lived  with  her. 

HEROIC  Nymph !  in  tempcfts  the  fupport. 
In  peace  the  glory,  of  the  Briti/h  Court! 
Into  whofe  arms,  the  Church,  the  State,  and  all 
That  precious  is,  or  facred  here,  <^d  fall. 
Ages  to  come,  that  ihall  your  bounty  hear. 
Will  think  you  miftrefs  of  the  Indies  were  t 
Though  ftreightcr  bounds  your  fortune  did  confine. 
In  your  large  heart  was  found  a  wealthy  Mine  2 
"  Like  the  bleft  oil,  the  widow's  lafting  feaft. 
Your  treafure,  as  you  pourM  it  out,  increased. 
While  feme  your  beauty,  fome  your  bounty  fing, 
Your  native  Ifle  does  with  your  praifes  ring : 
But  above  all,  a  •  Nymph  of  your  own  train. 
Gives  us  your  charafter  in  fuch  a  drain. 
As  none  but  {he,  who  in  that  court  did  dwell. 
Could  know  fuch  woith  i  or  worth  defcribe  fo  well. 
So,  while  we  mortals  here  at  heaven  do  guefs. 
And  more  our  weaknef^  than  the  place  expiiefs  i 
Some  angel,  a  domelHc  there,  comes  down. 
And  tells  the  wonders  he  hath  feen  and  known. 

•  Lady  Anne  Hyde.  T  O 


TO    THE     DUCHESS     OF     ORLEANS, 
whqp  ihe  was  taking  leave  of  the  Coajt  at  Dover* 

TH  AT  fun  of  beauty  did  among  ut  rift, 
^      England  firft  faw  the  light  of  jrour  fair  eyes. 
In  Englifh  too  your  early  wit  was  ihown  : 
Fafoor  that  language!  which  was  then  your  own. 
When,  though  a  child,  through  guards  you  made  your 
What  fleet,  or^urmy,  could  an  ang^  ftay?         [wayi 
Thrice  haipff  Britain !  if  (he  could  retain. 
Whom  fhc  firft  bred,  within  her  ambient  Mun. 
Our  late-burnt  London,  in  apparel  new. 
Shook  off  her  aihes  to  have  treated  you  i 
But  we  muft  fee  our  glory  fiiatchM  away. 
And  with  warm  tears  increafe  the  guilty  fea  t 
No  wind  can  favour  us ;  however  it  blows, 
We  muft  be  wreckM,  and  our  dear  treafure  lof^  I 
Sighs  will  not  let  us  half 'our  forrows  tell— > 
Fair,  lovtly,  great,  and  beft  of  Nymphs,  farewel  t 

Upon  her  *  MAJESTY^S  new  Buildings  at 

SoiiBR  SET-HOUSE. 

GREAT  Queen!  that  does  our  Ifland  blefs. 
With  Princes  and  with  Palaces  t 
Treated  fo  ill,  cl^ac^d  from  your  throne,  ^ 
Rttnming,  you^om  the  town.i . 

^  Henrietu  Maria,  .(^Dowager  oflC.  Charles  !.' 
V  *       M  a  And 


TitM*  :!«:'"•  v^nr  am  Tiime  -vrti  -'^Il* 

7Eji>  >ssc2  inA.  i0ic!u  ant  mu.  jwiu. 
Tvur  inntfas-  in,  ^loc  i&cn  a'attmiipgy 

Ac  'i<i«:'i  T'vx  pariea  nut  rziiin*:. 

A.t  Mcd*  are  ^  flfaeiv  -v*3BSEd  frrsse  i 
TMOfl^  '"'^  rk;ic  ssjuii,  taerr  sdb  ace  ^aiTi^ 

At>?d^g  kMfte  nuuI^Ea&t  far, 
N'VC  hriizlTi,  iv:  dut  fatal  Wi 
Y«nr  kiodivef^  baaiiha  ja«r  for, 
K«iSf>}ir*d  to  ^x  i«  rrcr  iKrr. 

But  what  new  Mine  this  work  fiqiplies  ? 
r'»ft  /fieh  a  pile  from  min  rife? 
T  hf »  like  the  /irft  creation  ihowf , 
A*  if  at  ycnir  command  tt  roie, 

Frnf^ality  and  botmty  too, 
(Thofe  different  virfiien)  meet  in  yovi% 
tram  a  confurd,  well-manag'd,  ftore, 
Vm\  hoth  emplr»y  and  feed  the  poor* 

Let  foreign  Princes  vainly  boaft 
The  rude  elFe^s  of  pride  and  coft  \ 
Of  vafter  fabricn,  to  which  they 
Contritnitc  nothing,  but  the  pay. 

Thi«i  by  the  Qjieen  hcrfeif  defign*^ 
OlvM  UN  A  pottcrn  of  her  mind  i 
'rh«  f^nlr  und  order  duct  proclaim 
The  tf«muii  of  that  Royal  Dame. 

Es 


ON  HER  MAIESm  NEW  BUILDINGS.  1^5 

Bach  part  with  juft  proportion  gntcM; 

And  all  to  fuch  ^vantage  placed  j 

That  the  fair  view  her  window  yields^ 

The  town,  the  river,  and  the  fields, 

£ntertngy  heneath  us  we  defcry; 

And  wonder  how  we  came  £0  high.  r 

She  needs  no  weary  fteps'afcejtd  I 
All  feems  hefore  her  feet  to  bend  t 
And  here,  as  ihe  was  born,  ihe  lies } 
High)  without  taking  pa^^s  to  rife* 

OF   A   TREE    CUT   IN   PAPER. 

FAIR  hand  I  that  can  on  virgin-paper  wrke. 
Yet  from  the  ftain  of  ink  preftrve  it  i^te  1 
Whofe  travel  o*er  that  (ilver  field,  does  flioWf 
Like  track  of  levenets  in  morning  ihov.. 
Lovers  image  thus  in  pureft  minds  is  wrought^ 
Without  a  fpot,  or  bieoii4tj  to  the  tl^ougl^t. 
Strange  that  your  fii\gfrs  /hould  the  pencil  f^il* 
Without  the  help  of  colours,  or  of  oil  1 
For,  though. a  painter  boughs  and  leaves  can  make) 
*Tis  you  alone  can  make  them  bend  and  ihakes 
Whofe  breath  falutes  yqur  nevrcreated  grove. 
Like  fouthem  winfis,  and  makes  it  gently  move*. 
Orpheus  could  make  the  toeft  dance;  but  yoa; 
Can  make  t^ie  Motioa,  and  the  forcft  too. 


Ml  TO 
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TO        A        LADY, 

From  whom  he  received  the  foregoing  Copy,  which 

for  many  years  had  been  loft. 

NOTHING  lies  hid  from  radiant  eyes  j 
All  they  fubdue  become  their  fpies  : 
Secrets,  as  choiceft  jewels,  are 
Prefented  to  oblige  the  Fair  : 
No  wonder  then,  that  a  loft  thought 
Should  there  be  found,  where  fouls  are  caught. 

The  picture  of  fair  Venus  (that 
For  which  men  fay  the  Goddefs  fat) 
Was  loft,  till  Lely  from  your  look 
Again  that  glorious  image  took. 

If  Virtue's  felf  were  loft,  we  might 
From  your  fair  mind  new  copies  write  i 
All  things,  but  one,  you  can  reftorej 
The  heart  you  get  returns  no  more* 

*0F    THE    LADY     MARY, 
Princefs  of  O  R.  a  N  G  E. 

AS  once  the  lion  honey  gave, 
Out  of  the  ftrong  Juch  fweetnefs  cam&j 
A  royal  Hero,  no  lefs  brave. 
Produced  this  fweet,  this  lovely  dame. 


To 


OP  THE  PRINCESS  OF  ORANGE.       tSf 

To  her,  the  Prince  that  did  oppofe 

Such  mighty  armies  in  the  field. 
And  Holland  from  prevailing  foes 

Could  fo  well  free,  lumfelf  does  yield. 

Not  Belgians  fleet  (his  high  command) 
Which  triumphs  where  the  fun  does  rife; 

Nor  all  the  force  he  leads  by  land. 

Could  guard  him  from  h^  conquering  eyes. 

Orange,  with  youth,  experience  has  $ 

In  a6lion  young,  in  council  old: 
Ortmge  is  what  Augufhis  was, 

Brave,  wary,  provident^,  apd  bold* 

On  that  fair  tree,  which  bears  his  name, 

Bloflbms  and  fruit  at  once  are  found  s 
In  him  we  all  admire  the  fame> 

His  flowery  youth  with  wifdom  crowned ! 

Empire  and  freedom  reconciPd 

In  Holland  are,  by  great  NafTaw  t 
Like  thofe  he  fprung  from,  juft  and  mild. 

To  willing  people  he  gives  law. 

Thrice-happy  pair !   {6,  near  ally'd, 

In  royal  blood,  and  virtue  too! 
Now  Love  has  you  together  ty'd 

May  none  this  triple  knot  undo ! 

The  Church  (hall  be  the  happy  place 

Where  fhreams  which  from  the  fame  Iburce  run,    • 
Though  divers  lands  awhile  they  grace, 

IjAite  again,  and  are  made  one. 

f*     -'*  M4  A  thoufand 
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A  thoufand  thanks  the  nation  owes 
To  him  that  does  protect  us  all : 

For,  while  he  thus  his  niece  beftows^ 
About  our  ifie  he  bQilds.a  walJl  $ 

A  wall !  like  that  which  Athens  bad» 
By  th*  orach's  advice,  of  wood : 

Had  their's  been  fuch  as  Charles  has  made^ 
That  mjghty  ftate  till  ngw  had  ftood. 


TO    THE    PRINCE    OF    OEAMIGE^ 
1677* 

WE L COME,  great  Prince,  unto  this  hnd, 
Skiird  in  the  arts  of  war  and  peace  | 
Y^ur  birth  does  call  you  to  connnand; 
Your  nature  does  incline  to  peace*. 

When  Holland,  by  hes  foes  oppreft. 

No  longer  could  fuftain  their  weight  j 
To  a  native  Prince  they  thought  it  bcfl 

To  recommend  their  dying  date. 

Your  very  name  did  France  expel  f 
Thofe  conquered  towns  which  lately  coft 

So  little  blood,  unto  you  £^ 
With  the  fame  eafe  they  once  were  loft«. 


rrwai 
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f  TO  TH1&  raiNCE  €P  eRANGK^      rfj. 

I     Twas^  not  your  force  did  tfaem  de&at;. 

They  neither  felt  your  fwosd  nor  fire}, 
But  feemed  willing  to  retreat. 

And  to  your  greatnefs  did  confpise*- 

Nor  hare  you  iince  ingratefui  been« 

When  at  Seneff  you  did  expoTe, 
And  at  Mount  Cafial>  your  own  ne^. 

Whereby  you  might  fecure  your  foes.. 

Let  Maeftricht  fiege  enlarge  yournanLCsr 

And  your  retxeat  at  Charleroy  $ 
Warriors  by  flying  may  gain  fame. 

And  Parthian-like  their  foes  deftroy.^ 

Thus  Pabius  gainM  repute  of  old. 

When  Roman  glory  gafping  lay  ^ 
In  council  flow,  in  a£lion  cold^ 

His  country  &vM|  numii\g,  away. 

What  better  method  could  you  take  ? 

When  you  by  beauty*8  charms  muft  move> 
And  muft  at  once  a  progrefs  make 

r  th*  ftratagems  of  war  and  love. 

He  that  a  Princefs*  heart  would  gain, 

Muft  learn  fubmiflively  to  yield; 
The  ftubbom  ne^r  their  ends  obtain ; 

The  vanquifli'd  mafters  are  o*  th^  Held. 


Go 
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3o  on,  brave  Prince,  with  like  fuccefs. 
Still  to  encreafe  your  hopM  renown ; 

Till  to  your  conduct  and  addrefs. 
Not  to  your  birtB,  you  owe  a  crown. 

Proud  Alva  with  the  power  of  Spain 
Could  not  the  noble  Dutch  en(lav«s 

And  wifer  Parma  fth>vc  in  vain. 
For  to  reduce  a  race  fo  brave. 

They  now  thofe  very  armies  pay 

By  which  they  were  forc'd  to  yield  to  you  i 
Their  ancient  birthright  they  betray, 

By  their  own  votes  you  them  fubdo6* 

Who  can  then  liberty  maintain 
When  by  fuch  arts  it  is  withftood  ? 

Freedom  to  Princes  is  a  chain. 
To  all  that  (pring  from  Royal  Blood. 


C^ 
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OF    ENGLISH    VERSE. 


POETS  may  boaft,  as  fidfely  Tain, 
Their  works  (hall  with  the  world  remain  3 
Both  bound  together^  live  or  die^ 
The  Teries  and  the  prophecy. 

But  who  can  hope  his  line  ihould  long 
Laft»  in  a  daily-changing  tongue  ? 
While  they  are  new,  envy  prevails  j 
And  at  tiiat  dies,  our  language  fails. 

When  archite6ks  have  done  their  party 
The  matter  may  betray  their  art: 
Time,  if  we  ufe  ill-chofen  ftone. 
Soon  brings  a  well-built  palace  down. 

Poets  that  lafting  maible  feek, 
Muft  carve  in  Latin  or  in  Greek : 
We  write  in  fand }  our  language  grows, 
And,  like  the  tide,  our  work  overflows. 

Chaucer  his  ftnfe  can  only  boaft ; 
The  glory  of  his  numbers  loft  I 
Years  have  defacM  his  matchlefs  ftraln  j 
And  yet  he' did  not  fing  in  vain. 

The  beauties  which  adorn*d  that  age. 
The  fliining  fubjefls  of  his  rage. 
Hoping  they  (hould  immortal  prove. 
Rewarded  with  fuccefs  his  love. 


This 
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This  was  the  generous  poet's  fcope; 
And  ail  an  Englifli  pen  can  hope  i 
To  make  the  Fair  approve  his  flame. 
That  can  ib  far  extend  ^ir  fiune* 

Terfe,  thv*  diefignM,  lias  no  ill  hte. 
If  it  arrive  but  at  the  date 
Of  fading  beauty  i  if  it  prove 
But  as  long-liv^d  as  pzefent  love. 

Upon  the  Earl  of  Roscommon^s  TRAMStATiOV  o§ 
Horace,  De  Arte  Poetica : 

And  of  the  Vk  of  Poetry. 

ROME  was  not  better  by  her  Horace  taught. 
Than  we  are  here  to  comprehend  his  thought  ;' 
The  Poet  writ  to  noble  TiCo  there  | 
A  noble  Pifo  does  inflmf^  us  here : 
Gives  us  a  pattern  in  his  iowing  ftile; 
And  with  rich  precepts  does  oblige  our  iikt: 
Britain  1  whofe  genius  is  in  voriis  exprefs*d^ 
Bold  and  fublime,  but  negligeaidy  dreis'd. 

Horace  will  our  fuperfluous  branc)ves  prune^. 
Give  us  new  rules,  and  fet  our  harp ij;i  tuivei 
Dircil  us  how  to  back  the  winged  horfe. 
Favour  his  flight,  and  moderate  his  focce. 

Though  Poets  may  of  inlpiration  boaft. 
Their  rage,  ill  govern^,  in  the  clouds  is  loft*. 
He  that  proportionM  wonders  can  difdofe^ 
At  once  his  fancy  and  hit  judgment  (hows* 

I  Cbzfbt 
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Chaifte  moral  writing  We  may  leain  from  hence  | 
Ktg\e€t  of  which  no  wit  can  reoompence. 
The  fountain  which  from  Helicon  proceede. 
That  fibred  ftream  I  fhoold  nev^  water  weedei 
Nor  make  the  crop  of  thomt  and  thtftlet  grow| 
Which  envy  or  penrerted  natnre  fow, 

Wcll-ioiniding  vetiet  are  the  charm  we  nft^ 
Heroic  thonghci  and  virtue  to  infbAs 
Thinga  of  deep  fenfe  we  may  in  proTe  nnfokl| 
But  dKy  move  more  in  lofty  nnmben  told  t 
^r  Ae  loud  tmmpety  which  our  coflnii|^  ardlf 
We  learn  that  fimnd,  at  well  at  fenfe,  perfiuriN* 

The  Mnfe^t  friend,  unto  himfelf  &vm. 
With  fUoBt  pity  looks  on  all  that  em 
Bnt  where  a  hrave,  a  public  a£lion  fhinesp 
That  he  rewards  with  his  immortal  lines. 
Whether  it  be  in  .council  or  in  fight. 
His  coimtry*s  honour  is  his  chief  delight  i 
Fraife  of  great  a^s  he  fcatters  as  a  feed. 
Which  may  the  like  in  coming  zgt$  hrted» 

Here  ta»ght  the  fate  of  verfes  (always  prisM 
With  admiration,  or  as  much  defpit*d) 
Men  will'be  lefs  indulgent  to  their  faults  j 
And  patieince  have  to  cultivate  their  thoughts. 
Poets  lofe  half  the  praife  ^thcy  fliould  have  got. 
Could  it  be  known  what  diey  difcreetly  blot  t 
Finding  new  words,  that  to  the  raviih'd  ear 
May  like  the  language  of  the  Gods  appears 
Such  aa,  of  old,  wife  bardt  employM,  to  make 
Ui»olilb*<f  ihen  thdr  wild  retreats  forfake: 
'  Law-giving 
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Law-giYing  Herocf,  fani'd  for  tamuBg  brotes^ 

And  raiimg  cities  with  their  channuig  lotes. . 
For  mdeft  niikU  with  harmony  were  cau^t, . 
And  ciril  life. was  fay- the  Mofes^taof^ 
So,  wandering  bees  would  periih  in  the  air. 
Did  not  a  found,  proportionM  to  their  ear,^ 
Appcafe  their  rage,  invite  them  to  the  hive^ 
Unite  their  force,  and  teach  them  how  to  thrive  s 
To  rob  the  flowers,  and  to  forbear  the  fpoil  ^ 
Preferv^a  in  winter  by  their  fummer^s  toil : 
They  give  us  food,  which  may  with  ne£bu-  vie. 
And  wax,  that  does  the  abfent  fun  fupply. 

AD   COMITEM   MONUMETENSEM 
De  Bbntivoglio  fuo.. 

FLO  RIB  US  Angligenis  non  ^anc  tiblneftoco^r 
rolUm, 
Cilm  fatis  indigenis  te  probet  ipfe  liber: 
Per  me  Homa  fciet  tibi  fe  dcbere,  quod  Angla. 

Romanus  didicit  cultius  ore  loqui. 
Ultima  quae  telhis  Aquilas  duce  Caefare  vidit. 
Candida  Romulidum  te  duce  fcripta  vldet. 
Confilio  ut  quondam  Pati*iam  nil  juvcris  efto ! 

Sed  i^Uilio  cives  ingenioque  juvas. 
Namquc  dolis  liber  hie  inftru6lu$,  &.arte  Batava,  . 

A  htigt  nobis  ut  caveamus«  ait. 
Honxmus  per  tc  ci\  ilis  dira  furaris 
Vulnci^i  difconks  Flandria  quafla  monet» 

Hie* 
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Bk  difcat  miles  pugnare,  onre  fenator} 
Qgi  regnantf  leni  fcepira  tenere  manu. 

''iiStSbtf  Comet!  virtute  novftj  yeftri  ordinie  logent 
Omaiaetttum,  sevi  deliettoi{iie  tm ! 

DqIB  flortimt  alii  Ibmno  vinocjue  iepiilti» 
ifobilitatitiquo  ftemmate  6ign  facis* 

;   TO    MR.    KILL£.6RBW» 
Upoikku  aitniiig  hit  Play  Pah doka,  from  a  Tragedy 
into  a  Comedy,  becaufe  not  appnred  on  the  Stage. 

SIRt  yon  ihould  rather  teach  onr  age  the  w*y 
9l]n4gingwell,  than  thus  have changMyoor Play  i 
Yoi|  Aid  oUigM  ut  by  employing  wit^ 
Not  to  nfonli  Pandora,  but  Uie  Pit. 
ftar,  at  the  nightingale,  without  the  throng 
Of  other  birds,  alone  attends  her  fong; 
While  die  loud  daw,  his  throat  difplaying,  draws 
The  whole  aflembly  of  his  fellow  dawtt 
So  muft  the  writer,  whofe  productions  ihould 
Take  with  the  vulgar,  be  of  vulgar  mould  t  -   - 

Whilft  nobler  fancies  make  a  flight  too  high 
For  common  viewj  and  lefien  as  they  fly» 


On 
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.  iK    1%,  J\kii&  oi  Mo  SMOOTHES  Expedition  into 
S€OTLAii»>  in  tlie  Summer  Solftice. 

SWIFT  3S  }oYe*f  meflenger  (*  the  winged  god) 
WrJtk  fword  £s  potent  as  his  chimdng  rod» 
He  ilew  to  execute  the  King^s  conimand : 
Andy  in  a  moment,  reached  that  ncrthem  land  ; 
Where  day,  contending  with  approaching  nigfaCy 
ASfts  the  Hero  with  continued  light. 

On  foes  furprizM,  and  by  no  night  concealed. 
He  might  hare  rufliM^  but  noble  pity  held 
His  hsmd  a  while,  and  to  their  choice  gave  iptietf 
Which  they  wovld  prove,  his  vftionr  or  hit  grftte* 
This  not  well  heard,  his  cannon  lovder  fpoke. 
And  then,    like  lightning,    through  that  cloud  he 

broke. 
His  fame,  his  condud:,  and  that  martial  look. 
The  guilty  Scots  with  fuch  a  terror  ftrook  i 
That  to  his  courage  they  refign  the  field. 
Who  to  his  bounty  had  refus'd  to  yield. 
Glad  that  fo  little  loyal  blood  it  coft. 
He  grieves  fo  many  Britons  fhould  be  loft  t 
Taking  more  pains,  when  he  beheld  them  yield. 
To  fave  the  flyers,  than  to  win  the  field : 
And  at  the  Court  his  intereft  does  employ 
That  none,  who  YcapM  his  fatal  fword,  ihould  die« 

•  Mercury, 

And 
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And  nowy  thefe  ra(h  bold  men  tlieiy  error  find. 
Not  trufting  one^  beyond  his  proraife  kind : 
Aie !  whofe  great  mind,  fo  bountiful  and  brave, 
.Had  leamM  the  art  to  conquer  and  to  fave. 

In  vulgar  breaftt  n#royal  virtues  dwell ; 
Such  deeds  as  thefe  his  high  extra£lioni^ll  2 
And  give  a  fecret  joy  to  *  him  that  reigns. 
To  Tee  his  blood  triumph  in  Morilhouth^s  veins : 
To  Tee  a  leader,  whom  he  got  and  chofe, 
Firm  to  his  friends,  and  fatal  to  hisibes.  « 

But  ieeing  envyv  l^c  the  fun,  does  beat 
With  fcorching  rays,  on  all  that  *s  high  an^  great : 
Thby  ill-requited  Monmouth  1  is  the  boiigh  ' 

The  Mufes  fend,  to  (hade  thy  conquering  brow. 
Lampoons,  like  fcj^uibs,  may  make  a  prefent  blaze  ^ 
But  time  and  thunder  pay  refpe£l  to  bays. 
Achilles^  arms  dazzle  our  prefent  view ; 
Kept  by  the  Mufe  as  radiant,  and  as  new, 
As  from  the  forge  of  Vulcan  firft  they  came ; 
Thoufands  of  years  are  paft,  and  they  the  fame. 
Such  care  ihe  takes  to  pay^efert  with  fame  I 
Than  which,  no  Monarch,  for  his  crown^s  defence. 
Knows  how  to  give  a  nobler  recompencc«  , 

•  King  Charles  11. . 
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TO  A  FrIeND  of  the  AUTHOR, 

A   PERSON    OF   HONOURy  ^ 

Who  lately  writ  a  religious  book,  intituhd,  •*  Hiftorical 
**  Applications,  and  OccadEhial  Meditations  upon 
"  fcveral  fiJbjras." 

BOLD  is  the  n^n  that  dares  engage 
For  piety,  in  fuch  an  age  I 
Who  can  preAune  to  find  a  guard 
From  fcom,  when  Heaven  's  fo  litjle  fpar'd  ? 
Divines  are  pardonM  j  they  defend 
Altars  on  which  their  lives  depend ;  ,^ 

But  the  prophane  impatient  are. 
When  nobler  pens  make  this  their  care ; 
For  why  (hould  thefe  let  in  a  beani 
Of  divine  light,  to  trouble  them  5 
And  call  in  doubt  their  pleafing  thought,  ^ 

That  none  believes  what  we  are  taught  ? 
High  birth  and  fortune  warrant  give 
That  fuch  men  write  wha%ithey  belierc ; 
And,  feeling  firft  what  they  indite. 
New  credit  give  to  antient  light. . 
Amongft  thefe  few,  our  author  brings 
His  well-known  pedigree  from  Kings.  f, 

Th?l  book,  the  image  of  his  mind. 
Will  make  his  name  not  kard  to  find : 
I  wifh  the  throng  of  Great  and  Good 
Made  it  lefs  eafily  underltood  I  • 

i  To 
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:.      TO  A  PERSON  OF  HONOUR, 

.  Upon  hit  incompuableftiofiomprelieiiriblt  Poem, 
intitttled,  Th%  Brxtiir  Princii. 

< 

SIR  I  youVe  obliged  the  Britiih  nation  morep 
Than  all  their  Bardt  conld  erer  do  before  | 
And»  at  your  own  charge,  monuments  at  hard 
At  braft  or  marble,  to  your  fame  have*rear'd» 
For,  at  all  warlikg  nations  take  delight 
To  bear  how  their  brare  anceftort  could  fight  | 
Yothave  adranc'd  to  ^ironder  their  renown. 
And  OP  left  Tirtuoufly  improved  your  own  i 
That  *twill  be  doubtful,  wh|^her  y Ju  do  writt» 
Or  theft*  have  a6ted,  at  a  nobler  heiglit. 
Yon,  of  your  antient  Princes^  have  retrieved 
Mtfre  than  the  ages  knew  in  which  they  livM  i 
Explained  their  cuftoms  and  their  rights  anew, 
,  Better  than  all  their  Druids  ever  knew  i 
Unriddled  thofe  dark  oracles,  as  well 
As  thofe  that  made  them,  could  themfelves  forettll. 
For,  as  the  Britoffk  long  have  hopM  in  vain, 
Arthur  would  come  to  govern  them  again  f 
#ou  have  fulfilled  that  prophecy  alone, 
And  in  your  Poem  plac*d  him  on  his  throne. 
Such  ma^c  pq|^r  has  yoi*  prodigious  pen. 
To  raife  the  dead,  and  give  new  life  to  men  i 
Make  rival  Princes  meet  in  arms  and  love. 
Whom  diftant  ages  did  fo  far  remove. 

N  «  ,  For, 
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For,  as  eternity  has  neither  paft 

Nor  future,  authors  fay,  nor  firft  nor  laft  i 

But  is  all  inftant}  your  eternal  Mufe 

All  ages  can  to  any  one  deduce. 

Then  why  (hoiild  yoti,  whofe  miraclet  of  art 

Can  life  at  pleafure  to  the  dead  impart. 

Trouble  in  vain  your  better-bofied  head, 

T'  obfervc  what  times  they  liv'd  in,  or  were  dead  > 

For,  (ince  you  have  fuch  arbitrary  power. 

It  were  defeat  in  judgment  to  go  lowtrf 

Or  (loop  to  things  fo  pitifully  lewd. 

As  ufe  to  take  the  vulgar  latitude. 

For  no  man  's  fit  to  read  what  you  have  writ,    ' 

That  holds  not  fome  proportion  with  your  wit. 

As  light  can  no  way  but  by  light  appear. 

He  muft  bring  fenfe,  that  underftands  it  here^ 

TO^  MR.    CREECH, 
On  his  Tranilation  of  Lucretius. 

WHAT  all  men  wifhM,  though  few  could  hop 
to  fee, 
We  are  now  bleft  with,  and  oblig'd  by  thee. 
Thou !  from  the  antient  learned  Latin  ftore, 
Giv'ft  us  one  author,  and  we  hope  for  more.  ^ 

May  they  enjoy  thy  thoughts ! — Let  not  the  Stage 
The  idleft  moment  of  thy  hours  engage. 
Each  year  that  place  fome  wondrous  iHonfter  breeds^ 
And  the  Wits'  garden  Is  xTer-run  with  weeds. 
There  Farce  is  Comedy;  bombaft  call'd  ftrong^ 
Soft  words,  with  nothing  in  thexo^  makeafong. 

•        '  'Tl 
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rris  hard  to  fay  they  fteal  them  now-a-days  j 
For  fure  the  antients  never  wrote  fuch  plays. 
^Thefe  fcribblmg  infeAt  hare  what  they  deferve» 
Not  pleAty,  nor  the  glory  M  to  ftarre. 
That  Spenfer  knew,  that  Taflb  felt  before  s 
And  Death  found  furly  Ben  exceeding  poor. 
Heaven  turn  the  omen  from  their  image  here ! 
May  be  with  joy  the  well-plac*d  laurel  wear  I 
Great  Vii^rt  happier  fortune  may  1^  find»  , 
And  be  our  Cvfar,  like  Auguftua,  kind  I  r^ 

But  let -not  this  ^ihiib  thy  tuneful  head; 
Thou  wrif  ft  for  thy  delight,  and  not  for  breads 
ThoJP  art  not  curft  to  write  thy  verfe  with  cait  $ 
^  But  art  above  what  other  poets  fean 
What  may  we  not  expe£b  from  fuch  a  hand. 
That  has,  with  \>ook8,  himfelf  at  free  command  ? 
Thou  know'*ft  in  youth,  what  age  has  fought  in  vain ; 
And  bring^ft  forth  fons  without  a  mother's  pain. 
So  eafy  is  thy  fenfe,  thj^'verfc  fo  fweet. 
Thy  words  fo  proper,  and  thy  phrafe  fo  fit  $ 
We  read,  and  read  again :  and  dill  admire  [fire ! 

Whence  came  this  youth,  and  whenccf-this  wondrous 

Pardon  this  rap^re.  Sir !  But  who  can  be 
Cold  and  unmovM,  yet  have  his  thoughts  oh  thee  ? 
Ay  goodnefs  may  my  fei^al  faults  forgive. 
And  by  your  help  thefe  wretthcd  lines  may  live. 
lot  if,  when  view'd  by  your  (cverer  fight, 
They  ieem  unworthy  to  behold  the  Ifght; 
Let  them  with  Qteed  in  deferv'd  flames  be  thrown ! 
TheyUI  (end  no  fighs,  nor  murmur  out  a  groan ; 
Illy  dying  filently,  your  jufticc  own. 

N   3«?  THE 
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THE    TRIPLE    COMBAT. 

WHEN  through  the  world  fair  Mazarine  had  run* 
Bright  as  her  fcUovr.tra¥eIlcr»  the  fun  j 

Hither  at  lebgdi  ibt  Roman  eagie  flies. 

As  the  laft  triiunph  of  her  conquering  eyes. 

As  hdr  to  Jnlins,  flie  may  pretend 

A  fecond  time  to  make  this  iiland  bend. 

But  P<»rtrmouth»  ijpringing  from  the  antient  nee 

Of  Britonsy  which  the  Saxon  here  did  chafe  ; 

As  they  great  Caefar  <Bd  oppoie,  makes  head. 

And  does  agatnft  this  new  invader  lead. 

That  goodly  Nymph,  the  taller  of  the  twOf 

Carelefs  and  fearlefs  to  the  field  does  go. 

Becoming  bluihes  on  the  other  wait. 

And  her  young  look  ezcufes  want  of  Height. 

Beauty  gives  courage  j  for,  ihe  knows,  the  day 

Muft  not  be  won  the  Amazonian  way. 

Legions  of  Cupids  to  the  battlb  come. 

For  Little  Britain  thefe,  and  thofe  for  ifome. 

DrefsM  to  advantage,  this  illuftrious  pair 

Arriv'd,  for  combat  in  the  lift  appear.  "' 

What  may  the  Ftitcs  defign  I  for  never  yet 

From  diftant  regions  two  fuch  beauties  n^. 

Venus  had  been  an  equal  (mnd  to  both. 

And  Vi^ory  to  declare  herfelf  feems  loth : 

Over  the  camp  with  doubtful  ^ngs  ihe  flies  ^ 

Till  Chloris  (hining  in  the  field  (he  fpies. 

The  lovely  Chloris  well-attended  came,  ' 

A  thoufand  Graces  waited  on  the  dune's 

Hcf 


Her  nutchlefs  form  made  all  the  £ngli(h  glad. 
And  foreign  beauties  lefs  aflurance  had. 
Yet»  like  the  three  on  Ida*t  top,  they  all 
Pretend  alike^  conteiing  for  the  ball.         g 
Which  to  detemiine»  Lovt  Mbfelf  declinM^- 
Left  the  negle&d  (hould  become  lefs  kind. 
8u€h  killing  looks!  fo  thick  the  arrows  fly  I ' 
That  *tis  unCuft  to  be  a  ftander-by. 
Poettf  i^iproaching  to  idefcribe  the  fight. 
Are  by  ihmr  wounds  inftnt6(ed  how  to  write. 
They  'with  lefs  hazard  m^t  look  on^  and  draw 
The  mdir  tfombatoin  Alfatiai 
Akid,  with^Jiat  foil  o^  violence  and  rage,- 
Set  off  the  fpkndorof  our  gold^  age : 
Where  Love  gives  law^.  Beauty  the  fceptre  fways  $ 
And, .  nocompelTd^  the  happy  world  obeys* 

Of  an  £  L  E  G  Y   made  by  Mrs.  W  h  a  n  T  O  N 
Off  (he  Earl  of.RocBBSTBR. 

THUS  mourn  the  Mufes !  In  the  hearfe 
Not  ftrowing  tear^ .  but  lafting  verfe  ^ . 
Which  ib  preferves  the  Hero's  lymc. 
They  naUm  him  live  agai#^  in  fame.  ^ 

Ghloris,  in  lines  4b  like  his  own. 
Gives  him  fo  juft  and  high  renown ; 
That  flie  th*  afflifted  world  relieves. 
And  ihews  that  ftill  in  her  he  lives. 
Her  wit  as  graceful,  great,  and  goods. 
Ally*d  in  genius,  ai  in  blood* 

.    '  Nf,    •  Hi. 
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His  lofs  fupplyMy  now  all  our  fears 
Are,  that  the  Nymph  ihould  melt  in  tears. 
Then,  faireft  Chloris !  comfort  take. 
For  his,  your  own>  and  for  our  fake  $ 
Left  his  fair  foul,  that  liires  in  you. 
Should  from  the  world  for  ever  go. 

TO      CHLORIS. 

CHLORIS!  what  *s  eminent  we  know, 
Muft  for  feme  caufe  be  valued  fo : 
Things  without  ufe,  though  they  be  good« 
Arc  not  by  us  fo  underftood. 
The  early  rofe,  made  to  difplay 
Her  blu flies  to  the  youthful  May, 
Doth  yield  her  fweets,  fince  he  is  fair. 
And  courts  her  with  a  gentle  air. 
Our  ftars  do  fhew  their  excellence. 
Not  by  their  light,  but  influence : 
When  brighter  comets,  fmce  ftill  known^ 
Fatal  to  all,  are  lik'd  by  none. 
So,  your  admired  beauty  ftill  ^ 
Is,  by  cffe^ls,  made  good  or  ill. 

Upon  our  late  Lofs  of  the  Duke  of  Cambridge. 

TH  E  failing  bloffoms  which  a  young  plant  bears^ 
Engage  our  hope  for  the  fucceeding  years : 
And  hope  is  all  which  art  or  nature  brings. 
At  the  ftrft  tiial,  to  accompliih  things. 

Mankind 


ON  THE  DtJiCE  OF  CAMBRIDGE,      ig^ 

Mankind  was  firft  created  an  efTay; 

That  ruder  draught  the  Deluge  wafli'd  away. 

How  many  ages  pafsM,  what  blood  and  toil* 

Before  we  made  one  Kin^om  of  this  Ifle ! 

How  long  in  yun  had  nature  ftrivM  to  frame 

A  perf(^  princefsy  ere  her  Highnefs  came  ? 

For  ]oyt  fo  great  we  muft  with  patience  wa^t9 

*Th  the  fet  price  of  happinefs  complete. 

At  a  firft-fruity  Heaven  tkim'^d  that  lovely  boy : 

The  next  fliall  live,  and  be  the  nation^s  joy. 

INSTRUCTIONS  to  a  PAINTER, 
For  the  Drawing  df  the  Pofture,  and  Progrefs,  of  his 
Majbsty^s  Forces  at  Sea,  under  the  Command 
ofhieHioRNBSs-ROYAL!  Together  with  the 
Battle,  and  Vi^lory,  obtained  over  the'  Dutch, 
June  3,  1(65. 

FIRST  draw  the  fea;  that  pordon,  which  between 
The  greater  world,  and  this  of  ours,  is  feen : 
Here  place  the  Britj|h,  there  the  Holland  fleet, 
Vaft  floating  armies  1  both  prepared  to  meet.  , 
Draw  the  whole  world,  expelling  who  fliould  reignj 
After  this  combat,  o*er  the  conquered  Main. 
Make  Heaven  concemM,  and  an  unufual  ftar 
Declare  th*  importance  of  th'  approaching  war. 
^Aikt  the  Tea  fliine  with  gallantry,  and  all 
The  Englifli  youth  flock  to  their  Admiral, 
The  valiant  Duke  I  whofe  early  deeds  abroad. 
Such  rage  in  flghti  4nd  art  in  conduft  (howVL 

His 
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Ki%  hxlo^  ftrord  now  s  (fearer  latKZKft  dnn. 
Hi*  Zf^^er'  \  ;^*arjj  and  hia  coootry's  canf?> 

Let  rkf  bold  pencil,  hope  and  couage  %read 
Tbroog^  dK  wUe  saty,  bf  that  Hero  led : 
B4ike  all  affcar^  wbcie  foek  a  prnce  i»  bf ,.    ^ 
^LtioWd  ft»  coaqiftry  or  rcfi>lT'd  to  die 
With  bb  cxtraftMiBy  and  bis  gjoiiwis  nad,. 
Make  tbe  prood  (ails  Cwell^  jnorc  tbas  witb  tke  winds 
Prerentsng  cannon,  make  \a%  loader  finie 
Check  tbe  Batamns,  aadtberr  fbry  tamie. 
80  btmgrf  wolresy  dioii|^  greedy  of  dieir  prey* 
Scop,  when  they  find  a  Uon  in  their  way. 
Make  him  beflride  the  ocean,  and  mankind 
Aik  hts  conient  to  nfe  tbe  fta  and  wind: 
While  his  tall  Ihips  in  the  barrM  Channel  ftand. 
He  grarps  the  Indies  in  his  armed  hand. 

Paint  an  eaft-wind,  and  make  it  blow  away 
Th*  QKCufe  of  Holland  for  their  navy's  ftay  : 
M«k«  them  look  pale,  and,  the  bold  Prince  to  (hun^ 
Through  tlie  cold  north,  and  rocky  regions  run* 
7  o  find  the  coaft  where  morning  firft  appears, 
Jly  X\^  dark  Pole  the  wary  Belgian  (leers } 
(!opfe(nng  now,  he  dreads  the  Engliih  more.  ^ 
Thun  nil  the  dangers  of  a  frozen  (bore  \ 
Whilr  from  our  arms,  fecurity  to  find. 
They  fly  fo  fari  they  leave  the  day  behind; 
DrIVrtho  their  fleet  abandoning  tbe  Tea, 
And  ftU  their  merchants  left  a  wealthy  prey} . 
Our  Arft  (ucctfi  in  war  make  Bacchus  crown. 
And  half  the  vinUge  of  tbe  year  our  owb» 

J  The 
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The  Dutch  their  wine  and  all  their  brandy  lofe ; 
DifarmM  of  that,  from  which  their  courage  grows  s 
While  the  g|fd  Englifh,  to  relieve  their  toili 
In  Healths  to  their  great  Leader  drink  the  fpoih 

Hla^high  commands  to  Afric^s  coaft  eiAndi 
And  make  the  Moors  before  the  Englilh  bend  i 
Thofe  barbarous  pirates  willingly  receive 
Condtttonsy  fuch  as  we  are  pleas'd  to  give. 
Deferted  by  the  Dutch,  let  nations  know, 
We  can  our  own  and  their  great  bufinefs  fio  t 
Falfe  ^ends  chaftife,  and  conmion  foes  reibrain, 
Which,  worfe  than  tempefts,  did  infeft  the  Main. 
Within  thofe  Streights<  make  Holland*s  Smyrna  fleet 
With  a  fmall  fquadron  of  the  Englifh  m^t  1 
Like  falcons  thefe,  thofe  like  a  numerous  flock 
Of  fowl,  which  fcatter  to  avoid  the  (hock. 
There  paint  confuAon  in  a  various  fliape, 
Some  fink,  fome  yi^^,  and  flying  fome  efcape. 
Europe  and  Africa,  from  either  fliore, 
Spe6Utors  are,  and  hear  our  cannon  roar  1 
While  the  divided  world  in  this  dt^ree. 
Men  that  fight  fo,  dcferve  to  rule  the  fea. 

But,  nearer  home,  thy  pencil  ufe  once  more^ 
And  place  our  ntvy  by  the  Holland  /hore ) 
The  world  they  compafsM  while  they  fought  with  Spain  | 
But  here  already  they  refign  the  Main  : 
Thofe  greedy  mariners,  out  of  whofe  way 
Diffiifive  nature  could  no  region  lay, 
At  home,  preferv'd  from  rocks  and  tempefts,  lie  ; 
Compt IIM,  like  others,  b  their  beds  to  die. 

Their 
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ri;cir  ''rij',ii:  towns  fir  'btrian  armies  prtrt*, 
Vr  ill  Men  I'r* .  intv.*  ..l '.ncc  •nvt-it  • 
Ami  111  a  inujiili  .urn  ihcir  fraiHcic.  iicre« 
Tlian  :hat  ion^  war  ':ouldia  ^n  \$^  Wore. 

But  wuo  ( an  always  <in  'ht  i)utow9  lie  r 
TIic  watery  -.viidcrxid-i  /ieids  :io  'upj»V. 
•  •pr.'*aiiin^'  our  i'aiis,  ^o  Harwich  -vc  meat, 
Aiui  mctt  the  Beauties  tx  "ht  Britifa  jourt. 
Th"  iiiuitriou*  Docheis,  and  hier  -rbriouj  train, 
<Liice  Theus  with  lier  ayinpiis)  oiiom  ihe  Main. 
The  gating  fjca-Gods,  :ince  -ne  •  Pipliian  Qjiecn 
Sprung  from  .imong  them,  no  fuch  .l^ht  hau  letn* 
Charm* li  with  rhe  graces  or  a  nrocp  .b  fair, 
Thoie  vieathieii  Powers  for  iis  theimeives  ieciare  : 
Reibtvd  the  aid  of  Neptune';  C^urt  :o  bring; 
And  hcip  -.he  nation  where  :uch  3ciUQes  fpring  : 
The  ib id ier  here  his  waiieti  itore  lupplies. 
And  takes  new  vaiour  fr:>m  the  Ladies'  eyes. 

Mean -while,  lilce  hees  when  itorray  winter  's  gone. 
The  Dutch  (as  if  ^hi^.iea  were  ail  their  own) 
Dcferf  their  ports  j  and,  failing  in  their  way. 
Our  Hamburgh  merchants  ve  become  their  prey. 
Thus  flourifti  they^  before  th'  approaching  fight ; 
As  dying  tapers  give  a  blazing  light. 

To  check  their  pride,  our  fleet  half  viftualM  goes; 
Knough  to  fervc  us  till  we  reach  our  foes. 
Who  now  appear  Co  numcious  and  boid» 
The  a4\ion  wurtliy  of  our  arms  wc  hold. 

•  Tcnuu« 

A  greater 
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A  greater  force  than  that  which  here  we  flnd> 
Ne>r  prefsM  the  ocean,  nor  employM  the  wind. 
ReftrainM  a-while  by  the  unwelcome  nighty 
Tk*  impatient  Engliih  fcarce  attend  the  4|ght. 
:But  how  the  morning  (heaven  feverely  clear!) 
To  th^erce  work  indulgent  does  appear  s 
And  Phoebus  lifts  above  the  waves  his  lighl^ 
That  he  ought  feei  and  thus  recordy  the  fight. 

As  when  loud  winds  lirom  diffe^t  quartjers  rufh| 
Vaft  clouds  encountering  one  another  crblh  s 
With  fwelling  fails,  fo  from  dieir  feveral  coafts» 
Join  the  Batavife  and  the  Britifh  bofts. 
For  a  lefs  prize,  with  le^  concerned  rage. 
The  Ramurfleeti^at  Adium  did  ^gager    4 
They,  ^r  the  empire  of  the  world  they  knew  ; 

'^Thlfe,  for  the  old  contend,  and  for  the  new. 
At  the  firft  fliock,  wi^  blood  and  powder  ftainM^ 
Nor  heaven  nor  fea  their  former  face  retainM  s 
Fury  an4  art  produce  tfftStt  fo  ilrange. 
They  trouble  nature,  and  her  viiage  change 
Where  burning  fliips  the  bani(h*d  fun  fupply. 
And  no  light  fliines,  but  that  by  which  men  die| 
There  York  appears  j  fo  prodigal  is  he 
Of  royal  blood,  as  antient  as  the  fea  I 
IVhidi  down  to  him,  fo  many  ages  told,  t 

Has  through  the  veins  of  miriity  Mo  wcht  rollM  1 
The  great  Achilles  march^a  not  to  the  field. 
Till  Vulcan  that  impenetrable  ihield 
And  arms  had  wrought:  yet  there  no  bullets  flew; 
Bot  (haftii  and  dartsi  oRrhich  the  weak  Phrygians  threw. 

%1  '         *  Our 


196  WALLER'S    POEMS« 

Our  bolder  Hero  on  the  deck  does  ftand 
Expos'd,  the  bulwark  of  his  native  land : 
Defenflve  aims  laid  by  as  ufelefs  here. 
Where  mafTy  balls  the  neighbouring  rocks  d*  tear. 
Some  Power  unfeen  thofe  Princes  does  prote^ 
Who  for  their  country  thus  themfelves  Jiegle^. 
Againft  him  firft  Opdam  his  fquadron  leads. 
Proud  of  his  late  fuccefs  againft  the  Swedes  t 
Made  by  that  af^iop,  and  his^high  command. 
Worthy  to  perifti  by  a  Prince's  hand.    ' 
The  tall  Batavian  in  a  vaft  ihip  rides. 
Bearing  an  army  in  her  hollow  fides  V^ 
Yet,  not  inclinM  i^t  EngHfh  (hip  to  Doard, 
More  oahis'guns  relies,  than  on  iM  fword) 
From  whence  a  fatal  volley  we  received,         » 
It  mifs'd  the  Duke,  but  his  great  heart  ft  griev'd  T      "' 
•  TJuree  worthy  perfons  from  ^^is  fide  it  tore, 
And  dy*d  his  garment  with  their  fcatter'd  .gore* 
Happy  1  to  whom  this  glorious  death  arrives  i 
More  to  1;^  valued  than  a  thoufand  lives ! 
On  fuch  a  theatre  as  this  to  die  $ 
For  fuch  a  caufe,  and  fuch  a  witnefs  by  ! 
Who  would  not  thus  a  facrifice  be  made,        « 
Toliave  his  blood  on  fuch  an  altar  laid  ?  ^ 

The  left  about  him  ftrook  with  horror  ftood^ 

Tor'  fee  their  Leader  coverM  o*er  with  blood  i 
J 

*  Earl  of  Falmouth,   Lord  Muikerry,  an^  Mr. 
Boyle, 
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IB0  troubled  Jacob,  wbcn  he  tfaooght  the  ftiint 
Of  hu  Unn't  coat  had  iflbed  £nom  his  veiiiv 
He  fieels  no  ^uttd,  but  in  his  troubled  thou^t^ 
Before  fisi^i^^^boiir,  now  tevenge,  he  foughtt 

^  Hft  friends  ihkpieces  torn  (the  bitter  news 
•Not  broogfat  by  Fame)  with  his  own  eyes  he  views. 
-His  mind'mt  dhce  refle&ing  on  their  youth, 
neirworth,  their  love,  their  Takur,  and  their  truths 
Aie  joys  of  Court,  their  mothers,  and  their  wives. 
To  follow  him,. abandoned,— and  their  Uveal 
&  ftorms,  and  fhoots :  but  flying  buUcta  rncrn^ 
To  exeAte  his  ran,  appear  too 'flow  a 
They  mils,  or  fwff  p  but  coipnon  fouls  away  } 

r  ¥or  fiiMi  ft'lo^  Opdam  his  life  muft  pay,  . 
&conra^pg  his  men,  he  gives  the  word^ 
Widi  ifierce  intent  that  hated  ihip  to  board  t 
And  make  the  guilty  Dutch,  with  his  owif'ann. 
Wait  on  his  friends,  while  yet  their  blood  is  warm*  , 
His  vringed  veflel  like  an  ea|^  (howt, 
.  When  ^irough^  clouds  to  tmfs  a  fwan  (he  goes4 
The  Belgian  ihip  unmoved,  like  fome  huge  rock 
Inhabiting  die  fea,  exp^  the  ihock.    * 
Vnm  boA  die  fleets  nnars  eyes  are  bent  this  way, 
NegleaingaUthebufinefsofthedayi  ,.  *  * 

Ballets  llieir  flight,  and  guns  their  noiie  fufpendi 
Tho  fllent  ocean  does  •  A^  event  attend  | 
Which  Leader  fliall  the  doubtful  vidory  bleft» 
And  give  an  eamefl  of  the  war>iiicceis ; 
When  Heavei^itfelf,  for  England  to  declare^ 
Tmt  fliipi  <ind.  tPi  and  tackle  into  air. 
.   «/  Their 
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-.'ir  -.pnr  ^^^lman<le^  rrara  tiis  cxxaigc  is  totH- 

V'.,%\e  -.-^nt    ra^eniror.?.    v-.m  .lerrer  rate, 

Hi«  r^i^nr  r>-wr*r^ji  heaven  th'  nhiring: BcigiaiL  took ; 
Knf  feiU  !Uce  Phaeton,  %vith  rhunder  ifasaki 
Fr<Mn  vi^er  hopes  than  his,  lie  leem'd  tb  ndl^ 
That  <tor^  iRempr  rhe  BritiiK  Admixai: 
Prom  her  hroadtodes.  x  mder  liame  is  dmxwn^ 
TKan  rVdm  the  ftery  chariot  ar  thft  I'lm  r 
T'.iar,   bear%  the  radiant  enugn  or  tfae  day*; 
And  V,  "he  flag  that  jpvems  in  the  la.        * 

V.r  DuKc  (iii-picas'd  that  fire  Aonid  tdm* pit>>mc 
Thf.  'voric,  which  for  his  brighter  iword  he  nuuit) 
An^er  ftiil  Inimin^  in  his  valiant  bceaft. 
Goes  ro  compiete  reven^-e  upon  the  reft. 
So,  on  the  guardlefs  herd,  their  keeper  fiain» 
Ruflie:)  a  tigrer  in  rhe  Libyan  plain. 
The  Dutch,  accuftom'd  lb  the  raging  fea^ 
And  in  black,  ftorms-  the  frowns  of  heaven  to  fee,      ' 
Never  met  tempeft  whidi  more  urg'd  dieir  fears. 
Than  that  which  In  the  Prince's,  look  appears. 
Fier/*«t,  goodly 9  young!  A^lars  he  refembles,  whea 
fuvf,  fend 9  hi|n  down  to  fcourge  perfidioos  men : 
Siifh  as  with  foni  ingratitnde  ha;ve  paid, 
Ht,\h  fhofe  that  led,  and  tiiorclhat  gave  them  aid. 
Where  he  gives  oo,  difpofing  of  their  fates. 

Terror,  and  deaths  on  his  loud  cannon  waits  4 

4 

•  Prince  of  Onuife*  • 

Witt 
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With  which  im  fleadt  htt  Brother*!  cvaXk  ft  «dl« 
}&  Aaktt  the  throne  to  which  he  does  tpped. 
The  fta  with  Spoils  hie  waffj  bullets  ftmrt 
Widowt'Sad  orphaas  mridbg  ts  the^r  goi 
Before  his  ihipy  fragmejits  of  ttiflftk  torn» 
Flagt»  srms,  and  Bdgiaii  carcafes,  are  homes 
iUid  his  deipairing  foeS|  to  flight  jyiclifli^dy 
Spread  all  their  canvas  to  in^te  the  wind, 
80  the  mde  Boreas,  where  he  lifts  to  bionff 
Makes  clouds  abere,  and  billows  Hj  bolow^ 
Boating  the  ihores  and  wid  a  boiierons  nagOf 
Boca  hoaveii  at  onoci  and  oarth,  and  fta^  engiige* 

The  Dutch*  eifewhere,  did>  through  tho  walsey  ifii 
P^oroi  «Dough  to  have  made  others  yield  | 
But  Engliih  courage^  growiog  as  tiwjr  ligftf » 
la  danger,  noife,  and  flaughter  takes  delig^  t 
Their  bloody  taik,  unwcary*d  ftill,  they  ply. 
Only  reftrainM  by  death  or  vi^ory. 
Iron  and  lead,  from  >eardi*s  dark  entrails  toniy 
like  ihowers  c^  hail,  f Mm  either  Me  a»e  borne  i 
80  high  the  rage  of  wretched  mortaU  goes. 
Hurling  tiRar  mother's  bowf4s  at  their  Ibes4 
lagenious  to  their  ruin,  •every  age 
Improves  the  avu  and  inftrumeats  4si  ragei 
Death-hafteoing  ills  nature  enough  has  feat^ 
And  yet  asen  ftill  a  thoufand  more  invent! 

But  Bacchus  now,  which  led  the  Belgiaat  oa 
%o  fierce  at  lirft,  to  favour  m  begun  t 
I  Bnaidy  and  wine  (their  wonted  frwnds)  at  Itngth 
1  Reader  them  nMeft,  aadbetiaiyiheirflrcBgdb. 

O  S9 


•  •  V     - '-   •*«.:?   ••cu^!  -ice  ihovrers  t 

^ »    •    ^  •Wi-l.-.AUtl;;^       'Jtlltft 

..    .  .«y       .iftWUSjil        'J     ■    '-llil       .X.a 

«».      *.;.    .::i,i..n  .  i».:i  .luvjuc-i^  "i^vi; 

.....,..-.  -.*::i   ..■>  ...no-;-  t:ic  leap  zney  throw, 

.  .^  ..i»at>.c>  .!ic  jcwiiei-.ocins;  in<i  "hen 
•w..-  ^,...>  . '.WV.W  >*.!.-.*,  joiki  :r.:;.r  veireU  men. 

'**...      .A    .-.-.*•  j»»ii,   :u  JdiS  :ii  C!l.uvn's  boat. 

\  ...       ^ <OVa*      ^-niiiMi   .UCCtiS 

■  "■-.y.   • ^  '-•k'a»  '>i^'  --iivv-iiy  Jui\i  'iie  ilain* 

.^>,  1  ...  \«    :.uiiii;a  K^'si'  ihc  ^'unt^ucrr'd  Main* 

\.     ..    J  riu.iaiM  d»  :hcir  aaiiv  night 

>.  .....a  .iic   ic;«c  aiia  luiuult  or  chc  nj^t; 

»-;; c.  V . o   ; oUa',   :oic-:  uuncL  ot  his  tame, 

.\i.v.;.«.>  ..Wxi  Ha^uc  ciciiijic>  ana  their  Amftcrdam : 
I  :u   "i»i:::.j  ■.»K..i»..ti  uu».»  iiKir  houics  rocky 

.V..^;  .iiw  'Ju.;.u  .cv;iuo  viC  cvciv  uo\>i'  to  knock. 

Ht»  .::«.^viiU4  SiicaLici  ^lUc  d  comet's  hair, 

'rii*....*....::^  .4c.ciw»CvUiO  hditv;ii»  t'.icir  deipair: 

xM;i..v«  wii^ui  u.-^suic  ihcir  icatici-'d  lieet  as  loli; 

A.ui  ^v.\a  oji'  -^iXiCiiL  lauuiiig  on  tjicir  coalt. 

Uic  iuiubli:ig  Dutch  th'  appiiMc hiug  Prince  behold, 

Al  ikc^P  ^  ^^^^>  Icu^iug  tttw'ids  their  t'vld; 

Thoft 
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Ihio^fiU^  which  fJerrc  them  to  repePthe  Main, 

They  think  too  weak  hit  iapy  to  reftrain. 

**  What  wonders  may  not  Engliih  valour  work, 

<<  Led  by  th*  example  of  Tidorioiis  York  f 

**  Or>  what  defence  againft  him  can  they  make, 

**  Whoy  at  fuch  diftance;  does  their  country  ihake  ? 

**  His  fatal  hand  their  bulwarks  will  overthrow  | 

**  And  let-in  both  the  ocean  and  the  foe/*  ^ 

Thus  cry  the  people : — and,  their  land  to  keep. 

Allow  our  title  to  command' the  Deep' t 

Blaniiijg  their  States*  ill  condud,  to  pnrolufe  "  '        \ 

Tnofe  auinsy  which  Areed-  them  from  die  SpaQiih  yoke. . 

Painter  1  excufe  me,  if  I  have  a-while 
Forgot  thy  arty  and  U8*d  another  ftyle : 
For,  though  you  draw  armM  Heroes  as  they  (itV 
The  talk  in  battle  does  the  Mufes  £t  t 
They,  in  the  dark  confufion  of  a  fight, 
Diicover  all  s  .inftru£l  us  how  to  write ;  ...  V 

And  light  and  honour  to  brave  aftions  yield  j- ' 
Hid  in  the  fmoke  and  tumult  of  the  fieM. 
Ages  to  come  .(hall  know  that  Leader*s  toil; 
And  his  great  name,  on  whom  the  Mufes  imile ':  ' 
Their  didates  here  let  thy  fam*d  pencil  trace  | 
And  this  relation  wi&  thy  colours  grace* 

Then  draw  the  Parliament,  the  Noblbs  met| 
And  oar  ^  Great  Monarch  high  above  them  fet : 
Like  young  Auguftus  let  his  image  be, . 
Trinmphing  for  that  vidory  At  feas . 


•  King:  Charles  IL^ 

O  a  Where 
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3rfatff?  th^  pc»sSUm  of  the  wcrid  bis  own. 
La&  draw  tbe  Cohodoils  at  his  royai  feet, 
Pofuing  cot  trcalofC  to  fii^ipiy  his  ■ctt  s 
Tbcj  Tov  with  lifcs  and  fortnws  to  wsuaahk 
Their  King's  denial  title  to  the  Main : 
And,  wkh  a  pieicBt  to  the  Dnke,  ayytupe 
His  Talour,  condn^  and  his  coiintry*s  love. 

TO    THE   t  KING. 

GREAT  Sir !  dilHain  not  in  this  piece  to  ftand, 
Sopieme  commander  both  of  Tea  and  huid : 
Thofe  which  inhabit  the  celeftial  bower. 
Painters  exprefs  with  emblems  of  their  power| 
Hit  club  Alcidesy  Phoebus  has  his  bow, 
Jove  has  his  thunder,  and  your  navy  You. 

But  your  great  providence  no  colours  hei« 
Can  reprefent ;  nor  pencil  draw  that  care. 
Which  keeps  you  waking,  to  iecure  our  peace» 
The  nation's  glory,  and  our  trade's  increaie : 
You,  for  thefe  ends,  whole  days  in  council  fit| 
And  the  diveriions  of  your  youth  forget. 

Small  were  the  worth  df  valour  and  of  fcnrce. 
If  your  high  wifdom  governed  not  their  courfe  s 
You  as  the  foul,  as  the  Firft  Mover  yon 
Vigour  and  life  on  every  part  beftow  s 
How  to  build  ihips,  and  dreadful  ordnance  eaft, 
Inftrudl  the  artifts ;  and  reward  their  hafte. . 

*  Cleopatnu  f  King  Charles  !!• 

So, 
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So»  Jove  himfelFy.i^wlftoT^hcm  heaven  doet  brave, 
DeTcenda  to  vifit  ViikanTlr finoky  cave: 
Teaohuig  the  brawny  Cyolbpa  how  to  ft-ame 
Hit  thunder,  miz*dwkh  tenrory  Mirathy  ttnd'ffiiiBB. 
Had  the  old  Oiecka  difeoveifdyour  abode, 
Crete  Jbd  sot  been- the  cnntte  of  their  God  r 
On  that  finaU  iilandithtj  hadjookM  with  fcon  j 
And  ivGveat  Bntain  thongiht  the  Tlrande^er  bonu 

APreiage  of  the  Ruih  of  theTvRKUii  CHT^ii^^* 

Frnfentedto  hi^Ms^ofty  King  jAM^tfllr  dn^hit^ 

Biffth»J)ay. 

SINCE  Jamet  tbe  Second  grac*d  the  Britiih  thione, 
Tmeo^  well^^bfervM,  has  been  infringf  <1  ^Y  ^^  < 
Chriftiaat  to  him  their  prefent  union  owe» 
And  late  fuccefs  againft  the  common  foe  s 
While  neighbouring  princes^  loth  to  urge  their  fate. 
Court  hit  afliftance,  and  fufpend  their  hate* 
80  angry  built  the  combat  do  forbear. 
When  from  the  wood  a  lion  does  appear* 

This  happy  day  peace  to  our  Iflandfenti 
Aa  now  he  givet  it  to  the  Continent. 
I    A  I^rince  more  fit  forfuch  a  gloriout  taflc^     - 
r    Than. England* t  King,  ftmn  Heaven;  we- cannot  aik  u 
I    He  (great  and  goodl)  proportioned  to  the  work, 
L  Their  ill-drawn.fwordt  ibail  turn  againft  thf  Turk. 
L      Such  Ktngf,  like  ftart  vnth  intuence  unoofifin*dt. 

Ihia*  «miK  ufnmA  QCSQDitioua  to  «i(tg«lMw*t » 

i^HW^V^    ^^W*^*   ^^B^^^^    J^y^^B^y^^  —  *     ■'*•    4*^^^f  ^^P#B^VWft 

.  O  3  Favour 
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Favour  the  innocent,  reprefs'the  bold; 

And,  while  they  flourifli,  make  an  age  of  gold. 

Bred  in  the  camp,  famM  for  his  valour  youngr^ 
At  fea  fuccefsful,  vigorous,  and  ftrong ; 
His  fleet,  his  army,  and  his  mighty  mind, 
Efteem  and  reverence  through  the  world  do  find. 
A  Prince,  with  fuch  advantages  as  thefe,  .  > 

Where  he  perfuades  not,,  may  command  a  peaoCi, 
Britain  declaring  for  the  jufter  fide, 
The  moft  ambitious  will  forget  their  pride ; 
They  that  complain  will  their  endeavours  ceale, 
Advis-d  by  him,  inclined  to  prefent  peace ) 
Join  to  the  Turk^s  deftruftion  i  and  then  bring 
All  their  pretences  to  fo  juft  a  King. 

If  the  fuccefsful  ti-oublers  of  mankind. 
With  laurel  crown'd,  fo  gneat  applaufe  do  find  5 
Shall  the  vei'd  world  lefs  honour  yield  to  thofe 
That  flop  their  prbgrcfs,  and  their  rage  oppofe  ? 
Next  to  that  power  which  does  the  ocean  awe. 
Is,  to  fet  bounds,  and  give  ambition  law. 

The  British  Monarch  fliall  the  glory  have. 
That  famous  Greece  remains  no  longer  flave  ; 
That  fdurce  of  art,  and  cultivated  thought ! 
Which  they  to  Rome,  and  Romans  hither,  brought* 

The  banifli'd  Mufes  fliall  no  longer  mourn  5 
But  may  with  Liberty  to  Greece  return  : 
Though  flaves  (like  birds  that  fmg  not  in  a  cage) 
They  loft  their  genius  and  poetic  rage; 
Homers  again,  and  Pindars,  may  be  foUnd  ;  - 
And  his  great  a^ons  with  their  numbers  croWnM.' ' 
-     -  .    -  Thi 
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The  Turk's  vaft  empire  does  united  ftand  t 
Chriftians,  divided  under  the  command 
Of  jarring  princes,  would  be  foon  undone. 
Did  not  this  Hero  make  their  intereft  one : 
Peace  to  efnbrace,  ruin  the  common  foe> 
Exalt  the  Croft,  and  lay  the  Crefcent  low. 

Thus  may  the  Gofpel  to  the  riiing  fun 
Be  fpread,  and  flourifh  where  it  firft  begun : 
And  this  great  day  (fo  juftly  honour'd  here  I) 
Known  to  the  eaft,  and  celebrated  there. 

**  Hcc  ego  longasvus  cecini  tibi,  maxime  regum ! 
^*  Aufus  &  ipfe  manu  juyenum  tentare  laborem.*' 

VlRG«  • 

TO      THE      DUCHESS, 

When  he  prefented  this  Book  to  her  Royal 
Highness. 

M^D  AMI  I  here  prefcnt  you  with  the  rage, 
And. with  the  Beauties,  of  a  former  age : 
Wifliing  you  may  with  a^  great  pleafure  yicw. 
This,  as  we  take  in  gazing  upon  you. 
Thus  we  writ  then :  your  brighter  eyes  infpire 
A  nobler  flame,  and  raife  our  genius  higher. 
While  we  your  wit  and  early  knowledge  fear. 
To  our  produ6lions  we  become  fcvere : 
Your  matchlcfs  beauty  gives  our  fancy  wing ; 
Your  judgment  makes  us  careful  how  we  fing. 
*  O  4  Lines 
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Lines  not  compos'd,  as  heretofoxey  in  haflcf. 
PolifhM  like  marble»  (hall  like  marble  laft  s 
And  make  you  through  as  many  ages  fhine^ 
As  TafTo  has  the  Heroes  of  your  line. 

Though  other  names  our  wary  wiiters  uie^ 
You  are  the  fubjedb  of  the  BritiHi  Mufe  ; 
Dilating  mifchief  to  yourfelf  unknown. 
Men  write,  and  die,  of  wounds  they  dare  not  owm* 
So  the  bright  fun  bums  all  our  grafs  away. 
While  it  means  nothing  but  to  give  us  day. 

Thefe  Ve  It  s  b  s  were  writ  in  the  Ta  s  s  0  oflUr 
Royal  Highmbss. 

TA  S  S  O  knew  how  the  fairer  fex  to  grace j 
But  in  no  one  durft  all  perfection  placet 
In  her  alone  that  owns. this  book,  is  (een 
Clorinda^s  fpirit,  and  her  lofty  mien  j 
Sophronia^s  piety,  Erminia^s  truth, 
Annida*s  charms,  her  beauty,  and  her  youth. 
Our  Princefs  here,  is  in  a  glafs,  does  drefs 
Her  vrell-taught  mind  i  and  every  grace  exprefs. 
More  to  our  wonder  than  Rinaldo  fought  t 
The  Hero*!  race  excels  the  Poet's  thought* 


ON 


ON      MRS.      HIGG0N8. 

INGENIOUS  Higgons  never  fought 
To  hide  the  candour  of  her  thought  i 
And  now  her  cloaths  are  loft>  we  find 
The  nymph  as  naked  as  her  mind  : 
Like  Eve  while  yet  (he  was  untaught 
To  hide  herfelf  or  know  a  fault. 
For  a  fnatchM  ribbon  flic  would  frown. 
But  cares  too  little  for  her  gown  $ 
It  makes  her  laugh,  and  all  her  grief 
It  kft  it  fliould  undo  the  thief. 
Already  flie  begins  to  ftretch 
Her  wit,  to  fave  the  guilty  vrretch  i 
And  fays,  flie  was  of  goods  bereft 
By  her  own  bounty,  not  by  theft. 
She  thought  not  fit  to  keep  her  cloaths 
Till  they  were  eaten  up  with  moths } 
But  made  a  nobler  ufe  of  ftore. 
To  clothe  the  naked  and  the  poor. 
Should  all  that  do  approve  the  fair. 
Her  lofs  contribute  to  repair. 
Of  London  flie  would  have  the  fate. 
And  rife  (undone)  in  greater  (late  $ 
In  points,  and  hoods,  and  Indian  gown, 
As  glorious  as  the  new-built  town. 
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P       O       E      M 

IN      SIX       CANTOS. 


•**  Floriferis  ut  apes  in  faltlbus  omnia  libant| 
**  Sic  nos  Scripturae  jdepafciinar  aurea  di^a ; 
•<*  Aurca!  perpetua  feraper  digniffima  viti !  •  • 
<<  Nam  Divinus  Amor  cum  caepit  vocifei*ari, 
«  *f  Diffugiuntanimi.terrores.  *  ***  Lvcrbt.  Lib.  id. 

**  Exul  eram,  requiefque  mihi,  non  fama,  petita  eft^ 
.  *.*  Mens  intenta  fuis  nc  forct  ufque  ni^is  i  ♦  •    •' 
-«<  Namque  ubi  mota  calent  facrl  mea  peftoraMtna, 
^*  Altior  humano  fpiritus  ille  malo  eft.** 

Ovid.  dcTrift.  Lib.  W.  £1.  i. 


THE     ARGUMENTS* 

I.  Aflerting  the  authority  of  the  Scripture,  in  whick 
this  Love  is  sevealed. 

II.  The  preference  and  Love  of  God  to  man  in  tb» 
Creation. 

III.  The  fame  Love  more  amply  declared  in  our  Re* 
demption. 

IV.  How  neceffiiry.  this-  Love  it  to  reform  msnkind^ 
and  howeificeUeiit  in  itfelf^ 

V*  Shewing  how  happy  tiie  world  would  be,  if  t^ 
Love  were  univerfaily  embraced. 

VL  Of  pitftrviog  this  Low  in  our  memoif  |  «nd  haw 
«ftful  thi  ^oatMnplitioii  tberoof  is* 
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C   A    N    T    O     I. 

•  .  ■  -  - 

THE  Grecian  Mufe  has  all  their  Gods  fiurif'd, 
Nor  Jove  at  us,  nor  Phoebusy  is  arriY*d« 
Frail  Deities  I  which  iirfi:  the  Poets  made. 
And  then  inTok^d,  to  give  theijr  fancies  aid* 
Tetf  if  th^  ftill  divert  us  with  their  ragc^ 
What  may  be  hopM  for  in  a  better  age  s 
Whtai  not  from  HeliooB*s  imagia*d  ^ng^ 
But  Sacred  Writ,  we  borrow  what  we  iixigf 
This  with  fkt  fabric  of  the  world  begun ; 
Slder  than  light,  and  ihall  out-iaft  the  fun. 
Belbre  this  oracle,  likeDagon,  all 
The  £ilfe  pretenders,  Delphos,  Anunon,  faU« 
Long  fince  defpisM  and  fiient,  ^ey  afford 
Honour  and  triumph  to  th*  eternal  Word. 

As  l^te  philofophy  our  globe  has  graced. 
And  roUii|g  earth  among  the  planets  piac*d  s 
9o  has  this  Book  entitled  us  to  heaven; 
And  rules,  to  guide  us  to  that  maniion,  ^veni 
Tells  the  conditions  how  our  peace  was  madei 
And  is  our  pledge  for  the  Great  Author*s  aid; 
His  pof9t i|i.  nature^s  ample. book  we  find|    ^ 
But  the  Ifib  volume  does  e^preis  his  mind. 

This  light  unknown,  bold  Epicurus  taught. 
That -bis  l^  Gods  wmchiafe  us  not  a  tiiou^s 
But  unconcerned  let  ail  below  them  Aide, 
At  fortune  does,  or  human  wifdom,  guide. 

3  Religion 
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Keligion  thus  removM,  the  facred  yoke. 

And  band  of  all  fociety,  is  broke : 

What  ufe  of  oathis,  of  promifey  or  of  teft. 

Where  men  regard  no  God,  but  intereft  ?  • 

What  endlefs  war  would 'jealous  nations  tear^-. 

If  none  above  did  witnefs  what  they  fwear! 

Sad  fate  of  unbelievers,  and  yet  Juft, 

Among  themfelves  to  find  fo  little  truft ! ' 

Were  Scripture  filent,  nature  would  proclaim. 

Without  a  God,  our  falfehood  and  our  fhame. 

To  know  our  thoughts  the  obje^  of  his  eyes, .  • 

Is  the  firft  ftep  tow'rds  being  good  or  wife: 

For  though  with  judgment  we  on  things  reflet,  . 

Our  Will  determines,  not  our  Intellect : 

Slaves  to  their  paffion,  Reafon  men  employ 

Only  to  compafs  what  they  would  enjoy. 

His  fear,  to  guard  us  from  ourfelves,  we  need;-: 

And  Sacred  Writ  our  Reafon  does  exceed. 

For  though  Heaven  (hews  the  glory  of  the  Lord, . 

Yet  fomething  (hines  more  glorious  in  his  Word  s 

His  mercy  this  (which  all  his  work  excels !) 

His  tender  kindnefs  and  compaffibn  tells :  * 

While  we,  informed  by  that  celeftial  Book,  . 

Into  the  liowels  of  our  Maker  look. 

Love  there  reveal'd  (which  never  -fhall  have  end, . 

Nor  had  beginning)  (hall  our  fong  commend  s 

Defcribeitifelf,  and  warm  us  wi<li  that  flamt. 

Which  firft  from  heaven,  to  make  us  happy,  came. 

CANTO 
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C    A   N   T    O       ir, 

THE  fear  of  hell,  or  amiing  to  be  bleft. 
Savours  too  much  of  private  intovft.  / 

This  mov'd  not  Mofes,  nor  the  zealous  Paul  | 
Who  for  their  friends  abandoned  foul  and  all  s 
A  gpreater  yet  from  heaven  to  hell  defcends. 
To  fave,  and  make  his  enemies  his  friends. 
What  line  of  praife  can  fathom  fuch  a  love^ 
Which  reached  the  loweft  bottom  from  above  ? 
The  •  Royil  Prophet,  that  extended  grace  ' 
From  heaven  to  earth,  meafur'd  but  half  that  ipace. 
The  Law  was  regnant,  and  confined  his  thought; 
Hell  was  not  conquerM  when  that  Poet  wrote : 
Heaven  was  fcarce  heard  of,  until  He  came  down 
To  make  ihe  region  where  love  triumphs  known. 

That  early  love  of  creatures  yet  unmade. 
To  ffame  the  world  th'  Almighty  did  perfuadej 
For  love  it  was  that  firft  created  light, 
MovM  on  the  waters,  chacM  away  the  night 
From  the  rude  Chaos ;  and  beftow'd  new  grace 
Pn  things  difpos'd  of  to  their  proper  place; 
Some,  to  ceft  here  $  and  fome,  to  fhine  above ; 
Earth",  fea>  and  heaven j  were  all  th'  effe^s  of  love« 
And  love  would  be  returned.    But  there  was  none 
That  to  themfelves  or  others  yet  were  known : 
The  world  a  palace  was,  without  a  gneft. 
Till  one  appears,  that  muft  .excel  the  reft  t  <* 

f  David. 
V  Oncl 


i;^..*u,  A  ..^^.,     •WKf.f  lapac^cot  mind 

\j;.^.    y     ^-  .  .,■ *•.:*:,  -.ntr  M:Jcer  find : 

1^^,....  M^^^f..  w*Ksui.,  i«nk  ^'ve  each  ftar  a  name: 
^^«  . .     ..  ^^/  '->4m^«.  'jbc  na^ti  ocean  tame ; 
^•*^.. .   A«»  ;4M«^  «u<aii  i.«»uUo^  oils  might  go, 
V  ■-. "  <^-.  'Mt^- .x-f^  >«  i»  expenence  know: 
'k'^.r    kuu^siitt  o»uif&  obcdieBt  to  hit  will, 
t-  .   ^^.-rj^  ->tA>  ««c  loe  fertile  eaith  to  till. 
^'•viK  ?y  .u.  Word,  God  had  accomplifli'd  alt^ 
S--*i.  u  .i.«iMe  be  did  a  coimcil  call : 
~uk4/M«  ^  iift  hand,  to  give  the  duft  he  took 
^  ^:.4i:«itti  figure  and  majeftic  look  t 
HT  Ji^  .lift  o«rn  breath,  conveyM  into  his  breaft 
^^  i£,  aiid  n  foul  fit  to  command  the  reft* 
^'oiskiy  alone  to  celebrate  his  name 
>^*  foch  a  gift  5  and  tell  from  whence  it  came. 
HirtU  fing  his  praifcs  in  a  wilder  note; 
Sut  not  with  lafting  numbers,  and  with  thought; 
Maii^f  great  prerogative !  But  above  all 
Hia  grace  abounds  in  his  new  favourite's  fall* 

If  he  create,  it  is  a  world  he  makes ) 
It  he  be  ingry,  the  creation  (hakes : 
Fvom  his  juft  wrath  our  guilty  parents  iled  j 
>U  curft  the  earth,  but  bruised  the  ferpenf  s  headL 
AmidM  the  ftorm,  his  bounty  did  exceed, 
In  the  rich  promife  of  the  Virgin's  feed  i 
Though  juftice  death,  as  fatisfadion,  cravet^ 
Iiove  finds  a  way  to  pluck  ut  from  ovr. graves* 

CANTO 
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CANTO        III. 

NOT  willing  terror ihould  his  image  move; 
He  giyes  a  pattern  of  eternal  love ; 
His  Sod  defcendsy  to  treat. a  peace  with  thofe 
Which  were,  and  muft  have  ever  been,  his  foes. 
Poor^e  became,  and  left,  his  glorious  feat. 
To  make  us  humble,  and  to  make  us  great:. 
Hit  bufinefs  here  was  happinefs  to  give 
To  thofe,  whofe  malice  could  not  let  him  live.. 

Legions  of  Angels,  which  he  might  have  us^d^. 
(For  us  refolvM  to  perifli)  he  refused  x 
While  they  ftood  ready-  to  prevent  his  lo(s. 
Love  took  him  up,  aiid  oail'd  him  to  the  Crofs* 
Immortal  love !  which  in  his  bowels  reignM, 
That  we  might  be  by  fuch  great  love  conftrain'd. 
To  make  return  of  love :  upon  this  Pole 
Our  duty  does,  and  our  religion,  roll.. 
To  love  is  to  believe,  to  hope,  to  know; 
*Tis  an  efiay,  a  tafte  of  heaven  below  t 

He  to  proud  potentates  would  not  be  known ; 
Of  thofe  that  lov^d.  him,,  he  was  hid  from  none. 
Till  love  appear,  we  live  in  anxious  doubt; 
But  fmoke  will  vanish  when  that  flame  breaks. out;. 
This  is  the  fire  that  would  confume  oiu*  drols, 
Refine,  and  make  us  richer  by  the  lofs. 

Could  we  forbear  difpute,  and  pra^tife  love,. 
We  flumid  agree^  as  Angels  do  above.. 

P  Wh^rc 
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!»*<  vtjJy  ortcn  «f  a  carjr?  ticrt;  ' 

Coir«mas/i!«  tlut  <jt!Krf  Icrt  at  wd!  as  be. 

J>,ye  «  lit  Icr'd  •^Hov  «3  ire  foar  fb  kigbr-* 

He  can  aii4  win^,  wfm  he  conncands  to  £7. 

Kor  (b//uld  '^^  be  with  thit  comnumd  difmaT'd ; 

H*:  that  example!  gireiy  will  ghre  his  aid : 

For  he  t<)ok  ficih,  that,  wbere  bis  prvcepts  fail. 

Hit  pra^ice,  at  a  pattern,  may  prerail. 

His  I'jye  at  once,  and  dread,  inftnift  our  thought ; 

As  Man  he  rufPerM,  and  as  God  he  taught. 

Will  for  tlte  deed  he  takes ;  we  may  with  eafe 

Olicdicnt  be;  for  if  we  love,  we  pleafe. 

Weak  though  we  are,  to  love  is  no  hard  tafk. 

And  love  for  love  is  all  that  Heaven  does  alk. 

LiiVc  !  tliut  would  all  men  juft  and  temperate  make» 

Kind  to  themfelves,  and  others  for  his  fake. 

*'J^ii  with  our  minds  as  with  a  fertile  ground) 
Wanting  thii  love,  they  muft  with  weeds  aboundj 
(Unruly  pafTioni)  whofe  efFe6l8  are  worfe 
I'lun  thorni  and  thiiUes^  fpringing  from  the  curfe* 


CANTO 
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:     -.'m''  v{;rp  .^r.,  ■■      .  ■  iiit>i:    'r\i\ 

TO  gl^.maj^.i9ir,ffl?ifiry,,i8  bpntj,^  .-;^,rf..,  ,. ...  . 
Of.hif  pi[ou4ftf|jti^;j«|igr or thc.ftor»*   ,,.:■. 

Ba&  m  biB^^  ^Pjpm.  ffi  Pwsii\rtiWi^»»,,  ,i.. , 
Widi  love,  of  aa.ciieatc4,things:thp.bfft^,  nj,,  ,r;   . 
Without  Hi  nfre  j>ertkioi|B/tibav:tiM  1^^  g^u:.  .^ » ::.: ' 
For  greedy  woItcs  unguarded  flieep  devour 
But  while  their  hunger  lafts,  and  then  gh«  o*erf 
Mttft  boundlefs  avarice  his  want  exceeds. 
And  on  his  neighbours  round  about  him  feedt» 

Kt  pride  and  vain  ambition  are  fo  vaft> 
Thaty  delttge-likcy  they  lay  whole  nations  waftef 
Debauches  and  excefs  (though  with  lefs  noife) 
As  great  a  portion  of  mankind  deftroys. 
The  beafts  and  monfters  Hercules  oppreft 
Mighty  in  that  age,  fome  provinces  infeil  s 
Thelb  more  deftru£live  monfters  are  the  bane 
Of  every  age,  and  in  all  nations  reign : 
But  foon  would  vanifh,  if  the  world  were  blefs^d 
Widi  ilured  lovcy  by  which  they  are  reprefsM. 

Impendent  death,  ^d  guilt  that  threatens  hell. 
Are  dreadful  guefts,  which  here  with  mortals  dwell  {, 
And  a  vexM  confcience,  mingling  with  their  joy 
Thongbts  of  defpair,  does  their  whole  life  annoy  t 
Matf  love  appearing,  all  thofe  terrors  fly^ 
Wt  lire  contented^  and  contented  die. 
o  :   \r.  ;.    .  ^  •  Th^ 
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T'nej  In  -viote  ara&  tfxis  5u:rtd  love  kas  nace, 
B<sa£h,  u  a.  pa£igs  re  ±ieir  -07,  snhrscs. 
Clcuds  aad  tfaitk  vapoon,  winek  flWcBre  t£ie  ^bt^ 
Tile  fim*!  jiAonem  beams  maj  docs  svay  ^ 
TBcfewiBcktfv  fife  eompraadf  darken,  Eove 
(T1»  loUcr  ftv?)  mil  fircm  the  Ibsl  rcsBOfc. 
Spott  arc  oUcrr'ti  id  tbst  vUdt  hamadg  Ae  yev; 
Tlut  bftpner  ion  bows  in  a  bauidleif  fpbexc  s 
Of  HcavcB  tie  fOf,  die  gfery,  and  tlK  li^t; 
Hums  aa0Dg  Aj^gclsy  and  adouti  &o  a^ht. 


CANTO 
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CANTO       V. 

THIS  iron  age  (fo  fraudulent  and  bold t) 
Touched  with  this  love,  would  be  an  age  of  goldt 
Not,  as  they  feignM,  that  oaks  fliould  honey  drop. 
Or  land  negledled  bear  an  unpawn  crop  i 
Ix>ve  would  make  all  things  eafy,  fafe,  and  cheapi 
None  for  himfelf  would  either  fow  or  reap* 
Our  ready  help  and  mutual  love  would  yield 
A  nobler  harveil  than  the  richeft  field  i 
Famine  and  death,  confinM  to  certain  parts, 
Extended  are  by  barrennefs  of  hearts. 
Some  pine  for  want,  where  others  furfeit  now  j 
But  then  we  (hould  the  ufe  of  plenty  know.  .. , 
Love  would  betwixt  the  rich  and  needy  Hand ; 
And  fpread  Heaven's  bounty  with  an  equal  hand; 
At  once  the  givers  and  receivers  blefs ; 
Increafe  their  joy,  and  make  their  iuffering  lefs. 
Who  for  himfelf  no  miracle  would  make, 
DifpensM  with  feveral  for  the  people's  fake : 
He  that,  long-failing,  would  no  wonder  ihow. 
Made  loaves  and  fiihes,  as  they  eat  them,  grow. 
Of  all  his  power,  which  boundlefs  was  above. 
Here  he  us'd  none,  but  to  exprefs  his  love : 
And  fuch  a  love  would  make  our  joy  exceed, 
Not  when  our  own,  but  other  mouths,  we  feed. 

Laws  would  be  ufelefs,  which  rude  nature  awe ; 
Love,  changing  nature,  would  prevent  the  law : 
Tigers  and  lions  into  dens  we  thruft ; 
But  milder  creatures  with  their  freedom  truft* 

P  3  Devil* 
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Devils  are  chainM  and  tremble;  but  the  Spoufe 
No  force  but  love^  nor  bond  but  bounty,  knows* 
Men  (whom  we  now  fo  fierce  and  dangerous  fee)  ' 
Would  guardian-angels  to  each  other  be : 
Such  wonders  can  this  mighty  love  perform } ' 
Vultures  to  doves,  wolVea  into  lambs  transform! 
Love  what  Ifaiah  prophefyM  can  do. 
Exalt  the  valleys,  lay  the  mountains  low ; 
Humble  the  lofty,  the  rejefled  raife, 
Smooth  and  make  ftreight  our  rough  and  crooked  way 
Love,  ftrong  as  death,  and  like  i^  levels  all ; 
With  that  poffcft,  the  great  in  title  fall  t 
Themfclves  efteem  but  equal  to  the  leaft. 
Whom  Heaven  with  that  high  charafler  has  Ueft. 
This  love,  the  centre  of  our  union,  can 
Alone  bellow  complete  repofe  on  man : 
Tame  his  wild  appetite,  make  inward  peace. 
And  foreign  ftrife  among  the  nations  ceafe. 
Nv>  martial  trumpet  (hould  difturb  our  reft, 
Nor  Princes  arm,  though  to  fubdue  the  Eaft  ; 
Where  for  the  Tomb  fo  many  Heroes  (taught 
By  thofe  that  guided  their  devotion)  fought. 
Thrice  happy  we,  could  we  like  ardour  have 
To  gain  his  love,  as  they  to  win  his  gnve ! 
Love  as  he  lovM !  A  loive  to  unconfinM, 
With  arms  extended,  would  embrace  nrmHad> 
Scif-love  would  ceaie^  or  be  dilated,  wIkq 
We  ihculd  beMd  as  many  felfs  is  ncmt 
All  of  one  fanuhr,  in  blood  allyM, 
Uia  {ftcMiK  bloody  tbtt  fgr  oar  najbm  drMI 

C  A  N  T  < 
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,  C    A:  K    T    O        VI. 

TH O  U  G  H  the  creation .(fo  divinely  taught  i ) 
Prints'  fuch  a  liveiy>  image  on  our  thought. 
That  the  firft  fpark  of  new-created  light. 
From  Chaos  ftrook,  aife£ls  our  prefent  fight: 
Yet  the  firft  Chriftians  did  efteem  more  bleft 
The  day  of  rifing,  than  the  day  of  reft; 
That  every  week  might  new  occafion  give. 
To  make  his  triumph  in  their  memory  live. 
Then  let  our  Mufe  compofe  a  facredT  charm. 
To  keep  his  blood  among  us  ever  warm : 
And  finging,  as  the  BlefTed  do  above. 
With  our  laft  breath  dilate  this  fiamc  of  love. 
But,  on  fo  vaft  a  fubje£l,  who  can  find 
Words  that  may  reach  th'  ideas  of  his  mind  ? 
Our  language  fails :  or,  if  it  could  fupply, 
What  mortal  thought  can  raife  itfelf  fo  high  ? 
Defpairing  here,  we  might  abandon  art. 
And  only  hope  to  have  it  in  our  heart. 
But  though  we  find  this  facred  tafk  too  hard. 
Yet  the  defign,  th'  endeavour,  brings  reward. 
The  contemplation  does  fufpend  our  woe. 
And  make  a  truce  with  all  the  ills  wc  know. 
As  SauPs  afili^led  fpirit,  from  the  found 
Of  David's  harp,  a  prefent  folace  found : 
80  on  this  theme  while  we  our  Mufe  engage. 
No  wounds  are  felt,  of  fortune  or  of  age. 
'  P  4  On 


fin  (^^\tiii  Itvm  4s.  metiStsne  m  feacB^ 
A»i«l  Hfijc^  lu  tarj  -uf  .iieaoer  dtin^  tn  osiie. 
Amai'<i  ac  /Mtccy  mj  otmnitfttedi^  tki.  fiid 

T«v  retdb  6m  lytVy  aad  gpnne  k  hi  oar  heart. 
Jay  Ifr  ewf fete,  iblUi^  2Sidfcf«fey 
W<vol4  fesM'e  iMr  place  fo  aKaacr  plca£aa  tkar  s 
F^  tfiey  wo«kf  l4»#>f^  at  ftan  dtot  floift  Ik  ( 
When  fro«k  tlie  eai  tlK  rifii^  6ui  < 


OF 
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O  F     T  H  B 

F  E  A  R     OF     GOD. 

IN     TWO     CANTOS.       ' 

CANTO       I. 

THE  fear  of  God  is  freedom,  joy,  and  peace; 
And  makes  all  ills  that  vex  us  here  to  ceafe  i 
Though  the  word  Fear  fome  men  may  ill  endure, 
*Tis  fuch  a  fear  as  only  makes  fecure. 
Aik  of  no  Angel  to  reveal  thy  fate  $ 
Look  in  thy  heart,  the  mirror  of  thy  (late. 
He  that  invites  will  not  th*  invited  mock  j 
Opening  to  all  that  do  in  eameft  knock. 
Our  hopes  are  all  well-grounded  on  this  fear| 
All  our  aflurance  rolls  upon  that  fphere. 
This  fear,  that  drives  all  other  fears  away. 
Shall  be  my  fong ;  the  morning  of  our  day  t 
Where  that  fear  is,  there  's  nothing  to  be  fearM  j 
It  brings  from  heaven  an  Angel  for  a  guard  i 
Tranquillity  and  peace  this  fear  does  g^ive ; 
Hell  gapes  for  thofe  that  do  without  it  live. 
It  it  a  beam,  which  he  on  man  lets  fall. 
Of  light}  by  which  )ie  made  and  govemi  all* 

'Ti$ 


'T   ■?  ','.'■.   -I.J-,-.*    r.r,-.  .;    -r^f   ■ -rVHrter:    '..^ ; 

F'rr  '4  ajryyt  ';4»ue,    he  ;";i?*>"-.-.^s  ir  .rian 
May  4reil  rx  :y>ri;v«:    .U  .nM-e  -han  An^ds  nin. 
Mon^  Artctf  h'i%  hWy  .n  no  jn^Rr.  itr^aon  rdb, 
AhovA  fh«  An jjeU,  '^r  vrtow  'he  -iesita. 
H«  'xrith  tn»€  j«>/  *!-,e«r  hfi^-ir*-;  rfo«a  only  nil, 
Thjif  fhirft  an/t  h i»rt grr  "  pertorm  !uh  will. 
tnh^M,  thr>n^h  rirh,  fh;»il  in  this  ';varici  bercxt; 
Art'!  Tji/Uy  Jiv^,  m  ^-rror  of  the  next, 
Th^  *  -v'trlH'*  ^jfi^  ^nnryiUTrnr  wnuld  his  point  purTue, 
An/|  i#f»pf  (>r^.iiirr  Iip  ry»uM  not  find  a  new:  . 

Whiz-li  h»*l  he  (\or\tSf  yet  ft  ill  he  would  have  cry'd, 
Tfi  iTi:4ko  hi  in  vr^»rk,  iinfil  a  third  he  »py'*^* 
Ar?iliitiftn,  iiv.«ri^rp  will  notliing  owe 
'III  tUnvnn  if^Hf,  iinlcfs  it  make  them  grow. 
'rhf*ii|ih  liihly  led,  nian*R  circ  dors  ftill  exceed: 
Hi«  l.til  Mi^  fiKMith,  yrt  would  d  thoufand  feed. 
Ill  tvMlili  Mtid  hoiHiui,  liy  fiirh  men  pofTtft, 
If  II  MKirril^  not,  tIjTir  in  I'ound  no  reft. 
All  ll«f>ii  lUli^hr  m  vvhdr  llitir  wifti  comes  in  j 
l>4d  «vlit»i«  it  rt,.j.«,  n%  ilinr  hati  nothing  been. 
•  lU  ltt-4iigv  i\w\\  Ihould  nrj.;lc^l  their  picfcnt  ftore. 
Ami  u^»»  »i«i  jiiy,  |ivt  ill  iMiiiuin^  muitj 
N»«i  ih^Mi^U  uMv'd  «t  (aI!  thv  wujld  can  ;um: 
I  hi«  14  ih^  i,n,|^  ,»„  j  .j^,,y  ^,j"  y„f  frame. 

•  c\lc\.tihicr« 

A  chouiou  J 


QF  .TiTB:  PEAR  QtF  6<»|>.       iig 

A  dioufand  worlds^  if  we  with  him  comparey 

Ltft  than  fo  many  drops  of  water  are. 

Men  take  no  pleafure  but  in  new  deiigi^a  t 

And  what  they  Uope  for  what  they  liave  out(hinea# 

Ovr  iheep  and  oxen  feem  no  more  to  crave } 

With  Inll  content  fteding  on  what  tkejrh«vet    ^      I 

Vck  not  themfelr^  for  an  eAcreafe  of  ftore  j 

But  think  to-morrow  we  ihall  give  them  ihdfeii 

'What  we  from  day  to  day  receire^a  kekyeh/ 

They  do  from  ns  ezpe£):  it  ihould  he  given* 

Wc  made  them  n6t^  yet  they  on  vis  rely  j     . 

More  than  v^  men  upon  the  Deity  t    "''    '   \    , 

More  heaftt  than  they  1  that  will  not  underhand,      .  | 

That  we  are  fed  from  his  immediate  hand* 

Man,  that  in  him  hat  Being,  moves  and  lives « 

What  ca9  he  have  or  ufe  but  what  he  gives  \ 

So  diat  no  bread  can  nourifhment  afltod. 

Or  vfeful  be,  without  hit  Sacred  Word* 


CANTO 
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CANTO        II. 

EARTH  pniSn  cooquerars  for  fliedding  blood 
Heaven,  tboltf  that  love  their  foes*  and  do  tl 

good. 
It  is  terreftrial  honour,  to  be  crownM 
For  ftrowing  men,  like  ruflies,  on  the  gpround. 
True  glory  ^tis  to  rife  above  them  all. 
Without  th*  advantage  taken  by  their  fall. 
He  that  in  fight  diminilhes  mankind. 
Does  no  addition  to  his  ftature  find  : 
But  he  that  does  a  noble  nature  fliow. 
Obliging  others,  ftill  does  higher  grow. 
For  virtue  pra£Us*d  fuch  an  habit  gives. 
That  among  men  he  like  an  Angel  lives. 
Humbly  he  doth,  and  without  envy,  dwell ; 
LovM  and  admirM  by  thofc  he  does  excell. 
Fools  anger  fhew,  which  politicians  hide: 
Bleft  with  this  fear,  men  let  it  not  abide. 
The  humble  man,  when  he  receives  a  wrong, 
Kefers  revenge  to  whom  it  doth  belong. 
Nor  fees  he  reafon  why  he  (hould  engage. 
Or  vex  his  fpirit,  for  another's  rage. 
Placed  on  a  rock,  vain  men  he  pities,  toft 
On  raging  waves,  and  in  the  tempcft  loft. 
The  rolling  planets  and  the  glorious  fun 
Still  keep  that  order  which  they  firft  begun : 
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They  their  firft  leflbn  confbmtly  rqieat. 

Which  their  Creator,  as  a  hiw,  did  fet- 

Above,  below>  exa^y  ail  obeys 

Bat  wretched  ipen.baive  foiii)4.ailoA^  wgyf 

ELnowledge  of  good  and  evil,  as  at  firft, 

(That  vain  perfuafion !)  keeps  them  ftill  accurft  I 

The  Sacred  Word  refuiing  as  a  guide» 

Slaves  they  become  to  luxury  and  pride. 

At  clocks,  remaining  in  the  ikilful  hand 

Of  fome  great  mafter,  at  the  figure  ftand} 

But  when  abroad,  negle£led  they  do  gp^ 

At  nadom  ftrike,  and  the  falfe  hour  do  ihowt 

So  £rom  our  Maker  wandering,,  we  ftray  $ 

Like  birds  that  know  not  to  their  nefts  the  way.. 

In  him  we  dwelt  before  our  exile  here : 

And  may,  returning,  find  contentment  there  s 

True  joy  may  find,  perfection  of  delight; 

Behold  his  face,  and  (hun  eternal  night. 

Silence,  my  Muie !  make  not  thefe  jewels  cheap» 
Expofing  to  the  world  too  large  an  heap. 
Of  all  we  read,  the  Sacred  Writ  is  beft; 
Where  great  truths  are  in  feweft  words  expreft. 

WrefUing  with  death,  thefe  lines  I  did  indite ; 
Mo  other  theme  could  give  my  foul  delight. 
O9  that  my  youth  had  thus  employed  my  pen  I 
Or  that  I  now  could  write  as  wcU  as  then  I 

But 
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Thus  we  reach  heaven,  while  vainer  poems  muft 
No  higher  rife,  than  winds  may  lift  the  duft. 
From  that  they  fpring;  this,  from  his  breath  that  gave 
To  the  fiift  duft  th'  immortal  foul  wc  have. 
His  praife  well  fung  (our  great  endeavour  here) 
Shakes  off  the  duft>  and  makes  that  breath  appear. 


CAN  TOf 
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CANTO     II. 

HE  *  that  did  firft  this  way  of  writuig  grzc^ 
Ccfttftn^A  wkk  tbe  Almiglitjr  fiurc  to  CKcr 
Wonderji  he  did  in  facred  Tcrfe  unfold. 
When  he  had  more  than  eighty  winters  told : 
The  writer  fceU  no  dire  effeft  of  age; 
Nor  verfe,  that  flows  from  (6  divine  a  rage,    < 
Kideft  of  Poets,  he  heheld  the  light, 
When  firft  it  triumphM  o^er  eternal  night : 
Chaos  he  faw ;  and  could  diftin£Uy  tell 
How  that  confufion  into  order  fell : 
As  if  confultcd  with,  he  has  expreft 
The  work  of  the  Creator,  and  his  reft : 
How  the  flood  drown'd  the  flrft  offending  race. 
Which  might  the  figure  of  our  glohe  deface. 
For  new-made  earth,  fo  even  and  fo  fair, 
Lrfs  cqunl  now,  uncertain  makes  the  air : 
Surprised  with  heat  and  unexpected  cold, 
Karly  diflempers  make  our  youth  look  old : 
Our  d;tys  fo  evil,  and  fo  few,  may  tell 
That  on  the  mint  of  that  world  we  dwell. 
Strong  as  the  oaks  that  nourifli'd  them,  and  high. 
That  iong-Hv'd  race  did  on  their  force  rely, 
Nei^lefling  heaven*     But  we,  of  (horter  date ! 
Should  be  more  nuDdfui  of  impendent  Fate. 

•  Mofes. 
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To  worms,  that  crawl  upon  this  nibbifti  here, 
This  fpan  of  life  may  yet  too  long  appear : 
Enough  to  humble,  and  to  make  us  great. 
If  it  prepare  us  for  a  nobler  feat. 
Which  well  obferving,  he,  in  numerous  lines. 
Taught  wretched  man  how  faft  his  life  declines : 
^In  whom  he  dwelt,  before  the  world  was  made  i 
And  may  again  retire,  when  that  (hall  fade. 
The  lafting  Iliads  have  not  liv'd  fo  long. 
As  his  and  Deborah's  triumphant  fong. 
Delphos  unknown,  no  Mufe  could  them  infpire. 
But  that  which  governs  the  celeftial  choir. 
Heaven  to  the  pious  did  this  art  reveal  $ 
And  from  their  ftore  fucceeding  Poets  fteal : 
Homer's  Scamander  for  the  Trojanpjfought, 
And  fweird  fo  high,  by  her  old  Kif^^n  taught : 
His  river  fcarce  could  fierce  Achilles  (lay  j 
Her's,  more  fuccefsful,  fwept  her  foes  away. 
The  hoft  of  heaven,  his  Phoebus  and  his  Mars, 
He  arras  ;  inftructed  by  her  fighting  ftars, 
She  led  them  all  againft  the  common  foe  : 
But  he  (raif-led  by  what  he  faw  below ! ) 
The  Powers  above,  like  wretched  men,  ^divides, 
And  breaks  their  union  into  different  fides. 
The  noblefl  parts  whkh  in  his  Heroes  ihine, 
May  be  but  copies  of  that  Heroine. 
Homer  himfelf  and  Agamemnon  fhe 
The  writer  could,  and  the  commander,  be. 
Truth  fhe  relates,  in  a  fublimer  flrain 
Than  all  the  tales  the  boldefl  Greeks  could  fci;;n  : 

Q^a  For 


zit  WALLER'S    POEMS. 

For  what  (he  fung,  that  Spirit  did  indite, 
Which  gave  her  courage  and  fuccefs  in  fight. 
A  double  garland  crowns  the  matchlefs  dame ; 
From  Heaven  her  Poem  and  her  Conqueft  came. 

Though  of  the  Jews  fhe  merit  moft  efteem  j 
Yet  here  the  Chriftian  has  the  greater  theme  : 
Her  martial  fong  defcribes  how  Sifera  fell ; 
This  fings  our  triumph  over  death  and  hell. 
The  rifing  light  employed  the  facred  breath 
Of  the  bleft  Virgin  and  Elizabeth. 
In  fongs  of  joy  the  Angels  fung  his  birth  : 
Here,  how  he  treated  was  upon  the  earthy 
Trembling  we  read  I  th*  affliftion  and  the  fcom. 
Which,  for  our  guilt,  fo  patiently  was  borne ! 
Conception,  birth,  and  fuffering,  all  belong 
(Though  various  parts)  to  one  celeftial  fong : 
And  Ihc,  well  ufing  fo  divine  an  art. 
Has,  in  this  conceit,  fung  the  tragic  part. 

As  Hannah's  feed  was  vow'd  to  facred  ufe. 
So  Iwre  this  Lady  confecrates  her  Mufe  5 
With  like  reward  may  Heaven  her  bed  adorn, 
With  fruit  as  fair,  as  by  her  Mufe  is  born ! 


On 
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On  the  Paraphrafe  on  the  LORD'S  PRAYER, 
Written  by  Mrs,  Wharton. 

SILENCE,  ye  winds!  liften  etherial  lights  I 
While  our  Urania  fings  what  Heaven  indites : 
The  Numbers  are  the  Nymph's ;  but  from  above 
Defcends  the  pledge  of  that  eternal  love. 
Here  wretched  mortals  have  not  leave  alone. 
But  are  inftru6led  to  approach  his  throne  : 
And  how  can  he  to  miferable  men 
Deny  requefts,  which  his  own  hand  did  pen? 

In  the  Evangelifts  we  find  the  profe  ; 
Which,  paraphrasM  by  her,  a  Poem  grows  5 
A  devout  rapture !  fo  divine  a  hymn. 
It  may  become  the  higheft  Seraphim ! 
For  they,  like  her,  in  that  celeftial  choir. 
Sing  only  what  the  Spirit  does  infpire. 
Taught  by  our  Lord,  and  theirs,  with  us  they  may 
For  all,  but  pardon  for  offences,  pray. 

Some  Refleftlons  of  His  upon  the  feverai  Petitions  In, 
the  fame  Prayer. 

I.  XJIS  facred  name,  with  reverence  profound, 

•*-*  Should  mention'd  be,   and  trembling  at  the 
It  was  Jehovah  5  'tis  Our  Father  now  5  [found  I 

So  low  to  us  does  HeavcA  vouchfafe  to  bow  1  * 
He  brought  it  down,  that  taught  us  how  to  pray  5 
And  did  fo  dearly  for  our  ranfom  pay. 

*  Pfalm  xvili.  9. 

0^3  II.  His 
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II.  His  kingdom  come.    For  this  we  pray  in  vain^ 
Unlefs  he  does  in  our  affe6lions  reign : 

Abfurd  it  were  to  wiih  for  fuch  a  King, 
And  not  obedience  to  his  fceptre  bring ; 
Whofe  yoke  is  eafy^  and  his  burthen  light  $ 
His  fervice  freedom,  and  his  judgments  right. 

III.  His  willbi  done.    In  fafl  *tis  always  done; 
Buty  as  in  heaven,  it  muft  be  made  our  own  : 
His  will  fhould  all  our  inclinations  fway. 
Whom  nature  and  the  uniyerfe  obey. 

Happy  the  man  I  whofo  wifhes  are  confinM 
To  what  has  been  eternally  defignM : 
Referring  all  to  hrs  paternal  care. 
To  whom  more  dear,  than  to  ourfelves,  we  are, 

IV.  It  is  not  what  our  avarice  hoards  up ; 
*Tis  he  that  feeds  us,  and  that  fills  our  cup  { 
Like  new-bom  babes,  depending  on  the  breaft. 
From  day  to  day,  we  on  his  bounty  feaft. 
Nor  fiiould  the  foul  expe£l  above  a  day. 

To  dwell  in  her  frail  tenement  of  clay  : 

The  fetting  fun  ihould  feem  to  bound  our  race. 

And  the  new  day  a  gift  of  ipecial  grace. 

V.  That  he  Jbould  all  our  trej^ajfes  forgi'vef 
While  we  in  hatred  with  our  neighbours  live ; 
Though  fo  to  pray  may  feem  an  eafy  ta(k. 
We  cuiie  ourfelves  when  thus  inclined  we  a(k. 
This  prayer  to  ufe,  vre  ought  with  equal  care 
Our  fouls,  as  to  the  Sacrament,  prepare. 
The  nobieft  worihip  of  the  Power  above. 

Is  to  extol,  and  imitate,  his  love  s 

Kot 


ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYfi'R,       *3i 

Not  t«  forgive  our  enemies  alone  j 

But  ufe  otir  bounty  that  they  may  be  won. 

VI.  Guard  us  from  all  tempt  cuions  9f  the  fee  * 
And  thofe  we  may  in  ftveral  ftations  know  i 
The  rich  and  poor  in  Hippery  places  (land  t 
Give  us  enough !  but  with  a  fparing  hand ! 
Npt  ilL-perfuading  want  j  nor  wanting  wealth  j    .  * 
But  what  proportion^  is  to  life  and  health. 
For  not  the  dead,  but  living,  fmg  thy  praife  j 
Exalt  thy  kingdom,  and  thy  glory  raife. 

"  Favete  Unguis  i  *  *  •  ♦ 

"  Virginibus  puerifque  canto.**  Ho  rat. 

On  the  foregoing  DIVINE    P  O  EMS*. 

WHE  N  we  for  age  could  neither  read,  nor  write, 
The  fubjefb  made  us  able  to  indite  ; 
The  fou],  with  nobler  refolutions  deckt. 
The  body  (looping,  does  herfelf  ereft ; 
No  mortal  parts  are  requifite  to  raife 
Her,  that  unbodyM  can  her  Maker  praife. 

The  feas  are  quiet,  when  the  winds  give  o'er : 
809  calm  are  we,  when  pafllons  are  no  more  I 
For  then  we  know  how  vain  it  was.  to  bdaft 
Of  fleeting  things,  Q^  certain  to  be  loft. 
Clouds  of  affe^lion  from  our  younger  eyes. 
Conceal  that  emptinefs,  which  age  defcries. 

*  See,   in  ^*  Duke's  Boems,"  an  elegant  compli- 
SDcnt  to  Mr.  Waller^  on  this  his  laft  produ^on*    N. 
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The  foul's  dark  cottagey  battered  and  decayM, 
Lets  in  new  light,  through  chinks  that  time  has  made-^ 
Stronger  by  wcakncfs,  wifer  men  become. 
As  they  draw  near  to  their  eternal  home : 
Leaving  the  old,  both  worlds  at  once  they  view. 
That  ftand  upon  the  threihold  of  the  new. 

fc  #*•  #  #  Miratur  limen  Olympi."  Virg. 
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Under  aLADY'S    PICTURE, 

SUCH  Helen  was !  and  who  can  blame  the  *  boy 
TTiat  in  fo  bright  a  flame  confum'd  his  Troy  ? 
But,  had  like  virtue  (hinM  in  that  fair  Greek, 
The  amorous  fhepherd  had  not  darM  to  feek. 
Or  hope  for  pity ;  but,  with  (ilent  moan^ 
And  better  fate,  had  perifhed  alone. 

Of  a  Lady  who  writ  in  Praife  of  MiR A. 

WHILE  fhe  pretends  to  make  the  graces  known 
Of  matchlefs  Mira,  ihe  reveals  her  own  : 
And,  when  (he  would  another's  praife  indite. 
It  by  her  glafs  inftru6led  how  to  write. 

•  Paris. 

To 


yy 


":  vit.  m»a:?rj*.'  t  lai  tdc.  Mas. 


^^     That  I.>-cj  •rawBTft;    awuliaBy  3ev. 
Lake  Jaq^  jims^  .nso^rcE* 

.'ler  jwxL  zseia.  roxitOL  iiiuia  :wl  f^sou 
.\iia  ,,st  lil  ^  :!UL  .he.  »iu  giou 
7 bote  ;ee£ii  :air  Lyc^.  j:iiui  n«*[  aow* 
it'  ihe  voiua  iiKc.   .ibr  .jv«:rs>  ~jittii|pr 
Lau;  iiris  :afcY  .ioup  .it  .«yn»ng^  ^rapo^ 

The  .'attea  jqocs  viiiicaver  a.  uxere, 
'^bcvr  'IS  a  ,iainmi  irgnichre, 

API6RAM  tJ?Ofi&  THK  GOLJDB»  XEUilL* 

0(T It  gaard  ngafi  the  ra^  lideV 
0»  f^  reverie,  our  beauty's  pride  I 
Hire  we  dtfeern  rhe  frown  and  iimiei 
M  Imm  aftd  glory  of  aw^Iik. 

S  I» 
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In  the  rich  Medal,  both  fo  like 
Immortals  ftai^d,  it  (epms  antique ; 
Cai'v^d  by  fome  mafler,  when  die  bold 
Greeks  made  their  Jove  dcfcepd  in  gold ) 
And  Danae  yropdering  at  tha(  (how^r. 
Which,  falling,  ftormM  her  brazen  tower* 
Britannia  there,  die  Fort  in  vain 
Had  batter*d  been  with  golden  rain  s 
Thunder  itfelf  had  failM  to  pafs; 
Virtue  *s  a  ftronger  guard  than  brafs. 

Written  oq  a  Card  that  her  ^  M  A  J 1^  fi  T  V  ton 
at  OmbrBv 

THE  cards  you  tear  in  value  rife  ; 
So  do  the  wounded  by  your  eyes. 
Who  to  celeftial  things  afpire, 
Are  by  that  paffion  rais'd  the  higher. 

To  Mr.  GRANVILLE,  (afterwards  l4ordLANSD9WN) 
on  his  Verfes  to  K.  Jambs  H. 

AN  early  plant !  which  fuch  a  bloifom  bears. 
And  ihews  a  genius  fo  beyond  his  years  j 
A  indgment  I  that  could  make  fo  fair  a  choice  | 
So  hig^  a  fubjed:,  to  employ  his  voice : 
Still  as  it  grows,  how  fweetly  will  he  fing 
The  growing  greatnefs  of  our  matchlefs  King! 

•  (^Catharine, 

LONG 
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-->•--    AND    ■::-i'7.TTr  i:riL 

C'  I R  C  L  E  S  arc  pnus'*!*  ic*  iter  skumii 

In  Urgeneis,  !mt  m  ^adlf  roiiiiu'.. 
^»  life  we  pniie,  that  doeft  -xcri" 
Not  In  much  tnne,  but  siiiag  'wtiU 


TTIANSLAXED   OCT  (»  ^AKOBS. 

^  I  ^HO  U* GH  ^«e  .-nay  eem  iniTiaraunatr,. 
^'    While  «Gur  aMBpaiBfoa  ifc  .miiiura  ■ 
They,  -^vhciii  -.-gu  .hoa:  tcm  :^rani3km». 
May  -vitxi  pmnmpaun  "ti  ;'<4tt  nu-.*- 


TRA.V&L.^TED   OUT   CF  ?lffiXCe 

FADE,  iowsrs,  nuie  ,   -i:iLure  -mil  "istp:  c  >: 
'Tis  lat  -viiat  we  na*:   .-,  ^ur  iutumn  iu 
Aad,  as  your  leaves  lie  \\iiir.  .n  Ijk  ^^qmikU 
The  Io{s  liooe  by  tboie  that  lev  i  -hem  sauna  . 
So>  in  the  gra/e,  ihall  'vc  is  ^uicc  !ie ; 
Miffed  by  fome  few  uiat  lov'i  jot  iQcnpaay. 
Bat  fome  fe  like  to  thorns  jsid  fi^cties  live» 
That  none  for  them  can,  vhcn  thi:y  pcnih^  ^:  i^  x-: 


Some 
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Some  VERSES  of  an  imperfea  COPY, 

Defigned  for  a  Friend, 

On  his  Tranflation  of  O  v  id's   Fasti.. 

ROME^s  holy  days  you  tell,  as  if  a  gueft 
With  the  old  Romans  you  were  wont  to  feaft» 
Numa^s  religion,  by  thenifelves  believ'd. 
Excels  the  true,  only  in  Ihew  receiv'd.. 
They  made  the  nations  round  about  them  bow,. 
With  their  Dilators  taken  from  the  plough  i 
Such  power  has  juftice,  €aith>  and  honefty  I 
The  world  was  conquered  by  morality. 
Seeming  devotion  does  but  gild  a  knave. 
That  *s  neither  faithful,  honeft,  juft,  nor  brave  t 
But,  where  religion  does  with  virtue  join. 
It  makes  a  Hero  like  an  Angel  ihine, 
•••••• 


On  the  Statue  of  King  Charles  the  First, 
at  Charing-Cross. 

In  the  Year  1674. 

THAT  the  Firft  Charles  does  here  is  triumph  ride  | 
See  his  Son  reign,  where  he  a  Martyr  dy'd  5 
And  people  pay  that  reverence,  as  they  pafs, 
(Which  then  he  wanted !)  to  the  facred  brafs  ^ 
Is  not  th*  eiFe£^  of  gratitude  alone. 
To  which  we  owe  the  ftatue  and  the  ftonc* 

But 
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But  Heaven  this  lofting  monument  has  wroaght. 
That  mortals  may  eternally  be  taught, 
Kebellion,  thougk  (bccefsfal,  m  Irat  vain  j 
And  Kiiigi  Co  kilKd  rife  conquerors  again. 
This  tmth  the  royal  image  does  proclaim. 
Loud  at  die  uumpet  d  furvmng  Fame. 

PRIDE. 

NOT  the bnve  *  Macedonian  Youth  alone} 
Btit  hafe  Caligula,  when  on  the  throne, 
BonndlefflT  ?fi  power,  would  make  hifnielf  a  bod  j 
At  if  the  wiorld  depended  on  his  nod. 
The  f  Syrian  King  to  besCfIs  was  headlong  thrown. 
Ere  to  himfelf  he  could  be  ili6rtal  known. 
The  Aieaneft  wretch,  if  Heaveii  ihould  give  hinU  line. 
Would  never  ftop,  ifill  he  were  thought  diTine  : 
All  might  within  difc^rn  the  ferpent*s  pride. 
If  from  ourfclves  nothing  ourfelves  did  hide. 
Let  the  proud  peacock  his  gay  feathers  fpready 
And  woo  the  female  to  his  painted  bed  i 
Let  winds  and  feas  together  rage  and  fwell : 
This  nature  teaches,  and  becomes  them  well. 
}  PriJe  nnas  ttot  modi  fir  nun :  a  cdnfciout  ksaft 
Of  guilt  and  folly,  and  their  conftquence, 
X)e((rpy«  the  claiiri :  and  to  beholders  tells, 
Hcit  nothing,  but  the  ihftpe  of.manhood^  divellt. 

*  Alexander. 

f  Nebuchadneitar. 

I  ficcltis.  K#  tl. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH  ON  SIR  GEOROB  SPEKE. 

UNDER  this  ftone  lids  virtue,  jrouthi 
UnblemiftiM  probity^  nlid  truth  i 
Juft  unto  all  relations  knowtii 
A  worthy  patriot,  pious  (bft  i 
Whom  neighbouring  towns  fo  often  fent. 
To  give  their  fenfe  in  Parliament} 
With  lives  and  fortunes  truftirt^  otit. 
Who  fo  difcreetly  us'd  his  own. 
Sober  he  was,  wife,  temperate ; 
Contented  with  an  old  eftate, 
W^hich  no  foul  avarice  did  incr^aft, 
Nor  wanton  luxury  make  lefs. 
While  yet  but  young,  his  father  dy'd. 
And  left  him  to  an  happy  guide  : 
Not  Lemuers  mother  with  more  care 
Did  counfel  or  inilrufl  her  heir } 
Or  teach  with  more  fuccefs  her  fon 
The  vices  of  the  time  to  Hiun. 
An  heirefs  flie;  while  yet  alive, 
All  that  was  her^s  to  him  did  give  t 
And  he  juft  gratitude  did  fiiow 
To  one  that  had  obliged  him  (6  t 
Nothing  too  much  for  her  he  thought^ 
By  whom  he  was  fo  bred  and  taught. 
So  (carfy  made  that  path  to  tread, 
Which  did  his  youth  to  honour  lead) 
Hk  ihort  life  did  a  pattern  give. 
How  neighbours,  huibands,  fnnd»,  ibould  live. 

The 
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The  Tirdm  cxf  a  prrvzis  life 
Excetsd  the  glorioits  ztoifir  and  Ajlfe, 
Of  badn  woo  :  is  t^cae  wc  £iid 
The  fiolki  iBtsreft  of  ^OBikiDdL 

A|ipRnr*d  by  all,  a&i  lor'd  ib  veH* 
Thoagh  y«Ba&  ^ike  mnx  tnt  ~s  ripe»  he  itlL 

EPITAPH  cs  C<»ksel  CHAJILES  CAVEKDISH. 

HEEE  lies    Charles  Ca'adlih  s    let  tiae   waui^ 
fione. 
That  hides  his  aihes,  make  his  Tirtne  kacvn. 
Bcantj  aad  Taloor  did  his  ftoit  life  gncei 
The  grief  and  giory  of  his  Bohle  race ! 
Early  abroad  he  did  the  world  farrer. 
As  if  he  knew  he  had  cot  lon^  zo  ftay  : 
Saw  what  great  Alexander  in  the  Eafk, 
And  mighty  Julius  cocquer'd  in  the  Weft. 
Then,  with  a  mind  as  great  as  theirs,  he  came 
To  find  at  home  occafion  for  his  fune : 
Where  dark  confnfion  did  the  nations  hide. 
And  when  the  jufter  was  the  weaker  fide. 
Two  lo3ral  brothers  took  their  Sorcreign^s  part, 
Employ*d  their  wealth,  their  courage,  and  dieir  art : 
The  •  elder  did  whole  regiments  afford  $ 
The  yoonger  brooght  his  conduft  and  his  fwocd. 

*  William  Earl  of  Devonibirt. 

Bom 
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Bom  to  command,  a  Uader  he  begun, 
And  on  the  rebels  lading  honour  won : 
The  Horfe,  infti-ucled  by  their  General's  worthy 
Still  made  the  King  vifkorious  in  the  North : 
Where  Ca'ndilh  fought,  the  Royalifts  pre^Pd  ; 
Neither  his  courage  nor  his  judgment  faird : 
The  current  of  his  vi^lories  found  no  ftop. 
Till  Cromwell  came,  his  party's  chiefeft  prop* 
Bqual  fuccefs  had  fet  thefe  champions  high. 
And  both  refolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  die : 
Virtue  with  rage,  fury  with  valour,  ftrove: 
But  that  muft  fall  which  is  decreed  above ! 
Cromwell,  with  odds  of  number  and  of  fate. 
Removed  this  bulwark  of  the  Church  and  State  : 
Which  the  fad  iffue  of  the  war  declared, 
And  made  his  talk,  to  ruin  both,  lefs  hard. 
So  when  the  bank  neglefted  is  o*erthrown> 
The  boundlefs  torrent  does  the  country  drown. 
Thus  fell  the  young,  the  lovely,  and  the  braver 
Strew  bays  and  flowers  upon  his  honoured  gniTe! 

EPITAPH  ON  THE  LADY  SEDLEV. 

HE R E  lieb  the  learned  Savil's  heir ; 
So  eai'ly  wife,  and  lading  fair ! 
That  none,  except  her  years  they  told, 
Thought  her  a  child,  or  thought  her  old* 
All  that  her  father  knew,  or  got. 
His  art,  his  wealth,  fell  to  her  lot: 
And  (he  fo  well  improvM  that  ftock. 
Both  of  his  knowledge  and  his  flock  j 

R  That 
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That  Wit  and  Fortune,  reconcii'd 

In  her,  upon  each  other  Anird. 

While  (he  to  every  well-taught  mind 

Was  fo  pro{Mtioafly  indinM, 

And  gave  Aich  title  to  her  ftore. 

That  none,  but  th*  ignorant^  were  poor. 

The  Mufes  daily  found  fupplies. 

Both  from  her  hands  and  from  her  eyes ; 

Her  bounty  did  at  once  engage. 

And  matchlefs  beauty  warm  their  rage« 

Such  was  this  dame  in  calmer  days. 

Her  nation^s  ornament  and  praife ! 

But  when  a  ftorm  difturb*d  our  reft. 

The  port  and  refuge  of  th'  oppreft. 

This  made  her  fortune  underftood. 

And  look'd  on  as  fome  public  good ; 

So  that  (her  perfon  and  her  ftate 

Exempted  from  the  conmion  fate) 

In  all  our  civil  fury  flie 

Stood,  like  a  facred  temple,  free. 

May  here  her  monuknent  ftand  fo^ 

To  credit  this  rude  age  I  and  ihow 

To  future  times,  that  even  we 

Some  patterns  did  of  virtue  fee : 

And  one  fublime  example  had  * 

Of  good^  among  fo  many  bad. 
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EPITAPH, 

To  be  written  under  the  Latin  Infcription  upon  the 

Tomb  of  the  only  Son  of  the  Lord  An  DOVER. 

>^T1IS  fit  the  Englifli  reader  fliould  be  told, 

•*>    In  our  own  language,  what  this  tomb  does  hold. 
*Ti8  not  a  noble  corpfe  alone  does  lie 
Under  this  ftone,  but  a  whole  ^unily  i 
His  parents^  pious  care,,  their  hame,  their  joy. 
And  all  their  hope,  lies  buried  widi  this  boy : 
This  lovely  youth !  for  whom  we  all  made  moan. 
That  knew  his  worth,  as  he  had  been  our  own. 

Had  there  been  fpace^  and  years  enough  allowed. 
His  courage,  wit,  and  breeding  to  have  ihowM, 
We  had  not  found,  in  all  the  numerous  roll 
Of  his  famM  anceftors,  a  greater  foul  :^ 
His  early  virtues  to  that  ancient  ilo<;k 
Gave  as  much  honour  as  from  thence  he  took. 
Like  buds  appearing  ere  the  frofts  are  paft. 
To  become  man  he  made  fuch  fatal  hafte  i 
And  to  perfe6lion  laboured  fo  to  climb. 
Preventing  (low  experience  and  time ; 
That  *tit  no  wonder  death  our  hopes  beguiPd: 
He  *t  ieldom  old,  thatVill  not  be  a  child. 
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EPITAPH,    UNFINISHED. 

GREAT  foul !  for  whom  death  will  no  longer  ftay. 
But  fends  in  hafte  to  fnatch  our  blifs  away. 
O  cruel  death !  to  thofe  you  take  more  kind. 
Than  to  the  wretched  mortals  left  behind ! 
Here  beauty,  youth,  and  noble  virtue  (hin'd  5 
Free  from  the  clouds  of  pride  that  (hade  the  mind. 
Infpired  verfe  may  ^n  this  marble  live, 
But  can  no  honour  to  thy  aflics  give.— — 
#    •    #    «    • 
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EPITAPH 

On   Hekut  Duuch,  Efqs 

In  Newington  Church  in  Oxfordfhire,  i6$6, 


HERE  lies  the  prop  and  glorjr  of  his  race. 
Who,  that  no  time  his  memory  may  deface^ 
HU  grateful  wife,  under  this  fpeaking  ilone 
His  aihes  hid,  to  make  his  merit  known. 
Sprung  from  an  opulent  and  worthy  line, 
Whofe  well-usM  fortune  made  their  virtues  {bine, 
A  rich  example  his  fair  life  did  give. 
How  others  fhould  with  their  relations  live.. 
A  pious  fon,  a  hu(band,  and  a  friend. 
To  neighbours  too  his  bounty  did  extend 
So  far,  that  they  lamented  when  he  died. 
As  if  all  to  him  ha4  been  near  allied. 
His  curious  youth  would  men  and  manners  know^ 
Which  made  him  to  the  fouthem  nations  go. 
Nearer  the  fun,  though  ^hey  more  civil  fecra. 
Revenge  and  luxury  have  their  efteem  5 
Which  well  obferving,  he  rctum'd  with  more 
Value  for  England  than  be  had  before  j 
Her  true  religion,  and  her  ftatutes  too. 
He  prated  not  lefs  than  feekM  to  know } 
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And  the  whole  country  griev'd  for  their  ill  fate. 
To  lofe  fo  good,  fo  juft  a  magiftrate. 
To  fhed  a  tear  may  readers  be  inclin^d'^ 
And  pray  for  one  he  only  left  behind  } 
Till  ihe  who  does  inherit  his  eihitey. 
May  Tirtue  love  like  him,  and  vices  hate. 
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In  Beconsfield  Church-yard  in  Buckinghamihire ; 
Wcituan  by  Mr.  Rymer^  late  .Hiftodograpker-royal. 


ON    THE    WEST    END. 

EDMUNDI  WALLER  HIO  JACET  ID 
QJJANT0M  MORTI  CESSITj  QUI  INTER 

POETAS  SUI  TEMPORTS  FACILE 

PRINCEP8,  LAUREAM,  QtJAM  MERUIT 

ADOLESCENS,  OCTOGENARIUS  HAUD 

ABDICAVIT.    HUIC  DEBET  PATRIA 

LINGUA  qpOD  CREDAJS,  SI  GR^CE 

lATINEQJJE  INTERMITTERENT^  MUS/B 

LO(^I  AMARENT  ANGUCE. 
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CUMOaMPM  WAIXat.  iQ^  TASm 

MIMOEB  P(»XA,  £T  IDEJiI  ATTm 

0nSO%,  DTTEE  PKIMOS  SPECTAnUS, 

MCnS  SE  DEDIT,  EX  PATULS. 

ICOKHTM  OCTODECEXXAUS,   IXTER 

AKIM?A  SEGNI  TRACTAinTS  SEDEM 

HABCrr,  A  BC^GO  DE  AGMOXDESHAM 

MISSUS.    HIC  TTTA  CURSCS;  NEC 

OXERI  DEFTIT  SEXEXi   VlXllt^E 

SEMPER  POP0IX>  CHARUS,  PRINCfPIBUS 

Hi  0EXJCUS,  ADMOtATfOKI  OMKISUS. 

HIC  CONDITDR  TUMCTLO  SUB  EQDEM 

RARA  VIRTUTE  ET  MULTA  PROLE 

If OBILIS  UXOR,  MARIA  EX  BRESSYORUM 

FAMILIA,  CUM  EDltfUNDO  WALLER, 

CONJUGE  CHARISSIMO:   QUEM  TER  ET 

1>ECIE8  LJBTVM  FECIT  PATREM,  V  FI- 

LIIS,  FILIABU8  Vin^  QUOS  MUNDO 

DEDIT,  ET  IN  COELUM  REDUT. 

ON 
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EDMUNDUS  WALLER  GUI  HOC  MARMOR 

SACRUM  EST,   COLESHILL  NASCENDI 

LOCUM  HABUIT5  CANTABRIGIAM 

STUDENDI;  PATREM  ROBERTUM  ET 

EX  HAMPDEN  A  STIRPE  MATREMi 

COEPIT  VIVERE  III«»  MARTII,  A.  D.  MDCV. 

PRIMA  UXOR  ANNA  EDWARDI  BANKS 

.     FILIA  UNICA  HiERES.    EX  PRIMA  BIS 

PATER  FACTUSj   EX  SECUNDA 

TREDECIES  \  CUI  ET  DUO  LUSTRA 

SUPERSTES,  OBIIT  XXI  OCTOB. 

A.  D.  MDCLXXXVII. 

ON    THE    NORTH    SIDE. 

HOC  MARMORE  EDMUNDO  WALLER 

MARUEQyE  EX  SECUNDIS  NUPTIIS 
CONJUGI,  PIENTISSIMIS  PARENTIBUS, 
PIISSIME^  PARENTAVIT  EDMUNDUS 
FILIUS  HONORES  BENE-MERENTIBUS 
EXTREMOS  DEDIT  QUOS  IPSE  FUGIT. 
EL.  W.  I.  F.  H.  G.  EX  TESTAMENT© 
H.  M.  P.  IN  JUL.  MDCC. 

R  4*  CON- 


X    »49    1 


CONTENTS. 


TO  my  Lady  •  •  •  -  -  Page  f 

Preface  to  the  firft  Edition  of  Mr*  Waller's 
•  Poems,  after  the  Reftoration)  printod  in  the  Ynr 

1664.  -  -  -  -  $ 

l^ace  to  the  fecond  Part  of  Mr.  WaUar^'s  Poems; 

Printed  in  the  Year  1690  .  •  ^ 

Of  the  Danger  his  Majefty  (being  Prince)  efcaped  in 

the  Road  at  Saint  Andero         -        -  -      15 

Of  his  Majefty's  receiving  the.  News  of  the  Duke  of 

Buckingham's  Death  -  -  -  xi 

To  the  King  on  his  Navy  -      '        -  %% 

On  the  uking  of  Salle^        -  -  -  24. 

Upon  his  Majefty's  repairing  of  St.  Paul's  -  15 
To  the  Queen,  occafioned  upon  fight  of  her  Majefty'a 

Piaure  -  -  -         -         -         at 

Of  the  Queen  -  -  ,  .     -  -  30 

The  Apology  of  Sleep,   for  not  approaching  the  Lady 

who  can  do  any  thing  but  deep  when  (he  pleafeth  3^ 
Puerperium  -  *  '  3f 

To  the  Queen-Mother  of  France,  \|pon  her  landing  35 
The  Country  to  my  Lady  of  Carlifle  -  36 

The  Counters  of  Carlifle  in  mourning        -  37 

Id  anfwer  to  one  who  writ  a  Libel  againft  the  Countefs 
.    of  Carlisle  ...  39 

Of 


CONTENTS. 

Of  her  Chamber  -  -  Page  40 

To  Phyllis  -  -  .  ^, 

To  my  Lord  of  Northumberland,  upon  the  Death  of 
his  Lady  -  -  -  42 

To  my  Lord  Admiral,  of  his  late  Sicknefs  and  Re- 
covery -  -  -  -  44 
Song.  "  Stay,  Phoebus,  ftay!"  -  46 
On  my  Lady  Dorothy  Sidncy^s  Pi6lure  -  '  ibid. 
To  Van  Dycfc  -  -  -  .  4^ 
AtPens-Hurft  -  -  -  49 
To  my  Lord  of  Leicefter  -  -  50 
Of  the  Lady  who  can  ileep  when  (he  pleafes  -  51 
Of  the  Mif-report  of  her  being  painted  -  ,  5* 
Of  her  paffing  through  a  Crowd  of  People  -  53 
The  Story  of  Phoebus  and  Daphne  applied  -  54 
Fabula  Phoebi  et  Daphnes  -  -  ibid. 
Song.  "  Say,  lovely  Dream !  &c."  -  55 
To  Mrs.  Braughton,  Servant  to  SachariiTa  56 
AtPens-Hurft  -  -  -  58 
To  my  young  Lady  Lucy  Sidney  -  .  ^^ 
To  Amoret  -  -  -  ^o 
On  the  Friend/hip  betwixt  Sacharifla  and  Amoret  62 
To  Amoret  -  -  •  ^3 
AlaMalade  -  -  -  .  64 
Upon  the  Death  of  my  lady  Rich  .  .  65 
The  Battle  of  the  Summer-IHands,  in  three  Cantos  4S 
Smig.  <<  Peace,  babbling  Muie!'*  -  76 
Of  Love  -  ...  77 
To  Phyllis  -  -  -  -  79 
To  my  Lprd  of  Falkland         -         «           -        So 

For 


CONTENTS.  »5r 

For  drinking  of  Healths  -  Page  Si 

Song.     "  Chloris,  farewel !  &c."         -  -       8z 

Of  my  Lady  Ifabclla  playing  on  the  Lute        -        83 
To  a  Lady  finging  a  Song  of  his  compofing  84. 

Of  Mrs.  Arden  -  -         '  -  ibid. 

Of  the  Marriage  of  the  Dwarfs  -  -85 

Lovers  Farewell  -  -  .-  86 

From  a  Child  ...  l\yi^^ 

On  a  Girdle  -  -  •  87 

To  the  mutable  Fair  -  -.  ibid. 

Song.    ''  *Tis  not  your  Beauty  can  engage^*  90 

The  Fall  -  -  -  -  91 

Of  Sylvia  -  -  -  -         9* 

The  Bud  -  .  -  ibid. 

Song.    **  Behold  the  brand  of  Beauty  toftP*  93 

On  the  Difcovery  of  a  Lady's  Painting  -        94. 

To  a  Lady,  from  whom  he  received  a  Silver  Pen     95 
To  Chloris  -  -  -  -  96 

Song.     ««  While  I  liften  to  thy  Voice"         -        ibid. 
Of  loving  at  firft  Sight  -  -  -  97 

The  Self-bani(h'd  -  -  -         ibid. 

•  Song.    «' Go,  lovely  Rofe  r  •  .  99 

ThyrfiSy  Galatea  -  -  •  200 

'On  the  Head  of  a  Stag  -  •  io» 

To  a  Lady  in  Retirement  -  -        -      103 

-The  Mifer's  Speech  $  in  a  Maique  -  104. 

Upon  Ben  Jonfon  ...         Ibid. 

On  Mr.  John  Fletcher's  Plays.         -         -  loS 

To  Mr.  George  Sandys,  on  his  Traaflatioii  of  fome 
Parts  of  the  Bible  »  •  107 

To 


45«  C    O    N    T    E    N    T    Si 

To  Mr.  Henry  Lawes,  who  had  then  newly  fet  a  Song 

of  mine,  in  the  Year  1635  -  -  Page  loS 
To  Sir  William  D^Avenant,  upon  his  Two  Firft  Bpoks 

of  Gondiberty  wrttten  in  France  -  -  199 
To  his  worthy  Fri«nd,  Mr.  Wafe,  the  Traoflator  of 

Gratius  -  -  -  -  110 

To  his  worthy  Friend  Mafter  Evelyn,  vpos  his  Tran- 

ilation  of  Lucretius  -  -  -  112 

To  his  worthy  Friend  Sir  Thomas  Higgins,  upon  his 

Tranfilation  of  the  Venetian  Triumph.  -  113 
Verfcs  to  Dr.  George  Rogers,  on  his  taking  the  Degree 

of  Do£lor  in  Phyfic  at  Padua,  in  the  Year  1664  1 14 
Chloris  and  Hylas.  Made  to  a  Saraband  «  1 16 
In  Anfwer  of  Sir  John  Suckling's  Verfes  -  117 
To  a  Friead,  of  the  different  Succe(s  of' their  hovosi 

x»o 
An  Apology  for  having  lored  before    .       •  j%t 

ToZelinda  -  --•!»» 

To.  my  Lady  Morton,    on  New-year's^ay,  .at  the 

Louvre  in  Paris       ^        -  -  •         is^j 

To  a  fair  Lady,  playing  with  a  Snake  -  125 

The  Night-piece,  or  a  Figure  drawn  in  the  Dark  xi6 
Part  of  the  Fourth  Book  of  Virgir»  ^neis  tranflated 

laS 
On  the  Pi£lure  of  a  Fair  Youth,  taken  after  he  was 

dead  -  -  -  -  13J 

Oa  a  Brede  of  divers  Colours,  woTsn  by  four  Ladies 

ibid. 
A  Panogyric  to  my  Lord  Protestor,  l(c.  -  134 
Qf  a  War  with  Spain,-  and  Fight  at  Sea        •       -X4S 

Uboh 


CONTENTS,  «5J 

Upon  the  Death  of  the  Lord  ProtefVor  Page  145 

To  the  King,  u;xin  his  Majefty's  happy  Return     146 
On  St.  James*8  Park,  as  lately  improved  by  hit  Ma- 

jefty  -  -  -       ^     -  -  150 

Of  the  Invaiion  and  Defeat  of  the  Turks,  in  the  Year 

l«3  -  -  -  -  X5S 

To  the  Queen,  upon  her  Majefty's  Birth-day,  after  her 

happy  Recovery  from  a  dangerous  Sicknefs  X5S 

Sung  hy  Mrs.  Knight  to  her  Majefty,  on  her  fiirth* 

day  ...  .  ,59 

Of  her  Majefty,  on  New-year*8-day,  16S3       -     x6o 
Of  Tea,  commended  by  her  M^fefty  -  x6f 

Prologue  for  the  Lady-A6lor8i  fpoken  before  King 

Charles  II.  .....       ibid. 

Of  her   Royal  Highnefs,  Mother  to  the  Prince  of 

Orange :  and  of  her  Portrait  written  by  the  late 

Duchefs  of  York  while  (he  lived  with  her  x6i 

To  the  Duchefs  of  Orleans,  when  flie  was  taking  leave 

of  the  Court  at  Dover  -  -         -  163 

Upon  her  Majefty's  new  Buildings  at  Somerfet-houfe 

ibid. 
Of  a  Tree  cut  in  Paper  -  -         -        265 

To  a  Lady,  from  whom  he  received  the  foregoing 

Copy,  which  for  many  years  hod  been  loft  i6( 

Of  the  Lacfy  Mary,  Princefs  of  Oi*ange       -        ibid. 

To  the  Pi-ince  of  Orange,  1677  -         -  16S 

Of  EngH(h  Verfa  -         -         -        -  171 

.  Upon  the  Earl  of  Rofcommon's  Tranftation  of  Horace, 

De  Arte  Poetic!  s  and  of  the  Ufe  of  Poetry       171 
Ad  Comitem  MonumetenfMn  de  Bentxvoglio  fuo    174 

a  To 


On  *^  I>ik:i  'if  ^ttftimuinci'i  Zxaesdrfon  inta  Scxac- 
EfiHuf,  ^n  rhe  ttonnxer  Mftics         -  -        17^ 

T^  A  Frsetui  ^  tfie  Aoc&or,  a  J^sm  cf  Hummi,  wks 
Iaifiti7  vri*  1  •ct:gi<iOi  B^fe,  mz:  rrzLsd,  c'  SEiancal 

T6  a  F«r^  oif  Hfltuoory  m|na  his  LBc.:c^paralik»  m- 

C6m^ciieiifi{>t«    Pcem,     is&taLsd,    •<  Tlie  Britifli 

**  Frin^-«'*  -  -  -  179 

To  Mr*  Creech f  en  hi*  Truflatkn  of  Lvcictiiis  iSe 

"IVTrtple  Combat        -        -  -        -         its 

Of  an  VAegf  m^e  by  Mrs.  Wharton  on  the  Earl  of 

KochcAer  -----         ig| 

ToChlorif  ...  -        -        ig^ 

VfKtn  our  late  Lofs  of  the  Duke  of  Cambridge    ibid. 

lnftrii£lionf  to  a  Painter,  for  the  Drawing  of  the  Po* 

fttire,  and  Prej^rcffi,  of  his  Majefty^s  Forces  at  Sea^ 

imdfr  the  Command  of  his  Highnefs-Royal :  To>- 

Ipethrr  with  the  Battle,  and  Viflorys  obtained  over 

ihr  I)u1('tt»  June  3,  1665  -  -  285 

To  the  King  ...  i^ 

A  Pi'trnKf  of  the  Ruin  of  the  Turkifli  Empire  $  pre- 

l^nlrd  to  his  Ma^efty  King  James  II.  on  his  Births 

day  ....  j^y 

IV  lh«*  Puvhvltit  whftt  he  prefentcd  this  Book  to  her 

Hi«vnl  lll^hnvls  ...  ^^ 

VrtUs  mwww  m  the  Taflb  of  her  Royil  Highaeie  moo 

Oil  M4t«  Hiinvua  ...  ^qi 

DIVINB 


C    a    N    T    IT     N    T    S. 


•55 1 


DIVINE        POEMS. 

Of  Divine  Love  i  a  Poem  in  fix  Cantos  Page  aoj 
Of  the  Fear  of  God,  ia  two  Cantos  -  aij 

Of  Divine  Poefy,  in  two  Cantos  -  -  -  jzj 
On  the  Paraphrafe  on  the  Lord's  Prayer^,  written  by 

Mrs.  Wharton  -  -  -  219 

Some  Reflection  a  of  His  upon  the  feveral  Petitions  in 

the  fame  Prayer  -  -  -        ibid. 

On  the  foregoing  Divine  Poems  -  -     231 

EPIGRAMS,  EPITAPHS,  AND  FRAGMENTS. 

Under  a  Lady's  Pifture  -  -  -233 

Of  a  Lady  who  writ  in  Praife  of  Mira  -        ibid. 

To  one  married  to  an  old  Man  -  -         234 

An  Epigram  on  a  painted  Lady  with  ill  Teeth  ibid. 
Epigram  upon  the  Golden  Medal  -  ibid. 

Written  on  a  Card  that  her  Majefty  tore  at  Ombre  235 
To  Mr.  Granville  (Lord  Lanfdown)  on  his  Verfes  to 

King  James  II.  -  -  ibid. 

Long  and  fliort  Life  ...  235 

Tranflated  out  of  Spanifli         -  -        -       ibid. 

Tranflated  out  of  French        -         -  -        ibid. 

Some  Verfes  of  an  imperfect  Copy,  defigned  for  a 

Friend,  on  his  Tranflation  of  Ovid's  Fafti  -  237 
On  che  Statue  of  King  Charles  the  Firft,  at  Charing- 

Crofs,  in  the  Year  1674.  -  -  ibid. 

Pride  -  .  -  -  -        238 

R  t  Epitaph 


■ 

I 


*!•  C   5    H    T   E    N   T   8. 

Epitapli  on  Sir  George  Speke  .  P^  «3» 

Epitapk  OB  Colonel  Charles  Cavendi^         •         «40 
Epitaph  on  the  Lady  Sedley  -  .  ^4.1 

Bpitaph  to  be  written  under  the  Latin  InicriptuHi 
upon  the  Tomb  of  die  only  Son  of  theLofd  An- 
dorer  -  .  .  .  .     ^^ 

Epitaph  unflniflied  ...  ^^ 

fephiqih  on  Henry  Dunchy  Efq;         •         .  ♦,^- 

Mr.  Waller's  Epitaph  -  .  -        •45 


THE   END   OF   WALLER*!.  POIMS. 


^/'V^ry^ 


'^//«/^// 


y/^S 


1 

\ 
1 


-'»iw"tf^_-    l^«t«4»%^.  ;^      ,1 


A 


THE 

WORKS 

OF      T  H  r. 

ENGLISH      POETS. 

\V  1  T  H 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL    AND    CRITICAL, 
BY    SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 


VOLUME     THE     N  I  N  T  ]{. 


I 


LONDON: 

PRINTED    BY    F.   CO  K; 


l-OR  C.nATHURST,  J.  BUCKLANI),    W.SIRAJIAN,  J.RlVINt. 
I  TON  AM>  SONS,  T.DAVIK'.,    T.  P  A  VN  E,  L.  IJ  A  V  IS,  W'.OW  EN, 
?•    2.   WHITE,      C.    CROWUEll,     T.    CASLON,     T.  i-ONOMAN, 
'        B.  LAW,    £.  ASI)  C.  DILLV,  J.  nODSLEV,    H.  B  AL  .M  V/ IN, 
J.WILKIE,    J.  R0B50N,    J.JOHN'jON,    T.  LOWN'KS, 
T.BECKET,  O.  ROBINSON,   T.f  ADKI-L,  W.DAVIS, 
;  J.NICHOLS,    F.NKWBKRV,     T.EVANS,    J.RH)- 

LEV,    R.BALDWIN,   C.NICOL,    LK'nii    ANii 
SOTHKBV,      J.     BEW,     N.    CON  ANT, 
J.  MU  RR  AV  ,  W.  FOX,    |.  I.o.V  liN, 

V  i.t  r  L  X  X  -.  .•: . 


1- ..  r 


THE 


POEMS 


O  F 


D      E      N      H      A      M, 


AND 


S     P     R      A     T     T, 


a  2 


m 


P         O         E         MS 


AND 


TRANSLATIONS, 


BT     THE     HONOURABLE 


SIR    JOHN    DENHAM, 

I  KNIGHT     OF     THE     BATH. 


DEDICATION.  $ 

ruign  invation  and  domcdic  difcontcnt  gave  us :  but 
thcfe  clouds  being  now  liappily  blown  over,  and  our 
lun  clearly  fhiuing  out  again,  I  have  recovered  the  re- 
lapie,  it  being  ru(pe£led  that  it  would  have  proved 
the  epidemical  difeafc  of  age,  which  is  apt  to  fall  back 
into  the  follies  of  youth  ;  yet  Socrates,  Ariflotlc,  and 
Cato  did  the  fame ;  and  Scaliger  faith,  that  fragment 
of  Ariftotle  was  beyond  any  thing  that  Pindar  or 
Homer  ever  wrote.  I  will  not  call  this  a  dedication, 
for  thofe  epiftlcs  are  commonly  greater  abfurditics 
than  any  that  come  after  j  for  what  author  can  reafon- 
ably  believe,  that  fixing  the  great  name  of  fome  emi- 
.nent  patron  in  the  forehead  of  his  book  can  charm 
away  cenfure,  and  that  the  firil  leaf  (hould  be  a  cur- 
tain to  draw  over  and  hide  all  the  deformities  that 
fiand  behind  it  ?  neither  have  I  any  need  of  fucli 
Ihifts,  for  moft  of  the  parts  of  this  body  have  already 
had  your  majefty*s  view,  and  having  paft  the  tcft  of 
fo  clear  and  fharp-fighted  a  judgment,  which  has  as 
good  a  title  to  give  law  in  matters  of  this  nature  as  in 
any  other,  they  who  ihall  prefume  to  diflcnt  from  your 
maiefty,  will  do  more  wrong  to  their  own  judgment 
than  their  judgment  can  do  to  mc  :  and  for  thofe  lat- 
ter parts  which  have  not  yet  received  your  majelly'.*; 
favourable  afpe^V,  if  tliey  who  have  fecn  them  do  not 
flatter  me  (for  I  dare  not  truft  my  own  judgment) 
they  will  make  it  api>car,  that  it  is  not  with  mc  a< 
with  moft  of  mankind,  who  never  forfake  their  darling 
vices,  till  their  vices  forfake  them  j  and  that  this  di- 
vorce was  not  Frigiditatis  caufa,  but  an  aft  of  choice, 
fi  )  and 
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ar.d  ict  cf  Tjcat^rr,  Tbocfore,  £r,  I  ftall  ocIt  call 
it  £.-  h-nicl^  pct:r:c=,  rhar  jour  maxtr  idll  plca&  to 
pardcn  this  nnr  amocr  to  mTOid  mifcrtls,  and  mj 
^'ifrjbtditRCt  to  his  comziELzxb,  to  wbofe  memary  I 
look  cp  widi  great  Fcrcrencc  and  dcrotioa  :  and  ma* 
king  a  icriocs  rcf!e£rion  upon  that  wife  adiice,  it  car- 
ries much  grezter  weight  wT*h  it  nour,  than  when  it 
was  gitren;  for  when  age  and  experience  has  fb  ri- 
pened man's  difcretion  as  to  make  it  fit  for  uie,  either 
tr.  private  or  public  a^airs,  nothing  blafts  and  conupts 
the  fruit  cf  it  fo  much  as  the  empty,  airy  repotatioft 
of  being  Nimis  Pocta ;  and  therefore  I  ihall  take  my 
leave  of  the  Mufes,  as  two  of  my  prcdeccflbrs  did^ 
faying, 

'^  Splendidis  longum  valedico  nogis. 
**  Hie  vcrfus  &  caetera  ludicia  pono." 

Your  majefty's  moft  futhful  . 
and*loyal  fubje£l,  and  mod 
dutiful  and  devoted  ftrvant, 

JO.    DEN  HAM. 
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POEMS 
BY   SIR  JOHN   DENHAM. 

COOPER'S     HILL. 

*  QURE  there  are  poets  which  did  never  dream 
^  Upon  Parnaffus,  nor  did  tafte  the  Hream 
Of  Helicon  ;  we  therefore  may  fuppofe 
Thofe  made  not  poets,  but  the  poets  thofe. 
And  as  courts  make  not  kings,  but  kings  the  court. 
So  where  the  Mufes  and  their  train  refort, 
PamaiTus  (lands  ;  if  I  can  be  to  thee 
A  poet,  thou  Pamafius  art  to  me. 
Nor  wonder,  if  (advantag'd  in  my  flight. 
By  taking  wing  from  thy  aufpicious  height) 
Through  untrac'd  ways  and  airy  paths  I  fly. 
More  boundlefs  in  my  fancy  than  my  eye  : 
My  eye,  which  fwift  as  thought  contra£ls  the  (pace 
That  lies  between,  and  flrfl  falutes  the  place 
Crown'd  with  that  facred  pile,  fo  vafl,  fo  high, 
That,  whether  'tis  a  part  of  earth  or  Iky, 

B  4  Uncertain 


8  DENHAM'S     POEMS, 

Uncertain  fcems,  and  may  be  thought  a  proud 
Afpiiing  mountain,  or  defcending  cloud, 
Paul's,  the  late  theme  of  fuch  a  *  Mufe  whofe  flight 
Has  bravely  reachM  and  foar'd  above  thy  height : 
Kow  fhalt  thou  (land,  though  fword,  or  time,  or  fiiei 
Or  zeal  more  fierce  than  they,  thy  fall  con^pire^ 
Secure,  wrhilft  thee  the  beft  of  poets  flngs, 
Preferv'd  from  ruin  by  the  beft  of  kings. 
Under  his  proud  furvey  the  city  lies, 
'  And  like  a  mift  beneath  a  hill  doth  rife  ; 
Whofe  (late  and  wealth,  the  budncfs  and  the  crow^ 
Seems  at  this  diftance  but  a  darker  cloud  : 
And  is,  to  him  who  rightly  things  edeems. 
No  other  in  effeft  than  what  it  feems  : 
Where,  with  like  hafle,  though  feveral  ways^  they  nu^ 
Some  to  undo,  and  feme  to  be  undone ; 
While  luxury,  and  wealth,  like  war  and  peace^ 
Are  each  the  other's  ruin,  and  increafe ; 
As  rivers  loft  in  Teas,  fome  fecret  vein 
Thence  reconveys,  there  to  be  loft  again. 
Oh  happinefs  of  fweet  retired  content ! 
To  be  at  once  fecure,  and  innocent. 
Windfor  the  next  (where  Mars  with  Venus  dwellsj 
Beauty  with  ftrength)  above  the  valley  fwells 
Into  my.  eye,  and  doth  itfelf  prefent 
With  fuch  an  ^afy  and  unfbrc'd  afcent. 
That  no  ftupendous  precipice  denies 
Accefsy  no  horror  turns  away  our  eyes.^ 


»  Mr.  Waller, 


But 
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But  fuch  a  rife  as  doth  at  once  invite 
A  plcafure,  and  a  reverence  from  the  fight. 
Thy  'mighty  matter's  emblem,  in  whofe  face 
Sate  meeknefs,  heig^ten'd  with  majeftic  grace ; 
Such  fecms  thy  gentle  height,  made  only  proud 
To  be  the  bafis  of  that  pompous  load, 
Than  which,  a  nobler  weight  no  mountain  bears* 
*  But  Atlas  only  which  fupports  the  fphercs. 
When  Nature's  hand  this  ground  did  thus  advance^ 
'Twas  guided  by  a  wifer  power  than  Chance ; 
Mark'd-ouc  for  fuch  an  ufe,  as  if  'twere  meant 
T'  invite  the  builder,  and  his  choice  prevent. 
Nor  can  we  call  it  choice,  when  what  we  chuiey 
Folly  or  blindnefs  only  could  refuie. 
A  crown  of  fuch  majeftic  towers  doth  grace 
The  gods  great  mother,  when  her  heavenly  race 
Do  homage  to  her,  yet  fhe  cannot  boafl 
Among  that  numerous,  and  celeftial  hoft, 
More  heroes  than  can  Windfor,  nor  doth  Fame's, 
Immortal  book  record  more  noble  names. 
Not  to  look  back  fo  far,  to  whom  this  ille 
Owes  the  firft  glory  of  fo  brave  a  pile, 
Whether  to  Caefar,  Albanaft,  or  Brute, 
The  Britiih  Arthur,  or  the  Daniih  Cnute, 
(Though  this  of  old  no  lefs  conteft  did  move* 
Than  when  for  Homer's  birth  (even  cities  drove) 
(Like  him  in  birth,  thou  fhould'fl  be  like  in  fame* 
As  thine  his  fate,  if  mine  had  been  his  flame) 
But  whofoe'er  it  was,  Nature  defign'd 
Fiiii  a  brave  place,  and  then  as  brave  a  mind. 

Not 
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Not  tx)  recount  tfaofe  ifiveral  kings^  id  wiuuzi 

Ir  5a ve  1  cradle,  or  to  whom  a  tomb  ; 

But  rhee,  great  ^  Edward,  and  chy  greater  Son^ 

(The  lilies  which  his  nitber  wore,  he  won) 

And  thy  f  Bcllona,  who  the  confine  cimft 

^Jot  only  to  thy  bed,  but  to  thy  tame. 

She  to  diy  triumph  led  one  captive  ^  tung» 

And  brought  that  ion,  which  did  the  lecood  X  bring* 

Then  didft  thoa  found  that  order  (whetu«r  love 

Or  vii^ory  thy  royal  thoughts  did  move) 

Each  was  a  noble  caule,  and  notiiing  Idk 

Than  the  deTign,  has  been  the  great  fucceis  : 

Which  foreign  kings  and  emperors  eiUem 

The  CecoTkd  honour  to  their  diadem. 

Had  thy  great  deftiny  but  given  thee  ikill 

To  know,  as  well  as  power  to  a£h  her  will. 

That  from  thofe  kings,  who  then  thy  captives  weie^ 

In  after-times  ihould  fpring  a  royal  pair, 

Who  (hould  poilefs  all  that  thy  mighty  power. 

Or  tliy  dcfircs  more  mighty,  did  devour  : 

To  whom  their  better  fate  referves  whatever 

The  vi6lor  hopes  for,  or  the  vanquiih'd  fear  5 

That  blood,  which  thou  and  thy  great  grandfire  ihed. 

And  all  that  fincc  dicle  fi^r  nations  bled. 

Had  been  unfpilt,  and  happy  Edward  known 

Tiiat  all  riie  blood  he  fpilt,  had  been  his  own. 

*  Edward  III.  and  the  Black  Prince. 

t  Queen  Philippa. 

X  The  kings  of  France  and  Scotland. 

When 
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When  he  that  patron  chole,  in  whom  art  join'd 

Soldier  and  martyr,  and  his  arms  confin'd 

Within  the  azure  circle,  he  did  feem 

But  to  foretel,  and  prophcfy  of  him^ 

Who  to  his  realms  that  azure  round  hath  join'd^ 

Which  Nature  for  their  bound  at  firft  dcfign'd. 

That  bound  which  ^o  the  world's  extreameft  ends, 

Endlefs  itfelf,  its  liquid  anns  extends. 

Nor  doth  he  need  thofe  emblems  which  we  paint. 

But  is  himfclf  the  foldicr  and  the  faint. 

Here  Ihould  my  wonder  dwell,  and  here  my  pruifc. 

But  my  fix*d  thoughts  my  wandering  eye  betrays. 

Viewing  a  neighbouring  hill,  whofe  top  of  late 

A  chapel  crown 'd,  till  in  the  common  fate 

Th'  adjoining  abbey  fell :  (may  no  fuch  ftorm 

Fall  on  our  times,  where  ruin  mud  reform!) 

Tell  me,  my  Mufe,  what  monftrous  dire  offence. 

What  crime  could  any  Chridian  king  incenfe 

To  fuch  a  rage  ?  Was't  luxury,  or  luft  ? 

Was  he  fo  temperate,  fo  chade,  fo  juft } 

Were  thcfe  their  crimes  ?  They  were  his  own  much  more ; 

But  wealth  is  crime  enough  to  him  that's  poor } 

Who,  having  fpent  the  treafures  of  his  crown, 

Condemns  their  luxury  to  feed  his  own. 

And  yet  this  a£l,  to  varnilh  o'er  the.ihame 

Of  facrilege,  mud  bear  Devotion's  name. 

No  crime  fo  bold,  but  would  be  underdood 

A  real,  or  at  lead  a  Teeming  good  : 

Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 

And  free  from  confcicnce,  ii  a  flave  to  fame  r 

Thbt 


T7vii5  3c  ^e  •Jiunil  ir  dinar  jmip.Ufc.  n&i  ^pBxIst : 
i --  "I — '.'.:t:v    ^vrjrib'   in  •Juu.'jg'  rnan*  TJBCir  ivLcs. 

Tbsr  iharxT  idErw*^  rnrrr  aiA  .JrirnA.. 

Tnca  £i  a^jnoit  ni  i.  Lbtt  csiL. 

1:1  gaprr,  iti'^  j:  l  rH  nr  ct;it!  Hm  cfwell  r 

Aai  Biz  Ac  ^{cc'c.  lamcvet!  ^  r  biit  oars 

As  much  Zior,  ik^rrc  Eks  fst  feck  cScTcurr. 

Ij  cfnec  nfl  "srETenri  r5:r«:ii  cm  be  kmown, 

'BtiMLAi  ±e:r  ^i^-.f,  and  «Tur  xilIII  zcnfi  ? 

GjoM  wc  cnt:  wak^  frici  tiar  Ter^nrzic  dream. 

But  tn  be  tkSUu  in.  i  worl^  QCreme  r 

And  for  diat  IctSiarrr  r^rss,  rhere  no  cure, 

Bot  to  be  ca£  in3>  a  cal&urjs^  * 

Can  knowlecige  ba.7e  =o  bomu!,  but  mud  advance 

So  fsTf  to  make  ai  wiih  for  i^ormcs  .- 

And  rather  in  the  daric  ro  grope  our  ^-tiv. 

Than  led  hj  z  falie  guide  to  err  b j  -iav  ? 

Who  icea  theic  dllinal  heaps,  bat  would  demand 

What  barbarous  invader  6ck'd  the  lind  ? 

Bat  when  he  hean,  no  Goth,  no  Turk  did  bring 

This  deibbtioay  but  a  Chriftian  king ; 

When  nothings  but  the  name  of  zeal,  appears 

'Twixt  our  beft  acHcns  and  the  worft  of  theirs  ; 

What  does  he  think  our  facrilege  would  fpare. 

When  fuch  th'  efie£ls  of  our  devotions  are  ? 

P»rtin^<  from  thence  'twixt  anger,  fhame,  and  fear, 

Thoic  for  what's  paft,  and  this  for  what's  too  near. 

My  eye  dcfccnding  from  the  hill,  furveys 

Where  Thames  among  the  w-anton  rallies  ftrays. 

Thames^ 


DEN  HAM'S     POEMS.  13 

Thames,  the  moft  lov'd  of  all  the  Ocean's  fons 
By  his  old  fire,  to  his  embraces  runs ; 
Hafting  to  pay  his  tribute  to  the  fea. 
Like  mortal  life  to  meet  eternity. 
Though  with  thofe  (breams  he  no  refemblance  hold^ 
Whofe  foam  is  amber,  and  their  giayel  gold ; 
His  genuine  and  lefs  guilty  wealth  t'  explore^ 
Search  not  liis  bottom,  but  furvey  his  ihore ; 
O'er  which  he  kindly  fpreads  his  fpacious  wing^ 
And  hatches  plenty  for  th'  cnfuing  (pring. 
Nor  then  de(bx>ys  it  with  too  fond  a  ftay. 
Like  mothers  which  their  infants  overlay. 
Nor  with  a  fuddcn  and  impetuous  wave. 
Like  profufe  kings,  refumes  the  wealth  he  gave. 
No  unexpe£led  inundations  (jpoil 
The  mower's  hopes,  nor  mock  the  plowman's  toil : 
But  god-like  his  unweary'd  bounty  flows; 
Firft  loves  to  do,  then  loves  the  good  he  does. 
Nor  are  his  blcifrngs  to  liis  banks  confin'd. 
But  free,  and  common,  as  the  Tea  or  wind ; 
When  he,  to  boaft  or  to  difperfe  his  llores 
Full  of  the  tributes  of  his  grateful  fhores, 
Vifits  the  world,  and  in  his  flying  towers 
Brings  home  to  us,  and  makes  both  Indies  ours ; 
Finds  wealth  where  'tis,  bellows  it  where  it  wants^ 
Cities  in  defarts,  woods  in  cities  plants. 
So  that  to  us  no  thing,  no  place  is  fUange, 
While  his  fair  bofom  is  the  world's  exchange. 
O  could  I  flow  like  thee,  and  make  thy  ftrcam 
My  great  example,  as  it  is  my  theme  I 

Though 
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Though  deep,  yet  clear ;  though  gentle,  yet  not  dull ; 
Strong  without  rage,  T^-ithout  o*erflowing  full. 
Heaven  her  Erklaaus  no  more  fliall  boaft, 
Whofe  fame  in  thine,  like  lefier  current,  's  loft ; 
Thy  nobler  ftreams  fhall  vifit  Jove's  abodes. 
To  fhine  among  the  *  ftars,  and  bathe  the  gods. 
Here  nature,  indicther  more  intent  to  pleaie 
Us  for  herielf,  with  ibange  varieties, 
(For  things  of  wonder  give  no  lefs  delight. 
To  the  wife  maker's,  than  beholder's  fight. 
Though  thefe  delights  from  icveral  caufes  move  i 
For  fo  our  children,  thus  our  friends  we  love) 
Wifely  fhe  knew,  the  harmony  of  things. 
As  well  as  that  of  founds,  from  difcord  fprings. 
Such  was  the  difcord,  which  did  firft  diiperfe 
Form,  order,  beauty,  through  the  univerie ; 
While  drynefs  moiflure,  coldnefs  heat  refifts. 
All  that- we  have,  and  that  we  are,  fubfiils. 
While  the  fteep  horrid  roughnefs  of  the  wood 
Strives  with  the  gentle  calmnefs  of  the  flood. 
Such  huge  extremes  when  nature  doth  unite. 
Wonder  from  thence  refults,  from  thence  delight. 
The  dream  is  fo  traniparent,  pure,  and  clear. 
That  had  the  felf-enamour'd  youth  gaz'd  here. 
So  fatally  deceiv'd  he  had  not  been. 
While  he  the  bottom,  not  his  face  had  feen. 
But  his  proud  head  the  airy  mountain  hides 
Among  the  clouds ;  his  ihoulders  and  his  fides 

♦  The  Foieft 

Afhady 
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A  (hady  mantle  cloaths  ;  his  curled  brows 

Frown  on  the  gentle  ftream,  which  calmly  flows ; 

While  winds  and  ftonns  his  lofty  forehead  bett : 

The  common  fete  of  all  that's  high  or  great. 

Low  at  his  foot  a  fpacious  plain  is  plac'd. 

Between  the  mountain  and  the  ftream  embracM : 

Which  ihade  and  (helter  from  the  hill  derives, 

While  the  kind  river  wealth  and  "beauty  gives  5 

And  in  the  mixture  of  all  theie  appears 

Variety,  which  all  the  reft  endears. 

This  fcene  had  fome  bold  Greek,  or  Britifh  bard 

Beheld  of  old,  what  ftories  had  we  heard 

Of  feiries,  fiityrs,  and  the  nymphs  their  dames, 

Theic  feafte,  their  revels,  and  their  amorous  flames  ? 

'Tis  ftill  the  fame,  aldiough  their  airy  fliapc 

All  but  a  quick  poetic  fight  eicape. 

There  Faunus  and  Sylvanus  "keep  their  courts. 

And  diither  all  the  homed  hoft  reforts 

To  graze  the  ranker  mead,  that  noble  herd. 

On  whofe  fublime  and  fhady  fronts  is  rear'd 

Nature's  great  mafter-piece  ;  to  fhcw  how  fbon 

Great  diings  are  made,  but  (boner  are  undone. 

Here  have  I  feen  the  king,  M^ien  great  affairs 

Gave  leave  to  flacken  and  unbend  his  cares. 

Attended  to  the  chafe  by  all  the  flower 

Of  youth,  whofe  hopes  a  nobler  prey  devour  r 

Pleafure  widi  praife,  and  danger  they  would  buy, 

And  wifli  a  foe  that  would  not  only  fly. 

The  ftag  now  confcious  of  his  fatal  gro\\th, 

At  once  bdulgent  to  his  fear  and  iloth. 

To 
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Sicily  furveying  where  he  rang'd  alone 

Prince  of  the  foil,  and  all  the  herd  his  own  ; 

And  like  a  bold  knight-cn-ant  did  proclaim 

Combat  to  all,  and  bore  away  the  dame ; 

And  taught  the  woods  to  echo  tcr  the  ftream 

His  dKadfal  challenge  and  has  clafliing  beam;. 

Yet  faintly  now  declines  the  fatai  (hife. 

So  much  his  love  was  dearer  than  his  life* 

Now  every  leaf,  and  every  moving  breath 

Prcfents  a  foe,  and  every  foe  a  death. 

Weary 'd,  foHaken,  and  purfued,  at  laft 

All  fafety  iiv  dcfjpair  of  (afety  plac*d, 

Courage  he  thence  rcfumes,  refblv'd  to  bear 

All  their  alTaults,  fmce  'tis  in  vain  to  fear. 

And  now  too  late  he  wiflxes  for  the  fight 

That  ftrcngth  he  wafted  in  ignoble  flight : 

But  when  he  fees  the  eager  chace  renew M, 

Himfelf  by  dogs,  the  dogs  by  men  purfued  : 

He  ftraight  revokes  his  bold  refolve,  and  more 

Repents  his  courage,  than  his  fear  before ; 

Finds  that  uncertain  ways  unfafeft  stvc. 

And  doubt  a  greater  mifchief  than  defpair. 

Then  to  the  ftreanv  whea  neither  friends,  nor  forcc^ 

Kor  fpeed,  nor  art  avail,  he  ihapes  his  courfc  j 

Thinks  not  their  rage  fo*  dcTperate  to  cfiay 

An  element  more  mercilefs  than  they- 

But  fearlc6  they  purfue,  nor  can  the  flood 

Quench  their  dire  thirft ;  alas,  they  thirft  for  blood. 

So  towards  a  fliip  the  oar-fiinn'd  ^lics  ply, 

Which  wanting  fea  to  ride,  or  wind  to  fly^ 

C  Stands 
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Stands  but  to  fall  reveng'd  on  thofe  that  dare 

Tempt  the  laft  fury  of  extreme  delpair. 

So  fares  the  fUg,  among  th'  enraged  hounds, 

Repels  their  force,  and  wounds  returns  for  wounds. 

And  as  a  hero,  whom  his  bafer  foes 

tn  troops  furround,  now  thefe  aflails,  now  thole. 

Though  prodigal  of  life,  diidains  to  die 

By  common  hands  ;  but  if  he  can  defcry 

Some  nobler  foe  aj^roach,  to  him  he  calls. 

And  begs  his  fate,  and  then  contented  falls. 

So  when  the  king  a  mortal  fliaft  lets  fly. 

From  his  unerring  hand,  then  glad,  to  die. 

Proud  of  the  wound,  to  it  refigns  his  blood. 

And  ftains  the  cryftal  with  a  purple  flood. 

This  a  more  innocent,  and  happy  chace. 

Than  when  of  old,  but  in  the  felf-fame  place, 

Fair  liberty  purfued,  *  and  meant  a  prey 

To  lawlefs  power,  here  tum'd,  and  flood  at  bay. 

When  in  that  remedy  all  hope  was  plac'd. 

Which  was,  or  fliould  have  been  at  leafl,  the  lafl. 

Here  was  that  charter  feal'd,  wherein  the  crown 

All  marks  of  arbitrary  power  lays  down  : 

Tyrant  and  Have,  thofe  names  of  hate  and  fear. 

The  happier  fliie  of  king  and  fubje£fc  bear : 

Happy,  when  both  to  the  fame  center  move. 

When  kings  give  liberty,  and  fubjefts  love. 

.Therefore  not  long  in  force  this  charter  flood ; 

Wanting  that  feal,  it  mufl  be  feal'd  in  blood. 

*  Runny  Mead. 

Tht 
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The  fubje^s  ann'd,  the  more  dieir  princes  gave, 

Th'  advantage  only  took,  the  more  to  crave : 

Tin  kingsy  by  giving,  give  themfelves  away. 

And  even  that  power,  that  (hould  deny,  bttray, . 

**  Who  gjivtt  conteinMy  but  hit  own  ftar^revHlf^,  '" 

*'  Nocdiank'dybutfcom'd;  norarethey|^,butfpoil8.*' 

Thus  kings,  by  grasping  more  than  tiiey  could  hold, 

Fiift  made  their  fubje£b,  by  oporeffion,  bold : 

And  pcq^ular  (way,  by  forcing  kings  to  givt 

More  than  was  fit  for  fubjeds  to  receive, 

Ran  to  the  fame  extremes;  and  one  excels 

Made  bodi,  by  ftriving  to  be  greater,  lefi. 

When  a  calm  river  rals'd  with  fudden  rains. 

Or  inows  ^olv'd,  o'erflows  ih'  adjoining  plains, 

The  husbandmen  ^th  high-rais'd  banks  fecnrn 

Their  greedy  hopes,  and  this  he  can  endure. 

But  if  with  bays  and  dams  they  ftrive  to  forct 

Hb  channel  to  a  new,  or  narrow  courie; 

No  longer  dien  within  his  banks  he  dwells^ 

Firft  to  a  torrent,  then  a  deluge  hnHls : 

Stronger  and  fiercer  by  reftraint  he  roars, 

And  knows  no  bound,  but  makes  his  powtr  hit  ihore^. 


C»  THB 


THE' 

DESTRUCTION  OF  tROY. 

AN    ESSAY    ON    THE 

SECOpID  BOOI^  OF  VIRGIL'S  jEN£XS, 

WRITTEN     IN     TBB    TZAR     1636. 

THE      ARGUMENT. 

The  firft  Book  fpcaks  of  ^neas's  voyage  by  fea,  and 
how,  being  caft  by  temped  iipon  the  coaft  of  Carthage, 
he  waft  yeccived  by  Queen  Dido,  who,  after  the  feaft^ 
defires  him  to  make  the  relation  of  the  deftrudion 
of  Troy  j  which  is  the  Argument  of  this  Book. 

WHILE  all  with  filencc  and  attention  wait. 
Thus  fpeaks  ^neas  from  the  bed  of  flate ; 
Madam,  when  you  command  us  to  review 
Our  fate,  you  make  our  old  wounds  bleed  anew. 
And  all  thofe  forrows  to  my  fenfe  reftore, 
Whereof  none  faw  fo  much,  none  fufferM  more : 
Not  the  moft  cruel  of  our  conquering  foes 
So  unconcernedly  can  relate  our  woes, 
As  not  to  lend  a  tear ;  then  how  can  I 
Reprefs  the  horror  of  my  thoughts,  which  fly 

:  The 
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The  fad  remembrance  ?    Now  th*  expiring  night 

And  the  declining  ftars  to  reft  invite  ; 

Yet  fmce  'tis  your  conunand,  what  you  fo  well 

Are  pleas'd  to  hear,  I  cannot  grieve  to  tell. 

By  fate  repelPd,  and  vnth  repulfes  tir'd> 

The  Greeks,  fo  many  lives  and  years  expired, 

A  fabrick  like  a  moving  mountain  frame, 

Pretending  vows  for  their  return ;  this  fame 

Divulges,  then  within  the  beaft's  vail  womb 

The  choice  and  flower  of  all  their  troops  entomb } 

In  view  the  ille  of  Tenedos,  once  high, 

In  fame  and  wealth,  while  Troy  remained,  doth  lie^ 

(Now  but  an  unfecure  and  open  bay) 

Thither  by  ftealth  the  Greeks  their  fleet  convey. 

We  gave  them  gone,  and  to  Mycenae  faiPd, 

And  Troy  revived,  her  mourning  face  unvaiPd  j 

All  through  th'  unguarded  gates  with  joy  refort 

To  fee  the  (lighted  camp,  the  vacant  port. 

Here  lay  Ulyffes,  there  Achilles  j  here 

The  battle  join'd,  the  Grecian  fleet  rode  there  ; 

But  the  vail  pile  th*  amazed  vulgar  views. 

Till  they  their  reafon  in  their  wonder  lofe. 

And  firft  Thymoetes  moves  (urgM  by  the  power 

Of  fate  or  fraud)  to  place  it  in  the  tower  j 

But  Capys  and  the  graver  fort  thought  fit 

The  Greeks  fufpefled  prefent  to  commit 

To  fcas  or  flames,  at  Icaft  to  fearch  and  bore 

The  fides,  and  what  that  fjpace  contains  t'  explotv. 

Th'  uncertain  multitude  with  both  engag'd. 

Divided  ftands,  till  from  die  tower,  ennig'd  * 

C  2  Laocoon 
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Laocoon  ran,  whom  all  the  crowd  attends, 
Crying,  what  defjperate  frenzy's  this,  (oh  friends) 
To  think  them  gone  ?  Judge  rather  their  retreat 
But  a  defign,  their  gifts  but  a  deceit ; 
For  our  deftru£tion  'twas  contriv'd  no  doubt. 
Or  from  within  by  fraud,  or  from  without 
By  force  j  yet  know  yc  not  Ulyffes*  Jhifts  ? 
Their  fwords  lefs  danger  carry  than  their  gifts. 
(This  iaid)  againfl  the  horfe's  fide  his  fpear 
He  throws,  which  trembles  with  inclofed  fear, 
WhilA  from  the  hollows  of  his  womb  proceed 
Groans,  Qot  his  own ;  and  had  not  fate  decreed 
Our  ruin,  we  had  fiU'd  with  Grecian  blood 
The  place  j  then  Troy  and  Priam's  throne  had  ftood. 
Meanwhile  a  fetter'd  prifoner  to  the  king 
With  joyful  ihouts  the  Dardan  Ihepherds  bring, 
Who  to  betray  us  did  himfelf  betray, 
At  once  the  taker,  and  at  once  the  prey ; 
Firmly  prepared,  of  one  event  fecur'd. 
Or  of  his  death  or  his  defign  aiTur'd.  ' 

The  Trojan  youth  about  the  captive  flock. 
To  wonder,  or  to  pity,  or  to  mock. 
Now  hear  die  Grecian  fraud,  and  from  this  one 
Conjedhire  all  the  reft. 
Difarm'd,  diforder'd,  calling  round  his  eyes 
On  all  the  tcoops  that  guarded  him,  he  cries, 
What  land,  what  fea,  for  me  what  fate  attends  ? 
Caught  by  my  foes,  condemned  by  my  friends, 
Incenfed  Troy  a  wretched  captive  feeks 
To  iacrifices  a  fugitive,  the  Greeks*  < 

To 
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To  pity  this  complaint  our  former  rage 

Converts,  we  now  enquire  his  parentage. 

What  of  their  counfels  or  affairs  he  knew  ? 

Then  fearlefs  he  replies,  great  king,  to  yott 

All  truth  I  ihall  relate :  nor  firft  can  I 

Myfelf  to  be  of  Grecian  birth  deny  j 

And  though  my  outward  ftate  misfortune  hath 

Depreft  thus  low,  it  cannot  reach  my  foith. 

You  may  by  chance  have  heard  the  famous  name 

Of  Palamede,  who  from  old  Belus  came, 

Whom,  but  for  voting  peace,  the  Greeks  purfue^ 

AccusM  unjuftly,  then  unjuflly  flew, 

Yet  moum*d  his  death.     My  fatfier  was  his  friend. 

And  me  to  his  commands  did  recommend, 

While  laws  and  councils  did  his  throne  fupport, 

I  but  a  youth,  yet  fome  efteem  and  port 

We  then  did  bear,  till  by  Ulyffes'  ci-aft 

(Things  known  I  fpeak)  he  was  of  life  bereft : 

Since  in  dark  forrow  I  my  days  did  fpend, 

Till  now  diidaining  his  unworthy  end, 

I  could  not  filence  my  complaints,  but  vow*d 

Revenge,  if  ever  fate  or  chance  allow 'd 

My  wifli'd  return  to  Greece  ,•  from  hence  his  hate. 

From  thence  my  crimes,  and  all  my  ills  bear  date : 

Old  guilt  fre(h  malice  gives  ;  the  peoples  ears 

He  fills  with  rumours,  and  their  hearts  with  fears, 

And  then  the  prophet  to  his  party  drew. 

But  why  do- 1  theie  thanklefs  truths  purfue ; 

Or  why  defer- your  rage  ?   on  me,  for  all 

The  Greeks,  let  your  revenging  fury  fall. 

C  4  UlyiTes 
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XJlyffes  this,  th' Atridae  this  defire 

At  any  rate.     We  ftrait  are  fet  on  fire 

(Unpraftis'd  in  fuch  myfteries)  to  enquire 

The  mannor  and  the  caufe,  which  thus  he  told. 

With  gefhires  hamble,  as  his  tale  was  Ix^d. 

Oft  have  the  Greeks  (the  iicge  <ietelfing)  tir'd 

With  tedtous  war,  a  fkilen  retreat  defied, 

And  would  to  heaven  they'd  gone :  but  ffiU  difmay'd 

By  feas  or  ikies,  unwillingly  they  ftay*d. 

Chiefly  when  this  ihipendous  pile  was  raised. 

Strange  noifes  fiird  the  air ;  we,  all  amaz'd, 

Diipatch  Eurypylus  t' -enquire  >our  fates. 

Who  thus  the  ienteace  of  the  gods  relates ; 

A  virgin^s  {laughter  ctid  the  ftorm  appeafe. 

When  firft  towards  Troy  the  Grecians  took  the  feas  ; 

Their  fafe  retreat  another  Grecian's  blood 

Muft  purchafe.     All  at  this  confounded  flood  : 

Each  thinks  htmfelf  the  man,  the  fear  on  all 

Of  what,  the  -mifchief  but  on  one  can  fall. 

Then  Calchas  (by  UlylTes  firfl  infpir'd) 

Was  urgM  to  name  whom  th'  angry  gods  requir'd  j 

Yet  was  I  wam'd  (for  many  were  as  well 

Infpir'd  as  he,  and  did  my  fate  foretel) 

Ten  days  the  projJiet  in  fufpence  remain'd. 

Would  no  man's  fate  pronounce ;  at  lafl  confhain'd 

By  Ithacus,  he  folemnly  defign'd 

Me  for  the  facrifice ;  the  people  join'd 

In  glad  confent,  and  all  their  common  fear 

Dftermine  in  my  fate ;  th6  day  drew  near^ 

"The 
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The  facred  rites  preparM,  my  temples  crown*d 
With  holy  wreaths  ;  then  I  confefs  I  found 
The  means  to  my  efcape,  my  bones  I  brake. 
Fled  from  my  guards,  and  in  a  muddy  lake 
Amongft  t^  fedges  mil  the  night  lay  hid. 
Till  they  their  fails  had  hoift  (i    fo  they  did). 
And  now  alas  no  hope  remains  for  me 
My  home,  my  father,  and  my  fons  to  fee, 
Wliom  they,  enragM,  will  kill  for  my  offence^ 
And  puniih,  for  my  guilty  their  innocence. 
Thofe  gods  who  know  the  truths  I  now  relate. 
That  faith  which  yet  remains  inviolate 
By  mortal  men ;  by  thefe  I  beg,  redrefs 
^y  caufelefs  wrongs,  and  pity  fuch  diilrefs* 
And  now  true  pity  in  exchange  he  finds 
For  his  falfe  tears,  his  tongue  his  hands  unbinds. 
Then  fpake  the  king,  Be  ours,  whoe'er  thou  art  $ 
Forget  the  Greeks.    But  Erfl  the  truth  impart^ 
Why  did  ihey  raife,  or  to  what  ufe  intend 
This  pile  ?  to  a  war-like,  or  religious  end  ? 
Skilful  in  fiaud  (his  native  art),  his  hands 
Toward  heaven  he  rais'd,  delivered  now  from  bands« 
Ye  pure  aethereal  flames,  ye  powers  ador'd 
By  mortal  men,  ye  altars,  and  the  fword 
I  fcs^'d;  ye  facred  fillets  that  involved 
My  deflin'd  head,  grant  I  may  fbnd  abfolv*d 
From  all  their  laws  and  rights,  renounce  all  name 
Of  faith  or  love,  their  fecret  thoughts  proclaim  1 
Only,  O  Troy,  preferve  thy  faith  to  me, 
JI  what  I  ihall  relate  preiierveth  thee. 

From 
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From  Pallas'  favour,  all  our  hopes,  and  all 
Counfels  and  a6Uons  took  original. 
Till  Diomed  (for  fuch  attempts  made  fit 
By  dire  conjun6tion  with  Ulyflfes'  wit) 
AiTails  the  facred  tower,  the  guards  they  fhiy. 
Defile  with  bloody  hands,  and  thence  convey 
The  fatal  image  j  ilraight  with  our  fuccefs 
Our  hopes  fell  back,  whilft  prodigies  exprefs 
Her  juft  difdain,  her  flaming  eyes  did  throw 
Flalhes  of  lightning,  from  each  part  did  flow 
A  briny  fweat,  thrice  brandifhing  her  fpear. 
Her  ftatue  from  the  ground  itielf  did  rear ; 
Then,  that  we  fhould  our  facrilege  refiore, 
And  reconvey  their  gods  from  Argos*  ihore, 
Calchas  perfuades,  till  then  we  urge  in  vain 
The  fate  of  Troy.    To  meafure  back  the  main 
They  all  confent,  but  to  return  again. 
When  reinforced  with  aids  of  gods  and  men. 
Thus  Calchas  j  then,  inftead  of  that,  this  pile 
To  Pallas  was  defign'd  j  to  reconcile 
Th*  offended  power,  and  expiate  our  guilt  ; 
To  this  vaft  height  and  monftrous  ftature  built. 
Left,  through  your  gates  receiv'd,  it  might  renew 
Your  vows  to  her,  and  her  defence  to  you. 
But  if  this  facred  gift  you  dif-efteem. 
Then  cruel  plagues  (which  heaven  divert  on  themf) 
Shair  fell  on"  Priam's  ftate :  but  if  the  horfe 
Your  walls  afcend,  afMed  by  your  force, 
A  league  'gainft  Greece  all  Afia  (hall  contraft : 
Our  fons  then  fuffering  what  their  (ires  would  ad. 

Thus 
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Thus  by  his  fraud  and  our  own  £uth  o'ercomci 
A  feigned  tear  deftroys  us,  again  whom 
Tydides  nor  Achilles  could  prevail. 
Nor  ten  years  confli£^,  nor  a  thoufand  &iL 
This  (econded  by  a  moft  (ad  portent. 
Which  credit  to  the  firft  in^ftuit  lent  i 
Laocoon,  Neptune's  prieft,  upon  the  day 
Devoted  to  that  god,  a  bull  did  flay. 
When  two  prodigious  ierpents  were  defcry'd, 
Whofe  circling  ihokes  the  fea's  fmooth  face  divide  i 
Above  the  deep  they  raife  their  fcaly  crefts, 
And  ftem  the  flood  with  their  ere£bd  breafls, 
Their  winding  tails  advance  and  fleer  their  coiuie^ 
And  'gainfl  the  (hore  the  breaking  billows  force. 
Now  landing,  from  their  brandifh'd  tongues  there  came 
A  dreadful  hifs,  and  from  their  eyes  a  flame. 
Amaz'd  we  fly ;  direftly  in  a  line 
Laocoon  they  purfue,  and  firfl  entwine 
(Each  prepng  upon  one)  his  tender  Tons; 
Then  him,  who  armed  to  their  refcue  runs. 
They  feiz'd,  and  with  entangling  folds  embrac'd^ 
His  neck  twice  compafling,  and  twice  his  wafle : 
Their  poifonous  knots  he  fbives  to  break  and  tear. 
While  flime  and  blood  his  facred  wreaths  befmear  s 
Then  loudly  roars,  as  when  th'  enraged  bull 
From  th'  idtar  flies,  and  from  his  wounded  fkuU 
Shakes  die  huge  ax  ;  the  conquering  ferpents  fly 
To  cruel  Pallas'  altar,  aiid  there  lie 
Under  her  feet,  within  her  fhield's  extent. 
We,  in  our  fears,  conclude  this  fate  was  ient 

Juftly 
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Jultty  on  him,  who  ftruck  the  facred  oak 
With  his  accurfed  lance.     Then  to  invoke 
The  goddefs,  and  let  in  the  fatal  horfe. 
We  all  conient. 

A  fpacious  breach  we  make,  and  Troy's  proud  wall^ 
Built  by  the  gods,  by  her  own  hands  doth  fall ; 
Thus,  all  their  help  to  their  own  ruin  give. 
Some  draw  with  cords,  and  fome  the  monfler  drive 
With  rolls  and  levers  :  thus  our  works  it  climbs. 
Big  with  our  fate,  the  youth  with  fongs  and  rhimes. 
Some  dance,  fome  hale  the  rope ;  at  lafl  let  down 
It  enters  with  a  thundering  noife  the  town. 
Oh  Troy,  the  feat  of  gods,  in  war  renowned ! 
Three  times  it  ftruck,  as  oft  the  clafhing  found 
Of  arms  was  heard,  yet  blinded  by  the  power 
Of  fate,  we  place  it  in  the  facred  tower. 
CaiTandra  then  foretels  th'  event,  but  fhe 
Finds  no  belief  (fuch  was  the  gods*  decree.) 
The  altars  with  frefh  flowers  we  crown,  and  wafte 
In  feafts  that  day,  which  was  (alas !)  our  laft* 
Now  by  the  revolution  of  the  Ikies, 
Kight's  fable  fhadows  from  the  ocean  rife. 
Which  heaven  and  earth,  and  the  Greek  frauds  involved, 
Tht  city  in  fecure  repofe  diflblv'd, 
When  from  the  admiral's  high  poop  appears 
A  light,  by  which  the  Argive  fquadron  fteers 
Their  filent  courfe  to  Ilium's  well-known  (hore. 
When  Sinon  (fav'd  by  the  gods*  partial  power) 
Opens  the  horfe,  and  through  the  unlockt  doors 
To  the  £ree  air  the  armed  freight  reftores ; 

Ulyfles, 
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Ulyffes,  Stheneleusy  Tifander,  flide 

Down  by  a  rope,  Machaon  was  their  guide  i 

Atrides,  Pyrrhus,  Thoas,  Athamas, 

And  Epeusy  who  the  fraud's  contriver  was  s 

The  gates  they  ieize ;  the  guards*  with  deep  and  wine 

Opprefty  furprize,  and  then  their  forces  join. 

'Twas  then,  when  the  firft  fweets  of  ileep  repair 

Our  bodies  fpent  with  ^oil,  our  minds  with  care ; 

(The  gods'  bcft  gift)  when,  bath'd  in  tears  and  bloody 

Before  my  face  lamenting  He£h>r  ilood^ 

His  zfyeSt  fuch  when,  foil'd  wkh  bloody  duft, 

Dragged  by  the  cords  which  through  his  feet  were  thrull 

By  his  infulting  foe ;.  O  how  transfonn'd^ 

How  much  unlike  that  He£lor,  who  retum'd  > 

Clad  in  Achilles'  fpoilfi ;  when. he,  among 

A  thoufand  (hips,  (like  Jove)  his  lightning  flung  t 

His  horrid  beard  and  knotted  trefTes.  ftood 

Stiff  with  his  gore,  and  all  his  wounds  ran  blood : 

Intranc'd  I  lay,  then  (weeping)  faid,  the  joy. 

The  hope  and  (by  of  diy  declinii^  Troy ; 

What  region  held  thee,  whence,  fo  much  defir'd^ 

Art  thqu  reftor'd  to  us  confum'd  and  tir'd 

With  toil^  and  deaths ;  but  what  ia4  cau(e  confound^ 

Thy  once  fair  looks,  or  why  appear  thole  wounds  f 

Regardlefs  of  my  words,  he  na  reply 

Returns,  but  with  a  dreadful  groan  doth  cry. 

Fly  from  the  flame,  O  goddeis-bomy  our  wallf 

The  Greeks  pofleis,  and  Troy  confounded  falU 

From  all  her  glories  ;  if  it  mig^  bsve  flood 

By  any  power,  by  this  right  hand  it  fliould* 

Whtt 
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What  man  could  do,  by  me  for  Troy  was  done, 
Take  here  her  reliques  and  her  gods,  to  run 
With  them  thy  fate,  with  them  new  walls  expeft, 
Which,  toft  on  Teas,  thou  (halt  at  laft  ereft : 
Then  brings  6!d  Vefta  horn  her  facred  quire, 
Her  holy  wreaths,  and  her  eternal  fire. 
Meanwhile  the  walls  with  doubtful  cries  refbund 
From  far  (for  Ihady  coverts  did  furround 
My  father's  houfe) ;  api«t)aching  ftill  more  near 
The  clafli  of  arms,  and  voice  of  men  we  hear : 
Rouz'd  hom  my  bed,  I  fpeedily  afcend 
The  houies  tops,  and  liftening  there  attend. 
As  flames  roU'd  by  die  winds  confpiring  force, 
O'er  full-tai'd  com,  or  torrents  raging  couric 
Bears  down  di'  oppofing  oaks,  the  fields  deftrop. 
And  mocks  the  pknigh-man's  toil,  th'  unlook'd  for  noife 
From  neighbouring  hills  th'  amazed  ihepherd  hears  { 
Such  my  furprize,  and  fiich  their  rage  appears. 
Firft  fell  diy  houfe,  Ucalegon,  then  thine 
DeTf^bus,  Sigaean  ieas  did  ihine 
Bright  with  Troy's  flames ;  the  trumpets  dreadful  (bund 
The  louder  groans  of  dying  m«n  confound ;      ^ 
Give  me  my  arms,  I  cry'd^  refolvM  to  throw 
MjT&lf  'mong  any  that  oppos'd  the  foe : 
Rage,  anger,  and  ddpair  at  once  fuggeft. 
That  of  all  deaths,  to  die  in  arms  was  beft. 
The  firft  I  met  was  Pantheus,  Phoebus'  prieft. 
Who  'leaping  with  his  gods  and  reliques  fled. 
And  towards  ttie  ibore  hU  little  grandchild  led ; 

Pantheui* 


} 
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Pantheut,  what  hope  remains  ?  what  foroe»  whatjJaoe 
Made  good }  hut  fighing»  he  replies,  Alas ! 
Trojans  we  were,  and  nudity  lUimi  wis ; 
But  the  laft  period^  and  the  fatal  hour 
Of  Troy  is  come :  our  glory  and  our  power 
Incenied  Jove  transfers  to  Orecian  hands  ( 
The  foe  within  the  huming  town  conunandsf 
And  (like  a  finotfaer-d  fire)  an  unieen  force 
Breaks  from  the  bowels  of  the  fatal  hoiie  3 
Infuking  Sinon  flings  about  die  flame. 
And  thouftnds  more  than  e'er  from  Ai)got  came 
Poflefs  die  gates,  the  pafles,  and  the  fireets. 
And  diefe  die  fword  o'eitakes,  and  ^uife  it  meect • 
The  guild  nor  fi^^tt  nor  fliesi  di«r  imt  ib  ncn 
At  once  fufpendi  their  courage  and  thor  fear. 
Thus  by  the  gods,  and  by  Atrides' wmdt 
Inipir'd,  I  make  my  way  through  fire,  througfi  fwordSf 
Whflie  noifes,  tumults,  out-cries  and  alanns, 
I  heard  $  fa£t  Iphitns,  renown'd  for  arms. 
We  meet,  who  knew  us  (for  the  qioon  did  ihine)f 
IJhen  Ripbeusy  Hypanis,  and  D3rmas  join 
Their  fbroe^  and  young  Chonebus,  Mygdon's  flm^ 
Who,  by  the  k^  of  ficur  Caflandra  won» 
Arriv'd  hut  laidy  in  her  fisther's  aid; 
Dinhi^ppy,  whom  the  direatt  could  not  difluadtor 
Of  his  prophetic  ^oine ; 
Whom  when  I  fiiw,  yet  daring  to  maintun 
The  fight,  I  find,  Brate  fpinu  (but  in  vain) 
Are  you  refblv'd  to  follow  one  who  dares 
Tempt  aUoticaet?  tfaeflateof  ourafl&iit 
i-  .  Yoa 
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You  fee  :  the  gods  have  left  us,  by  whole  aid 
Our  empire  ftood  j  nor  can  the  flame  be  ftaid  z 
T^hen  let  us  fall  amidil  our.  foes ;   this  one 
Relief  the  vanquilh*d  have,  tahope  for  Apne* 
Then  re-inforc'd,  as  in  a  ftof  my  night 
Wolves  urged  by  rfwir  raging  appetite 
Forage  for  prey^  which  their  negkfted  young 
With  greedy  jaws  expe£i:,  ev'n  fe-  among 
Foes,  fire  and  (words',,  t'  aflured  death  wjq  pafs,. 
Daikncfs  our  guide,  defpair  our  leader  wa$. 
Who  can  relate  that  evening's  woes  and  (jpoils^ 
Or  can  hh  tears-  propoition  to  our  roils  ? 
The  city,  which  fo  long  had  flourilh'd,  falls ; 
Death  triumplis  o'er  the  houfes,  temples i,  walls- 
Nor  only  on  the  Trojans  fell  this  doom, 
Their  hearts  at  lail  the  vanquifh'd  re-aflume ; 
And  now  the  vigors  fall :  on  all  fides  fears,. 
Groans  and  pale  death  in  all  her  fhapes  appears  : 
Androgeus  firft  with  hi«  whole  troop  waS'  cafl 
Upon  us,  with  civility  miiplac'd  y 
Thus  greeting  us.  You  loie,  by  your  delay. 
Your  ihare,  both  of  the  honour  and. the  prey ; 
Others  the  fjpoils  of  burning  Troy  convey 
Back,  to  thofe  fhips^  which  you  but  now  foriake. 
We  making  no  return  ^  his  fad  miftake 
Too  late  he  finds  :  as  when  an  unfeen  (hake 
A  traveller's  unwary  foot  hath  preft, 
Who  trembling  ftarts,  when  the  (hake's  azure  creft 
Swoln  with  his  rifmg  anger,  he  cfpies. 
So  horn  our  view  fuipriz'd  Androgeus  flies*. 

Bu» 
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iut  here  an  eafy  viftory  we  meet : 

Fear  binds  their  hands,  and  ignorance  their  feet. 

Whikl  fortune  our  firft  enterprize  did  aid. 

Encouraged  with  fuccefs,  Choroebus  faid, 

O  friends,  we  now  by  better  fates  are  led, 

And  the  fair  path  they  lead  us,  let  us  tread. 

Firft  change  your  arms,  and  their  diftin6lions  bear ; 

The  fame,  in  foes,  deceit  and  virtue  are. 

Then  of  his  arms  Androgeus  he  divefts, 

His  fword,  his  ihield  he  takes,  and  plumed  crefts. 

Then  Ripheus,  Dymas,  and  the  reft,  all  glad 

Of  the  occafion,  in  frefh  fpoils  are  clad. 

Thus  mixt  with  Greeks,  as  if  their  fortune  ftill 

Follow*d  their  fwords,  we  fight,  purfue,  and  kill. 

Some  re-afcend  the  horfe,  and  he  whofe  fides 

Let  forth  the  valiant,  now  the  coward  hides. 

Some  to  their  fafer  guard,  their  ihips,  retire ; 

But  vain 's  that  hope,  'gainft  which  the  gods  confpire ; 

Behold  the  royal  virgin,  the  divine 

Caftandra,  from  Minerva's  fatal  ftu-ine 

Dragg'd  by  the  hair,  cafting  towards  heaven,  in  vain^ 

Her  eyes  ;  for  cords  her  tender  hands  did  ftrain ; 

Choroebus  at  the  fpe6lacle  enrag'd. 

Flies  in  amidft  the  foes  ;  we  thus  cngag'd. 

To  fecond  him,  among  the  thickeft  ran; 

Here  firft  our  ruin  from  our  friends  began. 

Who  from  the  temple's  battlements  a  fhower 

Of  darts  and  arrows  on  our  heads  did  pour  : 

They  us  for  Greeks,  and  now  the  Greeks  (who  knew 

Caflandra's  refcue)  us  for  Trojans  Hew. 

D  Then 
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Then  from  all  parts  Ulyfl^s,  Ajax  then, 

And  then  th'  Atridae,  rally  all  their  men  j 

As  winds,  that  meet  from  feveral  coafts,  conteH^ 

Their  prifons  being  broke,  the  fouth  and  we|||^ 

And  Eurus  on  his  winged  couries  bom, 

Triumphing  in  their  fpeed,  the  woods  are  torn. 

And  chafing  Nereus  with  his  trident  throws 

The  billows  from  the  bottom ;  then  all  thofe 

Who  in  the  dark  our  fury  did  escape, 

Returning,  know  our  borrow*d  arms,  and  fhape. 

And  differing  diale£l :  then  their  numbers  fwell 

And  grow  upon  us ;  firft  Chorgebus  fell 

Before  Minerva'^  altar,  next  did  bleed 

Juft  Ripheus,  whom  no  Trojan  did  exceed 

In  virtue,  yet  the  gods  his  fate  decreed. 

Then  Hypanis  and  Dymas,  wounded  by 

Their  friends ;  nor  thee,  Pantheus,  thy  piety. 

Nor  confecrated  mitre,  from  the  fame 

111  fate  could  fave ;  my  counjtry's  funeral  flame 

And  Troy's  cold  a(hes  I  atteft,  and  call 

To  witnefs  for  myfelf,  that  in  their  fall 

No  foes,  no  death,  nor  danger,  I  declined. 

Did,  and  deferv'd  no  lefs,  my  fate  to  find. 

Now  Iphitus  with  me,  and  Pelias 

Slowly  retire ;  the  one  retarded  was 

By  feeble  age,  the  other  by  a  wound ; 

To  court  the  cry  dire£b  us,  where  we  found 

Th*  ajQTauU  fo  hot,  as  if  t'were  only  there. 

And  all  the  reft  fecurti  from  foes  or  fear  : 

The 
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The  Greeks  the  gates  approadi'd,  their  targets  caft 
Over  their  heads,  fome  fcaling  ladders  plac'd 
Againft  the  walls,  the  refl  the  fieps  afcend, 
And  with  their  ihields  on  their  left  arms  defend 
Arrows  and  darts,  and  with  their  right  hold  fail 
The  battlement ;  on  them  the  Trojans  cafi 
Stones,  rafters,  pillars,  beams ;  fuch  arms  as  thefe^ 
Now  hopelefs,  for  their  lafl  defence  they  feize. 
The  gilded  roofs,  the  marks  of  ancient  fiate, 
They  tumble  down  ;  and  now  againft  the  gate 
Of  th'  inner  court  their  growing  force  they  bring  : 
Now  was  our  laft  efibrt  to  iave  the  king. 
Relieve  the  fainting,  and  fucceed  the  dead. 
A  private  gallery  'twixt  th'  apartments  led, 
Not  to  the  foe  yet  known,  or  not  obferv'd 
(The  way  for  Hcftor's  haplefe  wife  rcfenr'd. 
When  to  the  aged  king,  her  little  fon 
She  would  prelent) ;  through  this  we  pafs,  and  rua 
Up  to  the  higheH  battlement,  from  whence 
The  Trojans  threw  their  darts  \nthout  offence^ 
A  tower  lb  high,  it  feem'd  to  reach  the  (ky. 
Stood  on  the  roof,  from  whence  we  could  defcry 
All  Ilium— both  the  camps,  the  Grecian  fleet ; 
This,  where  the  beams  upon  the  columns  meet^ 
We  loofen,  which  like  thunder  from  the  cloud 
Breaks  on  their  heads,  as  fudden  and  as  loud. 
But  others  ftill  fucceed  :  meantime,  nor  fionet 
Nor  any  Kind  of  weapons  ceaie. 
Before  the  g^te  in  gilded  armour  ibone 
YouBg  Pyixbusy  Lke  a  ihake,  his  ikin  new  grown  ^ 

D  a  Who 
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Who  fed  on  poifonous  herbs,  all  winter  lay 
Under  the  ground,  and  now  reviews  the  day 
Frefli  in  his  new  apparel,  proud  and  young, 
Rolls  up  his  back',  and  brandifhes  his  tongue. 
And  lifts  his  fcaly  breaft  againft  the  fun  ; 
With  him  his  father's  fquire,  Automedon, 
And  Pcripas  who  drove  his  winged  deeds, 
Enter  the  court ;  whom  all  the  youth  fucceeds 
Of  Scyros*  ifle,  who  flaming  firebrands  flung 
Up  to  the  roof;  Pyrrhus  himfelf  among 
The  foremoft  with  an  axe  an  entrance  hews 
Through  beams  of  folid  oak,  then  freely  views 
The  chambers,  galleries,  and  rooms  of  ftate, 
Where  Priam  and  the  ancient  monarchs  fate. 
At  the  firft  gate  an  armed  guard  appears  ; 
But  th*  inner  court  with  horror,  noife,  and  tears. 
Confusedly  fill'd,  the  womens  ihrieks  and  cries 
The  arched  vaults  re-echo  to  the  Ikies  ; 
Sad  matrons  wandering  through  the  fpacious  rooms 
Embrace  and  kifs  the  pofts  :  then  Pyrrhus  comes 
Full  of  his  father,  neither  men  nor  walls 
His  force  fuilain,  the  torn  port-cullis  falls, 
Then  from  the  hinge  their  ftrokes  the  gates  divorce. 
And  where  the  way  they  cannot  find,  they  force. 
Not  with  fuch  rage  a  (welling  torrent  flows 
Above  his  banks,  th'  oppofing  dams  overthrows. 
Depopulates  the  fields,  the  cattle,  fheep. 
Shepherds  and  folds,  the  foaming  furges  fweep. 
And  now  between  two  fad  extremes  I  flood, 
Here  Pyrrhus  and  th'  Atridse  drunk  with  blood, 

There 
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There  th'  haplefs  queen  amongft  an  hundred  dames. 

And  Priam  quenching  from  his  wounds  thofe  flames 

Which  his  own  hands  had  on  the  altar  laid ; 

Then  they  the  fecret  cabinets  invade, 

Whei*e  (lood  the  fifty  nuptial  beds,  the  hopes 

Of  that  great  race  ;  the  golden  pofiis,  whofc  tops 

t31d  hoftile  fpoils  adom'd,  demoliih'd  lay. 

Or  to  the  foe,  or  to  the  fire  a  prey, 

Now  Priam's  fate  perhaps  you  may  enquire  : 

Seeing  his  empire  loft,  his  Troy  on  fire, 

And  his  own  palace  by  the  Greeks  pofTeft, 

Arms  long  difus'd  his  trembling  limbs  inveil  3 

Thus  on  his  foes  he  throws  himfelf  alone. 

Not  for  their  fate,  but  to  provoke  his  own : 

There  flood  an  altar  open  to  the  view 

Of  heaven,  near  which  an  aged  laurel  grew, 

Whofe  fhady  arms  the  houfhold  gods  embrac*d  5 

Before  whofe  feet  the  queen  herfelf  had  cafl 

With  all  her  daughters,  and  the  Trojan  wives. 

As  doves  whom  an  approaching  tempefl  drives 

And  frights  into  one  flock ;  but  having  fpy*d 

Old  Priam  clad  in  youthful  arms,  fhe  cried, 

Alas,  my  wretched  hufband,  what  pretence 

To  bear  thofe  arms,  and  in  them  what  defence  } 

Such  aid  fuch  times  require  not,  when  again 

If  Heftor  were  alive,  he  liv*d  in  vain } 

Or  here  we  fhall  a  fan£hiary  find. 

Or  as  in  life  we  fhall  in  death  be  join'd. 

Then  weepmg,  with  kind  force  held  and  embi^c'd. 

And  on  the  f«ciet  feat  the  king  fhe  plac'd« 

D  3  Mean* 
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Meanwhile  Polites,  one  of  Priam's  fons, 

Flying  the  rage  of  bloody  Pyrrhus,  runs 

Through  foes  and  fwords,  and  ranges  all  the  court 

And  empty  galleries^  amaz'd  and  hurt ; 

Pynhus  ^urfues  him,  now  o'eitakes,  now  kills» 

And  his  laft  blood  in  Priam's  prefence  fpills. 

The  king  (though  him  fo  many  deadis  inclofe) 

Nor  fear,  nor  grief>  but  indignation  (hows ; 

The  gods  requite  thee  (if  within  the  care 

Of  thofe  above  th'  affairs  of  mortals  are) 

Whole  fury  on  the  (on  but  loft  had  been. 

Had  not  his  parents*  eyes  hit  murder  feen  : 

Kot  that  Achilles  (wdiom  thou  feign'ft  to  be 

Thy  father)  fo  inhuman  was  to  me ; 

He  bluflity  when  I  the  rights  of  arms  implor'd ; 

To  me  my  Hcftor,  me  to  Troy  reftor'd : 

This,  fiiid,  his  feeble  arm  a  javelin  flung, 

Which  on  the  founding  ihield,  fcarce  entering,  rung* 

Then  Pyrrhus ;  Go  a  meiTenger  to  hell 

Of  my  black  deeds,  and  to  my  father  tell 

The  a£l:s  of  his  degenerate  race.  ^  So  through 

His  fon's^warm  blood  the  trembling  king  he  drew   ' 

To  th'  altar ;  in  his  hair  one  hand  he  wreadis  s 

His  fword  the  other  in  his  bofom  iheaths. 

Thus  fell  the  king,  who  yet  furviv'd  thte  ftate^ 

With  fuch  a  (ignal  and  ^culiar  fate. 

Under  fo  vaft  a  ruin,  not  a  grave, 

Nor  in  fuch  flames  a  funeral  fire  to  have  i 

He  whom  fuch  ttties  fwell'd,  fuch  power  made  proud^ 

T9  whom  die  iceptret  of  all  Afia  bow'd> 

On 
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On  the  cold  earth  lies  th*  unregarded  king, 
A  headlefs  carcafe,  and  a  namelefs  thing. 

Oathc  Earl  of  STAFFORD'S  Trial  and  Death, 

GREAT  Stafford !  worthy  of  that  name,  though  all 
Of  thee  could  be  forg()tten,  but  thy  fell, 
Cruih'd  by  imaginary  treafon's  weight. 
Which  too  much  merit  did  accumulate : 
As  chemifls  gold  from  brafs  by  fire  would  draw, 
Pretexts  are -into  treafon  forg'd  by  law. 
His  wifdom  fuch,  at  once  it  did  appear 
Three  kingdoms  wonder,  and  three  kmgdoms  fears    " 
Whilft  fingle  he  ftood  f oRh,  and  feem'd,  although 
Each  had  an  army,  as  an  equal  foe. 
Such  was  his  force  of  eloquence,  to  make 
The  hearers  more  concerned  than  he  that  (pake  5 
Each  feem^d  to  a6l  that  part  he  came  to  fee, 
And  none  was  mbre  a  looker-on  than  hp ; 
So  did  he  move  our  paflions,  fome  were  known 
To  wifli,  for  the  defence,  the  crime  their  own. 
Now  private  pity  drove  with  public  hate, 
Reafbn  with  rage,  and  eloquence  with  fate  : 
Now  they  could  him,  if  he  could  them  forgive ; 
He 's  not  too  guilty,  but  too  wife  to  live ; 
Lefs  (eem  thofe  fa^  which  treafon's  nick-name  bore. 
Than  fuch  a  fear*d  ability  for  more. 
They  after  death  their  fears  of  him  exprefs, 
His  innocence  asul  their  own  guilt  confefs. 

D4  The* 
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Their  legiflative  frenzy  they  repent : 

Ena£i:ing  it  fhould  make  no  precedent. 

This  fate  he  could  have  'fcap'd,  but  would  not  lofc 

Honour  for  life,  but  rather  nobly  chofe 

Death,  ^om  their  fears,  than  fafety  from  his  own. 

That  his  laft  a£tion  all  the  reft  might  crown. 

On  my  Lord  C  R  O  F  T  *S  and  my  Journey  into 
Poland,  from  whence  we  brought  10,000 1.  for 
his  Majefty,  by  the  Decimation  of  his  Scottilb 
Subjedts  there* 

ToLE,  tole, 
Gentle  bell,  for  the  foul 
Of  the  pure  ones  in  Pole, 
Which  are  damn'd  in  our  fcronL 

Who  having  felt  a  touch 
Of  Cockram's  greedy  clutch, 
Which  though  it  was  not  much. 
Yet  their  ftubbomnefs  was  fuch, 

That  when  we  did  arrive, 
'Gainft  the  ftrcam  we  did  ftrivc  ; 
They  would  neither  lead  nor  drive  : 

Nor  lend 
An  ear  to  a  friend, 
Nor  an  anfwer  would  fend 
To  our  letter  £0  well  penn'd* 

Nor 
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Nor  affift  our  affairs 
With  their  monies  nor  their  wares. 
As  their  anfwer  now  declares. 
But  only  with  their  prayers. 

Thus  they  did  perfift. 
Did  and  faid  what  they  lift. 
Till  the  dyet  was  difmift ; 
But  then  our  breech  they  kift. 

For  when 
It  was  mov'd  there  and  then 
They  ihould  pay  one  in  ten. 
The  dyet  faid,  Amen. 

And  becaufe  they  are  loth 
To  difcover  the  troth. 
They  muft  give  word  and  oath. 
Though  they  will  forfeit  bodi. 

Thus  the  conftitution 
Condemns  them  every  one. 
From  the  father  to  the  Ton* 

But  John 
(Our  friend)  MoU^on 
lliought  us  to  have  out-gone 
With  a  quaint  invention. 

Like  the  prophets  of  yore. 
He  complainM  long  before. 
Of  the  mifchiefs  in  flore, 
Ay,  and  thrice  as  much  more* 


And 
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And  with  that  wicked  lye, 
A  letter  they  came  by 
From  our  king's  majcfly. 

But  fate 
Brought  the  letter  too  late, 
•Twas  of  too  old  a  date 
To  relieve  their  damn'd  fbte« 

The  letters  to  be  fccn. 
With  feal  of  wax  fo  green, 
At  Dant^ige,  where 't  has  been 
TumM  into  good  Latin. 

But  he  that  gave  the  hint 
This  letter  for  to  print, 
Muft  alfo  pay  his  ftint. 

That  trick. 
Had  it  come  in  the  nick. 
Had  touch'd  us  to  the  quick  } 
But  the  meffeiiger  fell  fick. 

Had  it  later  been  wrote^ 
And  fooner  been  brought, 
They  had  got  What  diey  fought. 
But  now  it  ierves  for  nought. 

On  Sandys  they  ran  aground. 
And  our  return  was  crown'd 
With  full  tea  thovy(knd.iK)ttnd» 


Ofli 
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On  Mr.  Tho.  KilligAe w*8  Return  from 
Venice,  and  Mu  William  Murrbt*9 
from  Scotland. 


O" 


^UR  refidentTom, 
From  Venice  is  come,- 
And  hath  left  the  flatefman  behind  him : 
Talks  at  the  fame  pitch. 
Is  as  wife,  is  as  rich ; 
And  juft  where  you  left  him,  you  find  hmu 

But  ^o  fays  he  was  not 

A  man  of  much  plot,- 
May  repent  that  falfe  accufation  j 

Having  plotted  and  penn*d 

Six  plays,  to  attend 
The  farce  of  his  negotiation. 

Before  you  were  told 

How  Satan  *  the  old 
Game  here  with  a  beard  to  his  middle; 

Though  he  chang'd  face  and  name^ 

Old  Will  war  d^  fame. 
At  the  noiie  of  a  can  and  a  fiddle. 

Theie  ftatefinen,  you  believe. 
Send  Araig^  for  the  ihrieve, 

•  Mr.  W,  Muney. 

For 


■t 
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For  he  is  one  too,  or  would  be ; 

But  he  drinks  no  wine, 

Which  is  a  Ihrewd  fign 
That  airs  not  fb  well  as  it  fhould  be* 

Thcfc  three,  when  they  drink. 

How  little  do  they  think 
Of  banifhment,  diebts,  or  dying: 

Not  old  with  their  years. 

Nor  cold  with'  their  fears ; 
But  their  angry  liars  ftitl  defying* 

Mirth  makes  them  not  mad. 

Nor  fobriety  fad  j 
But  of  that  they  are  feldom  in  danger  ;^ 

At  Paris,  at  Rome, 

At  the  Hague  they  're  at  home ; 
The  good  fellow  is  no  where  a  ibranger. 


TO    SIR    JOHN    MENNIS, 
Being  invited  from  Calais  to  Bologne,  to  eat  a  Ptg. 

A  LL  on  a  weeping  Monday, 
■*^  With  a  fat  Bulgarian  iloYen^ 
Little  admiral  John 
To  Bologne  is  gone. 
Whom  I  think  they  call  old  Loven» 


Hadft  thou  not  thy  fill  of  cartings 
Will  Aubrey,  count  of  Oxon. 


Wheal 
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When  nofe  lay  in  breech, 
And  breech  made  a  fpeech. 
So  often  cry'd  a  pox  on  ? 

A  knight  by  land  and  water 
Efteem'd  at  fuch  a  high  rate. 

When  'tis  told  in  Kent, 

In  a  cart  that  he  went, 
They'll  fay  now,  hang  him  pirate. 

Thou  might'ft  have  ta'en  example. 
From  what  thou  read'ft  in  dory ; 

Being  as  worthy  to  fit 

On  an  ambling  tit 
As  thy  predecefTor  Dory. 

But  oh !  the  roof  of  linen. 
Intended  for  a  flielter  ! 

But  the  rain  made  an  afs 

Of  tilt  and  canvas  j 
And  the  fnow  which  you  know  U  a  melter. 

But  with  thee  to  inveigle 
That  tender  ftripling  Aftcot, 

Who  was  foak'd  to  the  Ikin, 

Through  drugget  fo  thin, 
Having  neither  coat  nor  waiflcoat* 

He  being  proudly  mounted. 
Clad  in  cloak  of  Plymouth, 

Defy'd  cart  fo  bafe. 

For  thief  without  grace. 
That  goes  to  make  a  wry  mouth* 

Nor 
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Nor  did  he  like  the  omen. 
For  fear  it  might  be  his  doom 

One  day  for  to  (ing. 

With  gullet  in  firing, 
-—A  ^3rmn  of  Robert  WifHom. 

But  what  was  all  this  bufmefs  ? 
For  fure  it  wa«  important : 

For  who  rides  i*  th*  wet 

When  affairs  are  not  great, 
The  neighbours  make  but  a  iport  on% 

To  a  goodly  fat  fow*s  baby, 
O  John,  thou  hadfl  a  malice. 

The  old  driver  of  fwine' 

That  day  fure  was  thine, 
Or  thou  hadft  not  quktfid  Calais* 

NATURA  NATURATA, 

WHAT  gives  us  that  fantaftic  fit. 
That  all  our  judgment  and  our  wit 
To  vulgar  cuilom  we  fubmit }  . 

Treafon,  theft,  murder,  and  all  the  reft 
Of  that  foul  legion  we  fi>  detefl. 
Are  in  their  proper  names  expreft. 

Why  is  it  then  thought  fin  or  Ikamt,  ■   \ 

Thofe  neceifary  parts  to  name, 

From  whence  we  went,  and  whence  we  came  \ 

f^attiref 
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Nature,  vdiate'er  ihe  wants,  requires  $ 
With  love  enflaming  our  deiires, 
Finfdt  engines  fit  to  quench  thoie  fires : 

Death  fbc  abhors ;  yet  wbeo  mat  di^ 
We  're  prelent ;  but  no  ftander-by 
Looks  on  when  we  diat  loTs  fupply. 

Forbidden  wares  fell  twice  as  dear; 
Ev'n  iack  proMbited  laft  year, 
A  moft  abominable  rate  did  bear. 

Tis  plain  our  eyes  and  ears  are  nice. 
Only  to  raifey  by  that  device. 
Of  dioie  commodities  the  price. 

Thus  rea&n's  (hadows  us  betray. 
By  tropes  and  figures  led  aftray, 
From  nature,  bodi  her  guide  and  way. 


SARPEDON'f  Speech  to  GLAUCUS» 
in  the  Twelfth  Book  of  Homer. 

THUS  to  GUracns  fptkM 
Divine  Saipedon,  fince  he  did  not  find 
Odiersy  as  great  in  place,  as  gt&t  in  mind. 
Above  the  reft  why  is  our  pomp,  our  power. 
Our  flockf  our  herds,  and  our  poflcffions  more  ? 

Why 
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Why  all  the  tributes  land  and  fea  affords 

Heap*d  in  great  chargers,  load  our  fumptuous  boards  ? 

Our  chearful  guefts  caroufe  the  (parkling  tears 

Of  the  rich  grape,  whilft  mulick  charms  their  ears. 

Why,  as  we  pafs,  do  thbfe  on  Xanthus'  ihore. 

As  gods  behold  us,  and  as  gods  adore  ? 

But  that,  as  well  in  danger  as  degree. 

We  jftand  the  firft  ;  that  when  our  Licians  fee 

Our  brave  examples,  they  admiring  fay. 

Behold  our  gallant  leaders  !    Thefe  are  they 

I>eferve  the  greatnefs  ;  and  unenvy*d  ftand  : 

Since  what  they  adb,  tranfcends  what  they  command. 

Could  the  declining  of  this  fate  (oh  friend) 

Our  date  to  immortality  extend  ? 

Or  if  death  fought  not  them  who  feek  not  death. 

Would  I  advance  ?  or  (hould  my  vainer  breath 

With  fuch  a  glorious  folly  thee  infpire  ? 

But  iince  with  fortune  nature  doth  confpire. 

Since  age,  difeale,  or  fome  lefs  noble  end. 

Though  not  lefs  certain,  doth  our  days  attend ; 

Since  'tis  decreed,  and  to  this  period  lead 

A  ^louiand  ways,  the  nobleft  path  we  '11  tread  { 

And  bravely  on,  till  they,  or  we,  or  all, 

A  common  facriEce  to  honour  fall. 


MARTIAL 
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MARTIAL.      EPIGRAM. 

PR'TTH£%  die  4ni  kt  tat  hot,    . 
Ortlkhb 
Kind  and  briik,  and  gay  like  «ie  s 
I  pretend  not  to  the  wi^  ones. 
To  the  grave,  to.  the  g^ve^^ 
Olr  the  precife  on*s.  ■  / .   ■ 

*Tig  not  checks,  nor  Upsi,  nor  cyc«» 

That  I  prize. 
Quick  conceits,  or  iharp  replies, 
4f  wiie  diou  vnlt  appear  and  knomng^ 

Repditie,  Repartie, 
To  what  I*m  doing. 

Pr*ythee  why  the  room  fo  dark  ? 

Not  a  ipark  .  j 

Left  to  light  me  to  the  mark ; 
i  iove  day-light  and  a  candle. 

And  to  fee,  and  to  &e. 
As  well  as  handle. 

Why  fb  many  bolts  and  lock»> 

Coats  and  finocks. 
And  thofe  dniwert  with  a  pox  ? 
I  could  wiih,  could  nature  make  it, 

Nakednefs,  nakednefs 
Idclf  were  naked, 
r  K  But 
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But  if  a  miilrefs  I  muft  have, 

■  "Wife  and  grave, 

Let  her  fo  herfelf  behave 

All  the  day  long  Suian  civil,  -  7 

Pap  by  night,  pap  by  night. 
Or  fuch  A  devil. 

FRIENDSHIP  and  SINGLE  LIFE, 

AGAINST 

LOVE   and  MARRIAGE. 

T   OVE !  in  what  poifon  is  thy  dart 

-"  l^ipt,  when  it  makes  a  oleeding  heart  ? 

None  know,  but  they  who  feel  the  finart. 

It  is  not  thou,  but  we  are  blind. 
And  our  corporeal  eyes  (we  find) 
Dazzle  the  optics  of  our  mind. 

Love  to  our  citadel  reforts. 
Through  thofe  deceitful  felly-pom. 
Our  fentinels  betray  our  fimts. 

What  fubtle  Jf'jraft  man  conftrains. 
To  change  his  ff^fure  into  pains, 
And  all  tu«  freedom  into  chains  ? 

May  not  a  priibn,  or  a  grave, 
Like  wedlock,  honour's  title  have  } 
That  word  makes  ^e-bom  man  a  Have; 

How 
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How  happy  he  that  laves  not,  lives  I. 

Him  neither  hope  nor  fear  deceives,  « 

To  fortune  who  no  hoilage  gives.  •  * 

How  unconcerned  in. things  to  come  ! 
If  here  uneafy ;  finds  at  Rome, 
At  Paris,  or  Madrid,  his  home. 

Secure  from  low  j^nd  private  ends, 
His  life,  his  zeal,  his  wealth  attends 
His  prince,  his  country,  and  his  friends. 

Danger  and  honour  are  his  joy  ;^ 
But  a  fond  wife,  or  wanton  boy. 

May  all  thofe  generous  thoughts  deftroy. 

t 

Then  he  lays^by  the  public  care, 
Thinks  of  providing  for  an  heir ; 
Learns  how  to  get,  and  how  to  (pare. 

Nor  fire,  nor  foe,  nor  fate,  nor  night, 
The  Trojan  hero  did  atfright. 
Who  bravely  twice  rene\Vd  the  fight. 

Though  ftill  his  foes  in  number  grew. 
Thicker  their  darts  and  arrows  flew. 
Yet  left  alone,  no  fear  he  knew. 

But  death  in  all  her  forms  appears, 

From  every  thing  he  fees  and  hears, 

i^or  whom  he  leads,  and  whom  he  *  bears* 

^  His  father  and  ion. 

E  2  Lovci 
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Love,  making  alT  tRiiigs  e%  hk  foes. 
Like  a  fierce  torrent,  ovfcrfl<yw< 
Whatever  dotll-  his  cowrie  oppofe  ' 

Xhis  wa$  tfie  caufe  die  poets  iong^ 
Thy  mother  ftbm  the  fea  was  ijpning. 
But  they  wezt;  mad  tsf  make  dxee  young. 

Her  father,'  not'hcr.fon^  art  thou  : 
From  our  deiires  our  aftions  grow  j 
And'£rom  the  caufe  th''eSe£^  inuif  flow. 

Love  is  as  old  as  place  or  time ; 
'Twas  he  the  fatal  tree  did  climb, 
Grandiire  of  fadier  Adam's  crime. 

Well  may 'ft  thou,  keep  this  world  in  awe  j 
Religion,  wifdom^  honour,  law. 
The  tyrant  in  his  triumph  draw. 

'Tis  he  commands  tlie  powers  above ; 
Phoebus  jvfigns  hi^  dartSy  and  Jove 
His  thunder,  to  the  God  of  Love. 

To  him  doth  his  feigd'd  mother  yield ; 
Nor  Mars  (her  chasit>k>n)  's  flaming  (hield 
Guards  him,  when  Cupid  takes  the  field* 

He  clips  Hope's  wings,  \^oie  airy  blifs 
Muth  higher  than  fruition  is ; 
But  lefs  dtaxi  nothings  if  it  tm&* 
.  When 
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When  matches  Love  alone  proje£b, 

The  caufe  tranfcending  the  efieds, 

That  wild-to  's  quench'd  in  cold  neglfi£liu 

WhUft  thoie  co&juil£bi0M  prove  the  l)cft» 
Where  Love  *$  of  bUndneis  difpoflfeft^ 
By  perijpe£tives  of  iAteneiL 

Though  Solomon  wkh  a^houiand  wtvtii 
To  get  a  wile  fuccefTor  (hives. 
But  one  (and  he  a  fool)  furvLves* 

Old  Rome  of  children  took  tio  care. 
They  with  their  friends  their  beds  did  Iharey 
Sectue  t'  adopt  a  hopefal  heir. 

Love,  drowfy  days  and  ftormy  nights 
Makes ;  and  breaks  friendihip,  whofe  dcligff  s 
Feed,  but  not  glut  our  appetites. 

Weli-chofen  ftiendihip,  the  mod  noble  i 

Of  virtues,  all  our  joys  makes  doubb;^ 
And  into  halves  divides  our  trouble. 

But  when  th'  unlucky  knot  we  tie^ 
Care,  avarice,  four,  and  jealoufy. 
Make  friendihip  languiih  till  it  die. 

The  wolf,  the  lion,  and  the  bear, 
When  they  dieir  prey  in  pieces  tear. 
To  quarrel  with  themiel vet  forbear* 

E  3  •     Yci 
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Yet  timorous  deer,  and  Iiannlefs  fheep", 
When  love  into  their  veins  doth  creep, 
That  law  of  nature  ceafe  to  keep. 

V/ho  then  can  blame' the  amorous  hoy. 

Who,  Ac  ftur  Helen  to  enjoy, 

To  quench  his  own,  fet  fire  on  Troy  ? 

Such  is  the  world's  prqpoflerous  fate, 
Amongft  all  creatures,  mortal  hate 
Love  (though  immortal)  doth  create. 

But  love  may  beafis  excufe,  for  they 
Their  afUons  not  by  reafon  fway. 
But  their  brute  appetites  obey. 

But  man 's  that  favage.beail,  whoie  mind 
From  reafon  to  felf-love  declined, 
'  Delights  to  prey  upon  his  kind^ 

On  Mr.  ABRAHAM  COWLEY'S  Death, 
and  Burial  amongfi:  the  ancient  Poets. 

OLD  Chaucer,  like  the  morning  liar. 
To  us  difcovers  day  from  far ; 
His  light  thofe  mifts  and  clouds  diflblv'd. 
Which  our  dark  nation  long  involv'd  : 
But  he  defcending  to  the  ihades, 
Darknefs  again  the  age  invades. 
!Next  (like  Aurora)  Spcnier  role, 
•    Whole  purple  bluih  the  day  forelhews ; 

The 
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The  other  three,  with  his  own  fires, 

Phoebus,  the  poets'  god,  infpires  j 

By  Shakefpeare's,  Jonfon's,  Fletcher's  linesy 

Our  ftage's  luftre  Rome's  out-ihines  : 

Thefe  poets  near  our  princes  deep, 

And  in  one  grave  their  maniion  keep. 

They  liv'd  to  fee  fo  many  days, 

Till  time  had  blafied  all  their  bays  : 

But  curfed  be  the  fatal  hour 

That  pluck'd  the  faireft,  fweeteft  flower 

That  in  the  Mufes'  garden  grew. 

And  amongft  withered  laurels  threw. 

Time,  which  made  them  their  fame  out-live, 

To  Cowley  fcarce  did  ripenefs  give. 

Old  mother  Wit,  and  Nature,  gave 

Shakefpeare  and  Fletcher  all  they  have ; 

In  Spenfer,  and  in  Jonlbn,  Art 

Of  flower  Nature  got  the  ftart  j 

But  both  in  him  fo  equal  are. 

None  knows  which  bears  the  happieft  fliare  : 

To  him  no  author  was  unknown. 

Yet  what  he  wrote  was  all  his  own  5 

He  melted  not  the  ancient  gold. 

Nor,  with  Ben  Jonfon,  did  make  bold 

To  plunder  all  the  Roman  ftores 

Of  poets,  and  of  orators  : 

Horace's  wit,  and  Virgil's  fbte. 

He  did  not  ileal,  but  emulate ! 

And  when  lie  would  like  them  appear^ 

Their  garb,  but  liot  their  cloaths,  did  wear : 

E  4  He 
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He  not  from  Rome  alone,  but  Greece, 
Like  Jafon,  brought  the  golden  fleece  ; 
To  him  that  language  (though  to  none 
Of  th*  others)  as  his  own  was  known. 
On  a  ftiff  gale  (as  Flaccus  fings) 
The  Theban  (wan^  extends  his  wings. 
When  through  th'  aetherial  clouds  he  flies. 
To  the  fame  pitdi  our  iwan  doth  rife ; 
Old  Pindar's  fli^its  by  him  are  reach'd, 
When  on  that  gale  his  wings  are  ftretch'dj] 
His  fancy  and  his  judgment  fuch, 
Each  to  the  other  feem*d  too  much. 
His  icvere  judgment  (giving  law) 
His  modeft  hacj  k^t  in  awe : 
As  rigid  hufixandt  jealous  are, 
When  they  belieye  their  wives  too  fair. 
His  Engliih  fireams  £6  pure  did  flow. 
As  all  that  (aw  and  tafted  know. 
But  for  his  Latin  vein,  fo  clear. 
Strong,  full,  and  hi^  it  dodi  appear. 
That  were  immortal  Virgil  here. 
Him,  for  his  judge,  ht  would  not  feari 
Of  that  great  portnuture,  ib  true 
A  copy,  pencil  never  dxew. 
My  Mufe  her  fong  had  ended  here, 
But  both  their  Genii  ilraight  appear, 
Joy  and  amazement  her  did  ftrike. 
Two  twins  flie  never  faw  fo  like* 
'Twas.taug^  by  wife  Pytfasygoras, 
One  foul  might  thrOHgh  more  bodies  pafs.    < 

iSceing 
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Seeing  fuch  tranfmigration  there. 

She  diought  it  not  a  fable  here. 

Such  a  refemblance  of  all  parts. 

Life,  death,  age,  fortune,  natuxe,  arts ; 

Then  lights  her  torch  at  thein,'  to  tell. 

And  ihcw  ibt  wqrld  diis  parallel : 

Fist  and  contemplative  their  looks. 

Still  tvuming  over  Nature's  books : 

Their  woiks  chfifte,  moral,  and  divine^ 

Where  profit  and  delist  combine  i 

They,  gilding  dirt,  in  noble  verfe 

Ruftic  pluloibphy  rehearie. 

When  heroes,  gods,  or  gqd-lSDt  kiagit 

They  pnuie,  on  tibeir  exalted  vnngi 

To  die  celeftial  oibs  diey  climb. 

And  with  th'  harmonious  ipheres  keep  dme  t 

Nor  did  dieir  a6tions  fall  bdiind 

Their  words,  bat  widi  like  candour  ihin'd^ 

Each  drsEw  hk  chara6brs,  yet  none 

Of  dieie  ihey -feigned,  excels  dieir  own. 

Both  by  vifo  generous  princes  lov'd, 

Whoj^iew,  and  judg'd  what  they  apppoy'd% 

Yet  having  each  t)ie  ftme  defive. 

Both  from  the  bufy  throng  retire.' 

Their  bodies,  to  their  minds  refign'd, 

Car'd  nqt  to  propagate  dieir  Idnd  : 

Yet  thou^  bbdi  hXl  before  dieir  hour, 

Tim  on  dwir^-%nag  hadi  no,poiwerf 

Kor  fire  nor  &fiB  dicir  bays  ihali  bl«ft, 

Vor  dc8di*s  ^  ml  dieir  diqr  o'erealt 

A  SPSSCH 
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A    SPEECH    againfl    PEACE, 

AT     THE 

CLOSE     COMMIT  T  E  E. 

To  the  tune  of,  **  I  went  from  England." 

I^UT  will  you  now  to  peace  incline, 
-■-^  And  languifh  in  the  main  deiign. 

And  kave  us  in  the  lurch  } 
I  would  not  monarchy  deftroy. 
But  as  the  only  way  t'  enjoy 

The  ruin  of  the  church. 

Is  not  the  biihop&*  bill  deny'd. 
And  we  ftill  threaten'd  to  be  try*d  ?  . 

You  fee  the  king  embraces 
Thofe  counfcls  he  approv'd  before : 
Nor  doth  he  promife,  which,  is  more. 

That  we  (hall  have  their  places. 

Did  I  for  this  bring  in  the  Scot? 
(For  'tis  no  fecret  now)  the  plot 

Was  Saye's  and  mine  together : 
Did  I  for  this  return  again, 
-And  fpend  a  winter  there  in  vain. 
Once  niojne  t*  invite  them  hither  ? 

Though  more  our -money  than  our  caUfe 
Their  brotheiiy  ailiftance  draws. 
My  labour  was  not  lofl. 


At 
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At  my  return  I  brought  you  thence 
Ncceffity,  their  ftrong  pretence, 
And  thefe  (hall  quit  the  coft. 

Did  I  for  this  my  country  bring 

To  help  their  knight  againft  their  king^ 

And  raife  the  firft  fedition  > 
Though  I  the  budnefs  did  decline. 
Yet  I  contrived  the  whole  defign. 

And  (ent  them  their  petition- 

So  many  nights  fpent  in  die  city 
In  that  Invifible  Committee^ 

The  wheel  that  governs  all. 
From  dience  the  change  in  church  and  ftate^ 
And  all  the  mifchief  bears  the  date 

From  Haberdaihers'  Hall. 

Did  we  force  Ireland  to  defpair. 
Upon  the  king  to  caft  the  vfar. 

To  make  the  world  abhor  him, 
Becsale  the  rebels  us'd  his  name  ^ 
Though  we  ourfehres  can  do  the  lame,  ■ 

While  both  alike  were  for  him. 

Then  the  fame  fire  we  kindled  here 
With  what  was  given  to  quench  it  thertf 

And  wifely  loft  that  nation  : 
To  do  as  crafty  beggars  ufe, 
To  maim  them&lves,  diereby  t*  abuie 

The  fimpie  man's  compaiiiom 

Have 
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Have  I  fo  often  pafl  between 
Windfor  and  Weihninfter,  unfeen. 

And  ^  my&lf  divide  : 
To  keep  his  excellence  in  awe, 
And  give  the  parliaaBent  the  lahir  ? 

For  they  knew  none  befide. 

Did  I  for  this  tabe  pains  to  teach 
Our  zealous  ignorants  to  preachy 

And  did  their  lux\gs  inipire; 
Gave  them  their  texts,  ihew'd  them  their  parts. 
And.  mught  them  all  their  little  arts» 

To  fling  abroad  the  fire  i 

^pnetimfis  to  beg^  £unetimes  to  threaten. 
And  fty  the  casuliers  are  .bcatei^, 

To  ftroke  the  pcc^e's  ears ; 
Then  ftraight  when  viftory  grows  cheap. 
And  will  no  more  advance  the  heap. 

To  raife  the  price  of  fears. 

And  itow  the  hoqk^,  .and  now  the  bells. 
And  ^w  our»a£k  the  preacher  tells^ 

To  e^y^he  jpeopUi 
All  our  divinity  is  news, 
And  we  have  made  of  equal  nGa 

.^Ihe  iptulpkiand  the  -fttople. 

And  fliall  we  kindle  all  this  ^me 
Only  tojput.it.qut  jijgAin, 

And  ^uft  we  mw  |^e  o'cr» 
.{  And 
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And  only  end  where  w«  begun  f 
In  vain  thiar  mifchicf  we  have  doiie» 
If  wc  can  do  no  i 


If  men  in  peace  can  have  their  right^ 
Where  's  the  neceflky  to  5ght» 

That  breaks  both  law  and  oath  ? 
They  '11  fay  they  fight  not  for  the  caufe^ 
Nor  to  defend  the  king  and  laws; 

But  us  againft  them  both. 

Either  the'cauic  at  firft  wtfitti 
Or  being  good,  it  is  fo  ftill ; 

And  thence  theywilHnfsri 
That  either  now  or  at  the^  fipft 
They  were  deceivM  ;  or,  wliich «  word. 

That  we  ourfelves  may  err. 

But  league  and  famine  will  come  -!&» 
For  they  and  we  are  near  oi  kitt» 

And  cannot  go  afundcr: 
But  while  the  wicked  ftarve,  indeed 
The  fiunts  have  ready  at  dieir  need 

God'a  providence,  and  plunder* 

Princes  we  are  if  we  prevail. 
And  gallant  villains  if  we  fail : 

When  to  our  fame  'tis  told. 
It  will  not  be  our  leaft  of  praile. 
Since  a  new  ftate  we  could  not  raiie. 

To  have  deftroy'd  the  old. 


Then 
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Then  let  us  ftay  and  fight^  and  vofte. 
Till  London  is  not  worth  a  groat  5 

Oh  'tis  a  patient  beaft ! 
When  we  have  gaul'd  and  tir'd  the  mule. 
And  can  no  longer  have  the  rale. 
We  'U  have  the  fpoil  at  leaft. 

To  the  Five  Members  of  the  Honourable 
HOUSE     OF     COMMONS. 

The  humble  Petition  of  the  "POETS. 

A  FTER  fo  many  concurring  petitions 
-^-^  From  all  ages  and  iexes,  and  all  conditions , 
We  come  in  the  rear  to  preient  our  follies 
To  Pym,  Stroude,  Haflerig,  Hampden,  and  Holies. 
Though  fet  form  of  prayer  be  an  abomination. 
Set  forms  of  petitions  find  great  approbation : 
Therefore,  as  others  ^m  th'  bottom  of  their  ibuls. 
So  we  from  the  depth  and  bottom  of  our  bowk, 
According  unto  the  bkfs'd  form  you  have  taught  us. 
We  thank  you  firft  f or  the  ills  you  have  brought  us : 
For  the  good  we  receive  we  thank  him  that  gave  it. 
And  you  for  the  confidence  only  to  crave  it. 
Next  in  courfe,  we  complain  of  the  great  violatioa 
Of  privilege  (like  the  reft  of  our  nation) 
But  'tis  none  of  yours  of  which  we  have  fpoken. 
Which  never  had  being  until  they  were  broken ; 
But  ours  is  a  privilege  ancient  and  native, 
Hangs  not  on  an  ordinance^  or  power  legiflative. 

And 
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And  firft,  'tis  to  Ipeak  whatever  we  pleafe. 
Without  fear  of  a  prifon  or  purfuivants  fees. 
Next,  that  we  only  naay  lye  by  authority  ; 
But  in  that  alio  you  have  got  the  priority. 
Next,  an  old  cuftom,  our  fathers  did  name  it 
Poetical  licenfe,  and  always  did  claim  it. 
B^  this  we  have  power  to  change  age  into  youths 
Turn  nonfenfe  to  fenfe,  and  falihood  to  truth ; 
In  brief,  to  make  good  whatfoever  is  faulty ; 
This  art  fome  poet,  or  the  devil  has  taught  ye : 
And  this  our  property  you  have  invaded, 
And  a  privilege  of  both  houfes  have  made  it. 
But  that  truft  above  all  in  poets  ^g^fed. 
That  kings  by  thtm  only  are  made  and  depoied, 
This  though  you  cannot  do,  yet  you  are  willing : 
But  when  we  undertake  depoiing  or  killing, 
They  're  tyrants  and  monllers  ;  and  yet  then  the  poet 
Takes  full  revenge  on  the  villains  that  do  it : 
And  when  we  refume  a  fceptre  or  crown. 
We  are  modeft,  and  feek  not  to  make  it  our  own. 
But  is  *t  not  prefumption  to  write  verfes  to  you. 
Who  make  beuer  poems  by  far  of  the  two } 
For  all  thofe  pretty  knacks  you  compofe, 
Alas,  what  are  they  but  poems  in  profe  ? 
And  between  thofe  and  ours  there  's  no  difference. 
But  that  yours  want  the  rhyme,  the  wit,  and  the  fenfe : 
But  for  lying  (the  moft  noble  part  of  a  poet) 
You  have  it  abundantly,  and  yourfelves  know  it ; 
And  though  you  are  modeft  and  feem  to  abhor  it, 
^  has  done  you  good  iervice,  and  thank  Hell  for  it  t 

Although 


|#  DEN'BA  M'S    POEMS. 

Although  the  old  maorim  reftttias  flill  in  force, 

That  a  faxt&ify'd  caufe  muft  hvre  a  ftndify'cl  courft. 

If  poverty  be  a  port  of  our  trade. 

So  far  the  vhole  kin^om  poets  you  have  made. 

Nay  even  ie  far  as  undoing  will  do  it. 

You  have  made  king  Charles  himlelf  a    -tet: 

But  piO¥oke  not  his  Muie,  for  all  the  world  knows,. 

Already  you  have  had  too  much  of  his  proie. 

A   WESTERN    WONDER. 

DO  you  not  know,  not  a  fortnight  ago, 
How  they  bragg'd  of  a  Weftem  Wonder  ? 
Wheb  a  hundred  and  ten  flew  Eve  thoufand  men. 
With  the  help  of  lightning  and  thunder? 

There  Hbpton  was  (Iain,  again  and  again. 

Or  elfe  my  author  did  lye  j 
With  a  new  Thankfgiving,  for  the  dead  who  are  livings 

To  God,  and  his  fervant  Chidleigh. 

But  now  on  which  fide  was  this  miracle  try'd, 

I  hope  we  at  laft  are  even  j 
For  Sir  Ralph  and  his  knaves  are  rifen  from  their  graves^ 

To  cudgel  the  clowns  of  Devon. 

And  there  Stamford  came,  for  his  honour  was  lame 

Of  the  gout  three  months  together  j 
But  it  provM,  when  they  fought,  but  a  running  gouty 

For  his  heels  wpre  lighter  than  ever. 

For 
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For  now  he  out-runs  his  arms  and  his  guns. 
And  leaves  all  his  money  behind  him ; 

But  they  follow  after ;  unlefs  he  takes  water, 
At  Plymouth  again  they  will  find  him. 

What  Reading  hath  coft>  and  Stamford  hath  loft, 

Goes  deep  in  the  fequefbrations ; 
Thefe  wounds  will  not  heal,  with  your  new  great  feal. 

Nor  Jepfon's  declarations. 

Now,  Peters  and  Cafe,  in  your  prayer  and  grace. 

Remember  the  new  Thankfgiving ; 
Ifaac  and  his  wife,  now  dig  for  your  life. 

Or  ihortly  you'll  dig  for  your  living. 


A  SECOND  WESTERN  WONDER. 


YOU  heard  of  that  Wonder,  of  the  Lightning  and 
Thunder, 
Which  made  the  lye  fo  much  the  louder  : 
Now  lift  to  another,  that  miracle's  brother. 
Which  was  done  with  a  firkin  of  Powder. 

O  what  a  damp  it  ftruck  through  the  camp  ! 

But  as  for  honeft  Sir  Ralph, 
It  blew  him  to  the  Vies,  without  beard  or  eyes. 

But  at  leaft  three  heads  and  a  half. 

F  Whttii 
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When  out  camefhe  book,  whkhtTie  Ncws-moftger  itsok 

From  tfie  Preaching  Ladies  letter, 
Where  in  the  firft  fSaee,  ttood  Ac  C^»qHeror*s  idict^ 

Which  made  it  fhew  much  the  better. 

But  now  without  lying,  yon  may  |)aint  him  flyingy 
,  At  Briftol  they  fey  yen  may  find  him. 
Great  William  the  Con,  fp  £t&  he  <i id  nm. 
That  he  left  half  his  name  behind  him. 

And  now  came  the  poft,  fave  all  that  was  loft, 

But  alas,  we  are  paft  deceiving 
By  a  trick  fo  ftalc,  or  elfe  fuch  a  tale 

Might  amount  to  a  new  Thankfgiving, 

This  made  Mr.  Cafe,  with  a  pitiful  face, 

In  ^le  pulpit  to  fall  a  weejHng, 
Though  his  mouth  utter'd  lyes,  truth  fell  from  his  eyes, 

Which  kept  the  Lord-mayor  from  fleeping. 

Now  Ihut  up  fhops,  and  fpend  your  laft  drops. 
For  the  Jaws  not  your  <»ufe,  you  that  loath  'em. 

Left  EiTex  ihould  ilart,  and  play  the  fecond  part 
Of  the  \yorihipful  Sir  }ehn  Hotham. 


NEWS 
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NEWS   FROM   COLCHESTER. 

Or,  A  proper  New  Ballad  of  certain  Carnal  Paf- 
fagea  betivixt  a  Qyak«jr  and  a  Col^^  at  Horfly, 
near  Colchefter,  in  EfTex. 

To  the  tune  of  <^  Tom  of  Bedlam.*' 

ALL  in  the  laad  df  Cfl<ix, 
Kear  Colchefter  the  zcalo^Si^ 
On  the  fide  of  a  bank. 

Was  play-d  fuch  a  pradk,  j 

As  would  make^a  ftone-hoffe  jealotis. 

Help  Woo(]coc)s,  Fo3fr  and  Naylor, 
For  brother  Green  '»  a  ftallion  : 

Now  alas  what  hope 

Of  converting  the  Pope, 
When  a  Quakortimis  Italian  ? 

Even  to  our  whole  pcofefllon 
A  fcandal  'twill  be  counted. 

When  'tis  talked  with  difdain,. 

Amongft  the  profane, 
How  brothei  Green  was  mounted.. 

And  in  the  good  time  of  Chnflmas,    . 
Which  though  our  faints  have  damn'd  all^ 

Yet  when  did  they  hear 

That  a  danm'd  cavalier 
E*er  play.'d  ^h  a  Cknftinas  gambal# 

F  2  Had 
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Had  diy  flcih,  O  Greeny  been  panqKr'd 
With  any  cates  nnhallowM, 
Hadft  dicni  fWeetned  diy  gums 
Wiffa  poctagie  of  pliimsy 
Or  pfofuie  minc'd  pye  hadft  ftvallow'd : 

Eoll'd  up  in  wanton  fwine*s  flefliy 
The  fiend  mi^  have  CRpc  into  thee; 

Then  fuUneis  of  gut 

Mig^  hare  caut*d  diee  to  rut. 
And  the  devil  hare  Q>  rid  through  thee. 

But,  alas  !  he  had  been  feafied 
With  a  ^^tual  colladon,  . 

By  our  frugal  mayor. 

Who  can  dine  on  a  prayer. 
And  fup  on  an  exhortation. 

'Twas  mere  impulie  of  ^iiit. 
Though  he  us'd  the  weapon  carnal : 

Filly  foaly  quoth  he. 

My  bride  thou  (halt  be  : 
And  how  this  is  lawful,  learn  all 

For  if  no  xefpe£^  of  perfons 
Be  due  'mongft  fbns  of  Adam, 

In  a  large  extent, 

Thereby  may  be  meant 
That  a  Bilare  's  as  good  as  a  Madam. 

Then  without  more  ceremony, 
Kot  boDJict  vail'd,  nor  kifs'd  her. 

But 
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But  took  her  by  force, 
For  better  for  worfe, 
And  us'd  her  like  a  fider. 

Kow  when  in  fuch  a  faddle 
A  faint  will  needs  be  riding. 

Though  we  dare  not  fay 

'Tis  a  falling  away, 
May  there  not  be  fome  back-fliding  ? 

No  fuiely,  quoth  James  Naylor, 
'Twas  but  an  infurredlion 

Of  the  carnal  part. 

For  a  quaker  in  heart 
Can  never  lofe  perfe£tion. 

For  (as  our  '^  mafters  teach  us) 
The  intent  being  well  dire£^ed. 

Though  the  devil  trepan 

The  Adamical  man, 
The  faint  (lands  un-infe£led. 

But,  alas  !  a  Pagan  jury 
Ne*er  judges  what 's  intended  j 

Then  fay  what  we  can, 

Brother  Green's  outward  man 
1  fear  will  be  fufpended. 

And  our  adopted  iifler 
Will  find  no  better  quarter, 

♦  The  Jefuits. 
F3 
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But  when  him  we  enrol 
For  a  Saint,  Filly  Foal 
Shall  pafs  herfelf  for  a  Martyr. 

Rome,  that  fpiiii«fll  Sodem, 
No  longer  is  thy  debtor, 

O  Colchefter,  taow 

Who 's  Sodom  but  thou. 
Even  aidconiiiig  to  the  Letter  > 

A        SONG. 

MORPHEUS,  the  humble  God,  that  dwells 
In  Cottages  and  finoaky  CfcMs, 
Hates  gilded  roofs  and  beds  of  down ; 
And  though  he  fears  no  prince's  frown. 
Flies  from  the  cirde  of  a  crown. 

Come,  I  fay,  thou  powerful  God, 
And  thy  leaden  charming  rod. 
Dipt  in  the  Lethean  lake. 
O'er  his  wakeful  temples  fhake. 
Left  he  Ihould  lleep,  and  never  wake. 

Nature  (alas)  why  art  thou  fo 
Obliged  to  thy  greateft  foe  ? 
Sleep  that  is  thy  beft  repaft. 
Yet  of  death  it  bears  9.  tafte, 
Ajjid  both  are  the  fame  thing  at  laft. 


On 
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On  Mr.  JOHN  FLETCHER'S  Worics.. 

O  O  fliall  wc  joy,  when  all  whom  beaib  and  worm» 

*^  Have  turn'd  to  their  owii  ftibftancc«  and  fbrms  : 

Whom  earth  to  earth,  or  fire  haA  chang'd  to  fire^ 

We  fhall  behold  more  than  at  firft  entire  i 

As  now  we  do,  to  ffee  aH  thmc  thy  own 

In  this  my  Miife's  reforre^ion, 

Whofe  fcatter'd  parts  from  thy  own  race,  more  wounds 

Hath  ftificr'd,  than  Aftcon  firom  his  hounds  ; 

Which  firft  their  brains,  and  thcin  Aeir  belly  fed. 

And  from  thfeir  excrements  new  poets  bredv    ■  . 

But  now  thy  Mufe  enraged,  from  her  urn 

Like  ghofts  of  murder'd  bodies  does  return 

T'  accnie  the  murderers,  to  right  the  ltage,| 

And  undeceive  the  long-abufed  age, 

Which  cafts  thy  praife  on  them,  to  whom  thy  wit 

Gives  not  nv»re  gold  than  they  give  drofs  to  it  t 

Who,  not  content  like  felons  to  purloin. 

Add  treafon  to  it,  and  debafe  the  coin^ 

But  whither  am  I  firay'd  }    I  need  not  raife. 

Trophies  to  theo  from  other  mens  difpraife ; 

Nor  is  thy  fame  on  lefier  ruins  built,  . 

Nor  need  thy  jufter  title  the  foul  guilt 

Of  eaftem  kings,  who,  to  fccure  dieir  ceign, 

Muft  have  their  brothers,  fons,  and  kindred  flain. 

Then  was  wit's  empire  at  the  fatal  height. 

When  labouring  and  finking  with  ita  \yeighf> 

F  4  From 
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From  thence  a  thoufand  lefler  poets  fprung. 

Like  petty  princes  from  the  fall  of  Rome  j 

When  Jonfon,  Shakcfpeare,  and  thyielf  did  fk^ 

And  fway'd  in  the  triumvirate  of  wit— 

Y^  what  from  Jonfon's  oil  and  fweat  did  flow. 

Or  what  more  eafy  nature  did  beftow 

On  ^h^dotfpeare's  gentler  Mufe,  in  thee  full  grown 

Their  graces  both  appear^  yet  fb  that  none 

Can  fay  here  Nature  ends,  and  Art  begins. 

But  mjxt  like  th'  elements,  and  bom  like  twins, 

So  interwove,  fo  like,  fo  much  the  fame, 

None,  this  mere  Nature,  that  mere  Art  can  name  ; 

^was  this  the  ancients  meant ;  Nature  and  Skill 

Are  the  two  tops  of  their  Farnaflus'  hilU 


TO   SIR    RICHARD    FANSHAW, 

Upon  his  Tranflation  of 

PASTOR         FIDO. 

SUCH  is  our  pride,  our  folly,  or  our  fate. 
That  few  but  fuch  as  cannot  write,  tranilate. 
But  what  in  them  is  want  of  art  or  voice. 
In  thee  is  either  modefly  or  choice. 
While  this  great  piece,  reilor*d  by  thee,  doth  ftand 
Free  from  the  blemiih  of  an  artlefs  hand. 
Secure  of  fame,  thou  juftly  doft  efteem 
Left  honour  to  create,  than  to  redeem. 

Nor 
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Nor  ought  a  genius  lefs  than  his  that  wTit» 
Attempt  tranilation ;  for  tranfplantcd  \vit» 
All  the  defe£^s  of  air  and  foil  doth  (hare» 
And  colder  brains  like  colder  climates  are : 
In  vsun  they  toil,  fince  nothing  can  beget 
A  vital  ^irit  but  a  vital  heat. 
That  fervile  path  diou  nobly  doft  decline 
Of  tracing  word  by  word,  and  line  by  line. 
Thoie  are  the  laboured  births  of  (lavilh  brauis» 
Not  the  tfkGt  of  poetry,  but  pains ; 
Cheap  vulgar  arts,  whofe  narrownefs  affords 
No  flight  for  thoughts,  but  poorly  fticks  at  words. 
A  new  and  nobler  way  thou  doft  purfue 
To  make  tranilations  and  tranflators  too. 
They  but  prcfcrve  the  afhes,  thou  the  flame, 
True  to  his  fenfe,  but  truer  to  his  fame. 
Fording  his  current,  where  thou  flnd'ft  it  low, 
Let'ft  in  thine  own  to  make  it  rife  and  flow  ; 
Wifely  reftoring  whatfoevcr  grace 
It  loft  by  change  of  times,  or  tongues,  or  place. 
Nor  fetter'd  to  his  numbers  and  his  times, 
Bctray'ft  his  mufic  to  unhappy  rhymes. 
Nor  are  the  nerves  of  his  compa6led  ftrength 
Stretch*d  and  diflblv'd  into  unfincw'd  length  t 
Yet,  after  all,  (left  we  fhould  think  it  thine) 
Thy  fpirit  to  his  circle  doft  confine. 
New  names,  new  dreflings,  and  the  modern  cafty 
Some  fcenes,  fome  perfons  alter'd,  and  out-fac'd 
The  world,  it  were  thy  work ;  for  we  have  known 
Some  thank'd  iuid  prais'd  f6r  what  was  left  their  own. 

Tliat 
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That  maftcr*s  hand  which  to  the  life  can  trace 

The  airs,  the  lines,  and  features  of  die  face. 

May  with  a  free  and  bolder  ftroke  exprefs 

A  vary*d  pojfture,  or  a  flattering  drefs  ; 

He  could  have  made  thofe  like,  who  made  the  reft. 

But  that  he  knew  his  own  defign  was  beft. 


A         DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

SIR     JOHN     POOLEY 

AND 

Mil.  .THOMAS    KILLIGREW. 

Pool,  nno  thee,  dear  Tom,  myfttf  addreffing, 
■*"    Moft  qneremonioufly  eoftfeifing. 
That  I  of  late  have  been  comprefling. 

Deftitute  of  my  wonted  gravity, 
I  perpetrated  artf  of  pravity. 
In  a  contagious  concavity. 

.  M^ing  efiprts  with  all  my  puijdance^ 
For  fome  venereal  rejouiflance, 
I  got  (as  one  may  fay)  a  nuyfance. 

KiL.   Come  leave  this  fooling,  coufin  Pooly, 
And  in  plain  Englifii  tell  us  truly 
Why  under  th'  eyes  you  look  fo  bluely  ? 

'Tis 
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'Tifi  -not  your  hard  words  will  avail  you, 
Your  Latin  and  your  Greek  will  hii  you. 
Till  you  ^eik  plainly  what  doth  ail  y»u. 

When  youngy  you  led  a  life  monifticy   . 

And  wore  a  veft  ecclcliaftic ; 

Now  in  your  age  you  grow  fantallic. 

Tool.  Wit{KHit  more  preface  or  formality^ 
A  female  of  malignant  quality 
Set  fire  on  label  of  mortality. 

The  faeces  of  which  ulceration 
Brought  o'er  the  helm  a  diftillation. 
Through  th'  inftrument  of  propagation, , 

KiL.   Then  coufin,  (as  I  guefs  the  matter) 
You  have  been  an  old  fornicator. 
And  now  are  ilwt  'twixt  wind  and  water* 

Your  ftyle  has  fuch  an  ill  complexion. 
That  from  your  breath  I  fear  infection. 
That  even  your  mouth  needs  an  inje^Uon, 

You  that  were  once  (b  oeconomic, 
Quitting  the  thrifty  ftyie  laconic. 
Turn  prodigal  in  makeronic 

Yet  be  of  comfort,  I  (hall  iend-a 
Peribn  of  knowledge,  who  can  mend* a 
Diiaftcr  in  your  nether  end-a— 

But 


74  I>EN  HAM'S     POEMS. 

But  you  that  are  a  man  of  learning, 

So  read  in  Virgil,  fo  difcerning, 

Methinks  towards  fifty  ihould  take  warning. 

Once  in  a  pit  you  did  *  mifcany, 

That  danger  might  have  made  one  wary ; 

This  pit  is  deeper  than  the  quarry. 

Pool.  Give  me  not  fuch  difconfolation, 

Having  now  cur'd  my  inflammation. 
To  ulcera^  my  reputation. 

Though  it  may  gain  the  ladies  favour. 
Yet  it  may  raife  an  evil  favour 
Upon  all  grave  and  (laid  behaviour. 

And  I  will  rub  my  Mater  Pia, 
.  To  find  a  rhyme  to  Gonorrheia, 
And  put  it  in  my  Litania. 

*  Hunting  near  Paris,  he  and  his  horfe  fell  into  a  quarry. 


An 
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An   occasional    IMITATION 

O      F 

A  Modern  Author  npon  the  GAME 
of  C  H  E  S  S, 

A   Tablet  ftood  of  diat  abfterfive  tree, 
•^^    Where  ^thiop's  fwarthy  bird  did  build  her  neft, 
Inlaidit was  with  Libyan  ivoiy. 

Drawn  from  die  jaws  of  Africk's  prudent  beaft« 
Two  kings  like  Saul,  much  taller  than  the  reft. 

Their  6qual  armies  draw  into  the  field  $ 
Till  one  tiJ^e  th'  other  prifoner  they  conteft ; 

Courage  and  fortune  muft  to  conduA  yield. 
This  game  die  Perfian  Magi  did  invent. 

The  force  of  Ea(lern  wifdom  to  exprefs; 
From  thence  to  bufy  Europeans  fent. 

And  ftyPd  by  modem  Lombards  penfive  Chefs. 
Yet  fome  that  fled  from  Troy  to  Rome  report, 

Penthcfilea  Priam  did  oblige ; 
Her  Amazons,  his  Trojans  taught  this  (port. 

To  pais  the  tedious  hours  of  ten  years  fiegc. 
There  (he  prcfents  herfelf,  whilft  kings  and  peera 

Look  gravely  on  whilft  fierce  Bellona  fights  i 
Yet  maiden  modefty  her  motions  ftecrs, 

Nor  rudely  ikips  o'er  biihops  heads  like  knighct. 


The 
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The  PASSION  of  DIDO  for  iENEAS. 

HAVING  at  large  declarM  Jove's  cmbafly^ 
CyHenms  from  iEneas  ftraight  dotk  fly ; 
He  loth  to  difobey  the  God's  ccrmmand, 
Nor  willing  to  forfake  this  pleafant  land^ 
Aiham'd  the  kind  Eliza  to  deceive, 
3ut  more  afraid  to  take  a  folemn  kave  ; 
He  many  ways  his  labouring  thoughts  rtvoilvta^ 
But.fear  o'ercoming  fhamc,  at  laft  refolves 
(Inftruftcd  by  the  God  of  Thieves*)  to  fteal 
Himfelf  away,  and  his  efcapc  conceal. 
He  calls  his  ca|>tainB»  bids  them  ng  the  fleet. 
That  at  the  port  they  privately  Ihould  moet } 
And  fome  diifembled  colour  to  proje£^, 
That  Dido  ihould  not  their  deiign  fufpedl : 
But  all  in  vain  he  did  his  plot  difguiie  j 
No  art  a  watchful  lover  can  furprize. 
She  the  firft  motion  finds ;  Love  though  mod  furs. 
Yet  always  to  itfelf  feems  unfecure. 
That  wicked  fame  which  their  firfl  love  proclaimed, 
Fore-tells  the  end  :  the  queen  with  rage  inflamed. 
Thus  greets  him :  Thou  difl*embler,  would'ft  thou  fiy 
Out  of  my  arras  by  Health  perfidioufly  ? 
Could  not  the  hand  I  plighted,  nor  the  love, 
Nor  thee  the  fate  of  dying  Dido  move  ? 
And  in  the  depth  of  winter  in  the  night. 
Dark  as  thy  black  defigns  to  take  thy  flight, 

*  Mercury. 

To 
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"Where  Ihall  I  firft  complain  ?  can  mighty  Jove 
Or  Juno  fuch  impieties  approve  ? 
The  juft  Aftraea  fure  is-  fled  to  hell ; 
Nor  more  in  earth,  nor  heaven  itfelf  will  dwelh 
Oh  Faith !  him  on  my  coails  by  temped  cafty 
Receiving  madly,  on  my  throne  I  plac'd  j 
His  men  from  famine,  and  his  fleet  from  Are 
I  refcned  :  Now  the  Lycian  Lots  confpire 
With  Phoebus ;  now  Jove's  envoy  through  the  air 
Brings  difmal  tidings ;  as  if  fuch  low  care 
Could  reach  their  thoughts,  or  their  repofe  difturb  I 
Thou  art  a  falie  impofl:or,  and  a  fourbe ; 
Go,  go,  purlue  thy  kingdom  through  the  main^ . 
I  hope,  if  Heaven  her  juftice  ftill  retain, 
Thou  flialt  be  wreck'd,  or  caft  upon  fome  rock, 
Where  thou  the  name  of  Dido  fhalt  invoke  : 
I'll  follow  thee  infuneral  flames,  when  dead 
My  ghoft  fhall  thee  .attend  at  board  and  bed. 
And  when  the  Gods  on  thee  their  vengeance  fhow. 
That  welcome  news  ihall  comfort  me  below. 
This  faying,  from  his  hated  fight  Ihe  fled. 
Conduced  by  her  damfels  to  her  bed ; 
Yet  reftlefs  flie  arofe,  and  looking  out. 
Beholds  the  fleet,  and  hears  the  feamen  fhout : 
When  great  TEneas  pafs'd  before  the  guard, 
To  make  a  view  how  all  things  were  prcpar'd. 
Ah  cruel  Love  !   to  what  doft  thou  inforce 
Poor  mortal  breafts  !  Ai^ain  flie  hath  recourfe 
To  tears  and  prayers,  again  flie  feels  the  fmart 
Of  a  freih.  wound  from  his  tyrannic  dart. 

G  That 
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That  fhe  no  trkys  nor  mfctns  may  leave  untry'dy 
Thus  to  her  fifter  (he  hcrfelf  applyM  : 
Dear  filler,  my  refentment  had  not  been 
So  moTing^  if  this  fate  I  had  fiorefeen ; 
Therefore  to  me  this  laft  kind  oi&ce  do. 
Thou  haft  fcmie  intereft  in  our  fcomful  foe. 
He  trufts  to  thee  the  coiinfels  of  his  mind. 
Thou  his  foft  hours,  and  fm  aixefs  canft  find  : 
Tell  him  I  fent  not  to  die  Ilian  coaft 
My  deet  to  aid  the  Giveks ;  his  father's  ghoft 
I  never  did  difturb :  aik  him  to  lend 
To  this,  the  laft  reqtieft  that  I  ihall  fend, 
A  gentle  ear ;   I  wiih  that  he  may  find 
A  happy  pafTage,  and  a  pro^rous  wind, 
The  C9ntra6l  I  don't  plead,  which  he  betray'd^ 
Nor  that  his  promised  conqueft  be  delayed ; 
All  that  I  a&  is  but  a  ihort  reprieve, 
Till  I  forget  to  love,  and  learn  to  grieve ; 
Some  pauife  and  refpite  only  I  require. 
Till  with  my  tears  I  ihall  have  quenched  my  fire. 
If  thy  addrefs  can  but  obtain  one  day 
Or  two,  my  death  that  fcrvice  ihall  repay. 
Thus  (he  intreats ;  fuch  meflages  with  tears 
Condoling  Anne  to  him,  tod  from  him  bears : 
But  him  no  prayers,  no  aiiguments  can  move ; 
The  Fates  reiiil,  his  ears  are  ftopt  by  Jove. 
As  when  fierce  northern  bkfis  from  th'  Alps  de&endj^ 
From  his  firm  roots  with  fbruggling  guih  to  rend 
An  aged  fturdy  oak,  the  rattling  found 
,  Grows  loud,  with  leaves  and  iicatter'd  aims  the  ground 

Is 
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Is  OTcr-laid ;  yet  he  foods  fixt,  as  high 
Ai  his  pTDud  head  is  raised  anrards  the  flLV, 
So  low  tourards  hell  hit  roots  dekead.    With  pnyot 
And  tears  the  Hod  thus  aflail'd,  great  cares 
He  (biadbers  in  his  breaft,  yet  keeps  his  poft^ 
All  their  addieflcs  and  their  labour  loft. 
Then  ihe  deceives  her  fificr  widi  a  finik  t 
Anne  in  the  inner  cout  cn8t  a  pile; 
Thereon  his  arms  and  once-lov'd  portrait  lay» 
Thidier  our  £tfal  maniage-bed  convey ; 
All  curied  monuments  of  him  with  fire 
We  muft  aboliih  (fo  the  Gods  require.) 
She  gives  her  credit  for  no  worie  cfkSt 
Tlian  from  Sich^eus*  death  flie  did  {yi^ftGtf 
And  her  commands  obeys. 
Aurora  now  had  left  Tithonus'  bed. 
And  o'er  the  world  her  bluihing  rays  did  fpread  ; 
The  Queen  beheld,  as  foon  as  day  appear'dy 
The  navy  under  fail,  the  haven  ckar'd; 
Thrice  with  her  hand  her  naked  breaft  ihe  knocks. 
And  from  her  forehead  tears  her  golden  locks. 
O  Jove,  ihe  cry'd,  and  ihall  he  thus  delude 
Me  and  my  realm  !  why  is  he  not  purfued  ? 
Arm,  arm,  Bic  cry'd,  and  let  our  Tyrians  board 
With  ours  his  fleet,  and  carry  fire  and  fword  i 
Leave  nothing  imactempted  to  deftroy 
That  perjur'd  race,  then  let  us  die  with  joy. 
What  if  th'  event  of  war  itncertain  were  ? 
Nor  death,  nor  danger,  can  the  deiperaU;  ^ear. 
G  z 
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But  oh  too  late !  this  thing  I  fhould  have  done. 
When  firft  I  plac'd  the  traitor  on  my  throne. 
Behold  the  faith  of  him  who  fav'd  from  fire 
His  honoured  houfliold  Gods,  his  aged  fire 
His  pious  fhoulders  from  Troy's  flames  did  bear  j 
Why  did  I  not  his  carcafe  piece-meal  tear. 
And  caft  it  in  the  fea  ?    why  not  deftroy 
All  his  companions,  and  beloved  boy 
Afcanius  ?  and  his  tender  limbs  have  dreft. 
And  made  the  father  on  the  fon  to  feaft  ? 
Thou  Sun,  whofe  luftre  all  things  here  below 
Surveys ;  and  Juno,  confcious  of  my  woe ; 
Revengeful  Furies,  and  Queen  Hecate, 
Receive  and  grant  my  prayer  ?   If  he  the  fea 
Muft  needs  efcape,  and  reach  th'  Aufonian  land^i 
If  Jove  decree  it,  Jove's  decree  muft  ftand  ; 
When  landed,  may  he  be  with  arms  oppreft 
By  his  rebelling  people,  be  diftreft 
By  exile  from  his  country,  be  divorced 
From  young  Afcanius*  fight,  and  be  enforced 
To  implore  foreign  aids,  and  lofe  his  friends 
By  violent  and  undeferved  ends  ! 
When  to  conditions  of  unequal  peace 
He  ihall  fubmit,  then  may  he  not  poffefs. 
Kingdom  nor  life,  and  find  his  funeral 
I'  th'  fands,  when  he  before  his  day  ihall  fall  I 
And  ye,  oh  Tyrians,  with  in^mortal  hate 
Purfue  this  race,  this  fervice  dedicate 
To  my  deplored  aihes,  let  there  be 
^Twixt  us  and  them  no  league  nor  amity. 

May 
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May  from  my  bones  a  new  Achilles  rife. 

That  (hall  inf eft  the  Trojan  Colonies 

With  fire  and  fword,  and  famine,  when  at  length 

Time  to  our  great  attempts  contributes  ftrength  5 

Our  feas,  our  ihores,  our  armies  theirs  oppofe. 

And  may  our  children  be  for  ever  foes ! 

A  ghaftly  palenefs  death's  approach  portends. 

Then  trembling  (he  the  fatal  pile  afcends  ; 

Viewing  the  Trojan  reliques,  fhe  unfheath*d 

^neas*  fword,  not  for  that  ufe  bequeathed  : 

Then  on  the  guilty  bed  (he  gently  lays 

Herfelf,  and  foftly  thus  lamenting  prays  ; 

Dear  reliques,  whilft  that  God^  and  Fates  give  leave, 

Free  me  from  care,  and  my  glad  foul  receive. 

That  date  which  Fortune  gave,  I  now  muft  end. 

And  to  the  fliadcs  a  noble  ghoft  defcend. 

Sichaeu's'  blood,  by  his  falfe  brother  fpilt, 

I  have  reveng'd,  and  a  proud  city  built ; 

Happy,  alas ;   too  happy  I  had  liv'd, 

Had  not  the  Trojan  on  my  coaft  arrived. 

But  (hall  I  die  without  revenge  ?    yet  die 

Thus,  thus  with  joy  to  thy  Sichaeus  fly. 

My  confcious  foe  my  funeral  fire  fhall  view 

From  fca,  and  may  that  omen  him  purfue  ! 

Her  fainting  hand  let  fall  the  fword  befmcar'd 

With  blood,  and  then  the  mortal  wound  appear'd  ; 

Through  all  the  court  the  fright  and  clamours  rife. 

Which  the  whole  city  fills  with  fears  and  cries. 

As  loud  as  if  her  Carthage,  or  old  Tyre 

The  foe  had  entered,  and  had  fct  on  fire. 

G  3  Amazo4 
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Amazed  Anne  with  fpced  afcends  the  ftairs^ 
And  in  her  arms  her  dying  fifter  rears : 
Did  you  for  this,  yourfelf,  and  me  beguile  ? 
For  fucK  an  caA  did  I  ere£t  this  pile  ? 
Did  you  kf  much  de^ife  me»  in  this  fate 
Myfelf  with  you  not  to  aifociate  > 
Yourfelf  tfttd  tat,  alas  f  this  fatal  wound    ' 
Theienate,  and  the  ]2^^»  <^ot^  confound. 
1*11  waih  her  wound  with  tears,  and  at  her  deadi. 
My  lips  from  hers  fliall  draw  her  parting  breath. 
Then  with  her  vt&.  the  wound  fhe  wipes  and  dries  5 
Thrice  with  her  arm  the  Qjieen  attempts  to  rife, 
But  her  ihrength  failings  falls  into  a  fwound, 
Life's  laft  efforts  yet  ibiving  with  her  wound ; 
Thrice  on  her  bed  ihe  turns,  with  wandering  fight 
Seeking,  ihe  groans  when  ihe  beholds  the  light. 
Then  Juno,  pitying  her  difafh-ous  fate. 
Sends  Iris  down,  her  pangs  to  mitigate. 
(Since,  if  we  fall  before  th'  appointed  day, 
Mature  and  Death  continue  long  their  fray.) 
Iris  defcends  ;  this  fatal  lock  (fays  ihe) 
To  Pluto  I  bequeath,  and  ict  thee  free  ; 
Then  clips  her  hair  :  Cold  numbnefs  ibraight  bereaves 
Her  coqpfe  of  fenfe,  and  th'  air  her  foul  receives. 


OF 
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OF      PRUDENCE. 

Going  this  laft  Summer  to  viiit  tkc  Wells,  I  took  an 
occaHon  (by  the  way)  to  wait  upon   an  ancient 
and  honourable  friend   of  mine,  whom  I  found 
diverting  his    (then  folitary)    retirement  with  the 
Latin  original  of  this  trandation,  which  (being  out 
of  print)  I  had  never  fecn  before  :   when  I  looked 
upon  it,  I  faw  that  it  had  formerly  paflcd  through 
two  learned  hands,  not  without  approbation ;  which 
were  Ben  Jonfon  and  Sir  Kenclm  Digby ;    but  I 
found  ijt  (where  I  fhall  never  find  mylelf)  in  the  fer* 
vice  of  a  better  mafter,   the  Eari  of  Briftol,   of 
whom  I  (hall  fay  no  more ;    for  I  love  not  to  im- 
prove the  honour  of  the  living,  by  impairing  that 
of  the  dead  ;  and  my  own  profeffion  hath  taught  me 
not  to  ereft  new  fupcrftruftures  upon  an  old  ruin. 
He  was  plealcd  to  recommend  it  to  me  for  my  com- 
panion at  the  Wells,  where  I  liked  the  entertain- 
ment it  gave  me  fo  well,  that  I  undertook  to  redeem 
it  from  an  obfolete  Englifli  difguife,  wherein  an  old 
Monk  had  cloathed  it,  and  to  make  as  becoming 
a  new  veft  for  it  as  I  could. 
The  author  was  a  perfon   of  quality  in  Italy,   hU 
name  M ancini,  which  fanlily  matched  fmce  with  the 
fiftcr  of  Cardinal  Mazarine ;    he  was  contemporary 
to  Petrarch,   and  Mantuan,  and  not  long  before 
G  4  Torquato 
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Torquato  Taflb ;  which  fhews  that  the  age  they 
lived  in  was  not  fo  unlearned  as  that  which  pre- 
ceded, or  that  which  followed. 
The  author  wrote  upon  the  four  Cardinal  Virtues  ;  but 
I  have  tranflated  only  the  two  firil,  not  to  turn, 
the  kindnefs  I  intended  to  him  into  an  injury  j  for 
the  two  laft  are  little  more  than  repetitions  and 
recitals  of  the  firft ;  and  (to  make  a  juil  excufe  for 
him)  they  could  not  well  be  other\vi{e,  fince  the 
two  Jaft  virtues  are  but  defcendants  from  the  firft ; 
Prudence  being  the  true  mother  of  Temperance, 
and.  true  Fortitude  the  child  of  Juftice. 


TTT  IS  DOM's  firft  progrefs  is,  to  take  a  view 
^^    What's  decent  or  indecent,  falfe  or  true. 
He  *s  truly  prudent,  who  can  feparate 
Honeft  from  vile,  and  ftill  adhere  to  that ; 
Their  difference  to  meafure,  and  to  reach, 
Reaibn  well  re61;ify*d  muft  nature  teach. 
And  thefe  high  fcrutinics  aix:  fubjefts  fit 
For  man's  all-fearching  and  enquiring  wit ; 
That  fearch  of  knowledge  did  from  Adam  flow ; 
Who  wants  it,  yet  abhors  his  wants  to  fliow. 
Wifdom  of  what  herfelf  approves,  makes  choice. 
Nor  is  led  captive  by  the  common  voice. 
Clear-fighted  Reafon  Wifdom* s  judgment  leads. 
And  Senfe,  her  vaffal,  in  her  footfteps  treads. 
That  thou  to  Truth  the  perfe6l  way  may* ft  know. 
To  thee  all  her  Ipccific  forms  I'll  Ihow  j    - 

He 
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He  that  the  way  to  honcfty  will  learn, 

Firft  what's  to  be  avoided  muft  difcem. 

Thyfelf  from  flattering  felf-conccit  defend, 

Nor  what  thou  doft  not  know,  to  know  pretend. 

Some  fecrets  deep  in  abflnife  darknefs  ii^ ; 

To  fearch-them  thou  wilt  need  a  piercing  eye. 

Nor  raflily  therefore  to  fuch  things  aflent, 

Which  undeceiv*d,  thou  after  may 'ft  repent  j 

Study  and  time  in  thefe  muft  thee  inftru6l;. 

And  others  old  experience  may  condu6t. 

Wifdom  herfelf  her  ear  doth  often  lend 

To  counfel  offer'd  by  a  faithful  friend. 

In  equal  fcales  two  doubtful  matters  lay, 

Thou  may*ft  chufe  fafely  that  which  moft  doth  weigh  | 

'Tis  not  fecure,  this  place  or  that  to  guard. 

If  any  other  entrance  ftand  unbarr'd  ,- 

He  that  cfcapes  the  ferpent's  teeth  may  fail, 

If  he  himfelf  fecures  not  from  his  tail. 

Who  faith,  who  could  fuch  ill  events  expeft  ? 

With  ihame  on  his  own  couniels  doth  reflect. 

Moft  in  the  world  doth  felf-conceit  deceive. 

Who  juft  and  good,  whatever  they  aft,  believe ; 

To  their  wills  wedded,  to  their  errors  ftaves. 

No  man  (like  them)  they  think  himfelf  behaves. 

This  ftiff-neck*d  pride  nor  art  nor  force  can  bend^ 

Nor  high-flown  hopes  to  Rcaibn's  lure  dcfcend. 

Fathers  fomctimes  their  children's  faults  regard 

With  pleafure,  and  their  crimes  with  gifts  reward* 

111  painters,  when  they  draw,  and  poets  write, 

Virgil  and  Titian  (felf  admiring)  flighty 

TKcn 
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Then  all  they  do,  like  gold  and  pearl  appears. 
And  other  a6lions  are  but  dirt  to  theirs. 
They  that  fo  highly  think  themfelves  above 
AH  other  men,  themfelves  can  only  love ; 
Reafon  and  viitue,  all  that  man  can  boaft 
0*er  other  creatures,  in  thofe  brutes  are  loft, 
Obferve  (if  thee  this  fatal  error  touch. 
Thou  to  thyfeif  contributing  too  much) 
Thofe  who  are  genercmst  humble,  juft,  and  wiie. 
Who  not  their  gold,  nor  themielves  idolize ; 
To  form  thyfeif  by  their  example  learn 
(For  many  eyes  can  more  than  one  difcem)  ; 
But  yet  beware  of  counfels  when  too  full, 
N\|Mber  nu^s  long  difputes  and  gravenefs  dull  j 
Though  their  advice  be  good,  their  couniel  wiie. 
Yet  length  flill  loies  opportunities  : 
Debate  dcftroys  difpatch ;  as  fruits  we  fee 
Rot,  when  they  hang  too  long  upcm  the  tree^ 
In  vain  that  huibandman  his  feed  doth  fow. 
If  he  his  crop  not  in  due  feafon  mow. 
A  general  fets  his  army  in  array 
In  vain,  unlefs  he  fight,  and  win  the  day. 
'Tis  virtuous  a^on  that  muft  praife  bring  forth. 
Without  which  flow  advice  is  little  worth. 
Yet  they  who  give  good  counfel,  praife  deferv^. 
Though  in  the  a£live  part  they  cannot  fervc  : 
In  action,  learned  counfellors  their  age, 
Profei!k>n,  or  diieafe,  forbids  t*  engage. 
Kor  to  philofbphers  is  praife  deny'd, 
Whofe  wife  inibru^ns  after-ages  guide ; 

Yet 
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Yet  vainly  moft  their  age  in  ftudy  fpend ; 

No  end  of  writing  books,  and  to  no  end  t 

Beating  their  brains  for  ilrange  and  hidden  things, 

Whofe  knowledge,  nor  delight,  nor  profit  brings ; 

Themfelves  with  doubt  both  day  and  night  perplex, 

I^or  gentle  reader  pleaie,  or  teach,  but  vex. 

Books  fhould  to  one  of  diefe  four  ends  conduce, 

For  wifdom,  piety,  delight,  or  ufe. 

What  need  we  gaze  upon  the  fpangled  iky  ? 

Or  into  matter's  hidden  caufes  pry  ? 

To  defcribe  erery  city,  ftream,  or  hill 

I'  th*  world,  our  fancy  with  vain  arts  to  fill } 

What  is  't  to  hear  a  fophifter,  that  pleads, 

Who  by  the  ears  the  deceived  audience  leads  ? 

If  we  were  wife,  thele  things  we  ihould  not  mind. 

But  more  delight  in  eafy  matters  find. 

Learn  to  live  well,  that  thou  may'ft  die  ib  too  | 

To  live  and  die  is  all  we  have  to  do  : 

The  way  (if  no  digreffion  's  made)  is  even. 

And  free  accefs,  if  we  but  aik,  is  given. 

Then  feek  to  know  thofe  things  which  make  us  bleft. 

And  having  found  them,  lock  them  in  thy  breaft  i 

Enquiring  then  the  way,  go  on,  nor  (lack, 

But  mend  thy  pace,  nor  think  of  going  back. 

Some  their  whole  age  in  theie  enquiries  wafte. 

And  die  like  fools  before  one  ilep  they  've  paft } 

'Tis  ftrange  to  know  the  way,  and  not  t'  advance. 

That  knowledge  is  far  wode  than  ignorance. 

The  learned  teach,  but  what  they  teach,  not  do ; 

And  (landing  fiill  themfelves,  make  others  go* 

la 
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In  vain  on  ftudy  time  away  we  throw. 
When  we  forbear  to  a6t  the  things  we  know. 
The  foldier  that  philofopher  well  blam'd, 
Who  long  and  loudly  in  the  fchools  declaimed ; 
Tell  (faid  the  foldier)  venerable  fir, 
Why  all  thefe  words,  this  clamour,  and  this  ftir  } 
Why  do  difputes  in  wrangling  fpend  the  day  ? 
Whilft  one  fays  only  yea,  and  t'other  nay. 
Oh,  faid  the  doftor,  we  for  wifdom  toilM, 
For  which  none  toils  too  much  :   the  foldier  fmil'd  5 
You  *re  grey  and  old,  and  to  fome  pious  ufe 
This  mafs  of  treafure  you  ihould  now  reduce  : 
But  you  your  ftorc  have  hoarded  in  fome  bank, 
For  which  th*  infernal  fpirits  fhall  you  thank. 
Let  what  thou  learneft  be  by  pra6tice  ihown, 
*Tis  Ikid  that  wifdom's  children  make  her  known. 
What  *s  good  doth  open  to  th*  enquirer  ftand, 
And  itfelf  offers  to  th'  accepting  hand  ; 
All  things  by  order  and  true  meafures  done, 
Wifdom  will  end,  as  well  as  flie  begun. 
Let  early  care  thy  main  concerns  fecure,. 
Things  of  lefs  moment  may  delays  endure  r 
Men  do  not  for  their  fervants  firft  prepare. 
And  of  their  wives  and  children  quit  the  care  j 
Yet  when  we  're  fick,  the  doftor  's  fetcht  in  haftc. 
Leaving  our  great  concernment  to  the  laft. 
When  we  are  well,  our  hearts  are  only  fet 
(Which  way  we  care  not)  to  be  rich,  or  great; 
What  fhall  become  of  all  that  we  have  got  5 
We  only  know  that  us  it  follows  not  j 

And 
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And  what  a  trifle  is  a  moment's  breath. 
Laid  in  the  fcale  with  everlafting  death  ! 
What 's  time,  when  on  eternity  we  think  ? 
A  thoufand  ages  in  that  fea  muft  fink ; 
Time 's  nothing  but  a  word,  a  million 
Is  full  as  far  from  infinite  as  one. 
To  whom  thou  much  doft  owe,  thou  much  mufl'payt 
•  Think  on  the  debt  againfl  th'  accompting-day ; 
God,  who  to  thee  reafon  and  knowledge  lent. 
Will  afk  how  thefe  two  talents  have  been  fpent. 
Let  not  low  pleafures  thy  high  reafon  blind. 
He  's  mad,  that  feeks  what  no  man  e'er  could  find. 
Why  fhould  we  fondly  pleafe  our  fenfe,  wherein 
Beafls  us  exceed,  nor  feel  the  flings  of  fin  ? 
What  thoughts  man's  reafon  better  can  become, 
Than  th'  expe6btion  of  his  welcome  home  ? 
Lords  of  the  world  have  but  for  life  their  leafe. 
And  that  to  (if  the  leffer  pleafe)  mufl  ceafe. 
Death  cancels  nature's  bonds,  but  for  our  deeds 
(That  debt  firfl  paid)  a  fhi£l  account  fucceeds; 
If  here  not  clear'd,  no  furetyfhip  can  bail 
Condemned  debtors  from  th'  eternal  gaol. 
Chrifl's  blood  's  our  balfam ;  if  that  cure  us  here, 
Him,  when  our  judge,  we  (hall  not  find  fevere  j 
His  yoke  is  eafy  when  by  us  embrac'd. 
But  loads  and  galls,  if  on  our  necks  'tis  cafl. 
Be  jufl  in  all  thy  anions  ;  and  if  join'd 
With  thofe  that  are  not,  never  change  thy  mind  : 
If  aught  obftru£t  thy  courfe,  yet  fiand  not  itill, 
But  wind  about,  till  you  have  topp'd  the  hill } 

To 
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To  the  fame  end  men  feventl  paths  may  trcad^ 
As  many  doors  into  one  temple  lead  j 
And  the  fame  hand  into  a  Rft  may  clofe. 
Which  inftantly  a  palm  expanded  Giowb  : 
Juftice  and  faith  never  forfak^  die  wife. 
Yet  may  occafion  put  him  in  difguife  j 

^Not  turning  lik«  the  wind,  but  if  the  ftatc 
Of  things  muft  change,  he  is  not  obftinate ; 
Things  pall,  and  future,  with  the  prefent  weighs. 
Nor  credulous  of  what  vain  rumour  fays. 
Few  things  by  wifdom  arc  at  firft  believ*d  ; 
Ah  eafy  ear  deceives,  and  is  deceiv*d  : 
For  many  truths  have  often  paft  for  lies. 
And  lies  as  often  put  on  truth's  difguife  : 
As  ftattery  too  oft  like  friendfhip  (hows. 
So  them  Who  fpeak  plain  truth  we  think  our  foes. 

No  quick  reply  to  dubious  qucftions  iftake, 

Sufpence  and  caution  ftill  prevent  miftakc. 

When  any  great  defign  thou  doft  intend, 

Think  on  the  means,  the  manner,  andtlic  end  : 

All  great  concernments  muft  delays  endure  ; 

Raihnefs  and  haile  make  all  things  unfecure  ; 

And  if  uncertain  thv  pretcnfions  be. 

Stay  till  "fit  time  wtar  out  uncertainty  ; 

But  if  to  unjuft  things  thou  doft  pretend. 

Ere  they  begin  let  thy  ppctenrfions  end. 

Let  thy  difcourfe  be  4uch,  that  thou  may'ft  give 

Profit  «>  others,  -or  from  them  vcoeive  : 

Inftruft  the  ignorant;  to  thofe  that  live 

Under  iftiy  caK,  good  i^es  cuad  pamrs€  gvpe  i 

Nor 
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Nor  is  't  the  leaft  of  virtues,  to  relieve 

Thofe  whom  affli6tions  or  oppreffions  grieve. 

Commend  but  fparingly  whom  thou  doft  love : 

3ut  lets  condemn  whom  thou  doll  not  approve ; 

Thy  friend,  like  flattery,  too  much  praife  doth  wrongs 

And  too  iharp  cenfure  fhews  an  evil  tongue : 

But  let  inviolate  truth  be  always  dear 

To  thee  j  e'en  before  friendlhip,  truth  prefer. 

Than  what  diou  mean'il  to  give,  flill  promife  left : 

Hold  faft  thy  power  thy  promife  to  increafe. 

Look  forward  what 's  to  come,  and  back  what 's  pait^ 

Thy  life  will  be  with  praife  and  prudence  grac'd : 

What  lofs  or  gain  may  follow,  thou  may'ft  guefs,. 

Thou  then  wilt  be  fecure  of  the  fuccefs  ; 

Yet  be  not  always  on  affairs  intent, 

But  let  thy  thoughts  be  eafy  and  imbent : 

When  our  minds  eyes  are  difengag'd  and  free. 

They  dearer,  farther,  and  diftindUy  fee  j 

They  quicken  iloth,  perplexities  unty. 

Make  rougfancfs  fmooth,  and  hardnefs  mollify ; 

And  though  our  hands  from  labour  are  released. 

Yet  our  minds  find  (ev'n  when  we  fleep)  no  reft. 

Search  not  to  find  how  other  men  oiend, 

But  by  that  glafs  thy  own  offences  mend ; 

Still  feek  to  learn,  yet  care  sot  much  from  whom, 

(So  it  be  leammg)  or  from  whence  it  come. 

Of  thy  own  af^ions,  others  judgments  leam ; 

Often  by  fmall,  great  matters  we  <tifeem  : 

Youth,  what  man's  age  is  like  to  be,  doth  flxMr ; 

Wc  may  our  eii4s  by  ««r  liBgianiiigs  kiMw. 

Let 
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Let  none  direft  thee  what  to  do  or  fiiy, 

Till  thee  thy  judgment  of  the  matter  (way; 

Let  not  the  pleafing  many  thee  delight. 

Firfl  judge,  if  thofe  whom  thou  doft  pieafe,  judge  right. 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid, 

Nor  to  know  things,  whofe  knowledge  is  forbid  ; 

Nor  climb  on  pyramids,  which  thy  head  turn  round 

Standing,  and  whence  no  fafe  defcent  is  found  : 

In  vain  his  nerves  and  faculties  he  flrains 

To  rife,  whofe  raifing  unfecure  remains  : 

They  whom  defert  and  favour  forwTu-ds  thruft. 

Are  wife,  when  they  their  meafures  can  adjuft. 

When  well  at  cafe,  and  happy,  live  content. 

And  then  confider  why  that  life  was  lent ; 

When  wealthy,  Ihow  thy  wifdom  not  to  be 

To  wealth  a  fervant,  but  make  wealth  ferve  thee. 

Though  all  alone,  yet  nothing  think  or  do, 

Which  nor  a  witnefs  nor  a  judge  might  know. 

The  higheft  hill  is  the  moft  (lippery  place, 

And  Fortune  mocks  us  with  a  fmiling  face. 

And  her  unfteady  hand  hath  often  plac'd 

Men  in  high  power,  but  feldom  holds  them  faft ; 

Againfl  her  then  her  forces  Prudence  joins. 

And  to  the  golden  mean  herfelf  confines. 

More  in  profperity  is  reafon  tofl. 

Than  fhips  in  florms,  their  helms  and  anchors  lo£t : 

Before  fair  gales  not  all  our  fails  we  bear, 

But  with  fide  winds  into  fafe  harbours  fleer; 

More  fhips  in  calms  on  a  deceitful  coafl. 

Or  unfeen  rocks,  than  in  high  florms  sue  loft. 

Who 
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Who  calls  out  threats  and  frowns,  no  man  dectivesy 
Time  for  refinance  and  defence  he  gives  ; 
But  flattery  flill  in  fugar'd  words  betrays. 
And  poifon  in  high-tafted  meats  conreys ; 
So  Fortune's  fmiles  unguarded  man  furprize. 
But  when  ihe  hDwns,  he  arms,  and  her  defies. 


O   F      J    U   S   T   I   C    E. 

•'T'lS  the  firft  (anftion  nature  gave  to  man, 

•*•    Each  other  to  aflift  in  what  they  can  ; 
Juft  or  unjud,  this  law  for  ever  (Vands, 
All  things  are  good  by  law  which  flic  commands  ; 
The  firfl  ftep,  man  towards  Chrift  muft  juflly  live, 
Who  t'  us  himfelf,  and  all  we  have,  did  give  ; 
In  vain  doth  man  the  name  of  jufl  expedl, 
If  his  devotions  he  to  God  neglcft ; 
So  muft  we  reverence  God,  as  firft  to  know 
Juftice  from  him,  not  from  ourlclves  doth  flow; 
God  thole  accepts,  who  to  mankind  arc  friend*, 
Whofe  juftice  far  as  their  own  i>owcr  extendi,  j 
In  that  they  imitate  the  power  divine. 
The  fun  alike  on  good  and  bad  doth  fliine  ; 
And  he  that  doth  no  good,  although  no  ill, 
Does  not  the  oflice  of  the  ]uft  fulfill. 
Virtue  doth  man  to  virtuous  aftions  ftccr, 
Tis  not  enough  that  he  fliould  vice  forbear ; 
We  live  not  only  for  ourfclvcs  to  care, 
Whilft  they  that  want  it  are  dcnyM  their  flufrc. 

H  Wil' 
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Wife  Plato  faid,  the  world  with  men  was  flor'd» 
That  fuccour  each  to  other  might  aflbrd  j 
Nor  are  thofe  fuccours  to  one  fort  confin'd, 
But  feveral  parts  to  feveral  men  confign'd  ; 
He  that  of  his  own  jftores  no  part  can  give. 
May  with  his  cpunfel  or  his  hands  relieve. 
If  fortune  make  thee  powerful,  give  defence  ' 
'Gainfl  fraud,  and  force,  to  naked  innocence: 
And  when  our  juftice  doth  her  tributes  pay) 
Method  and  order  muft  dircQ:  the  way : 
Firft  to  our  God  we  muft  with  reverence  bow ; 
The  iecond  honour  to  our  prince  we  owe  ; 
Next  to  wives,  parents,  children,  fit  refpedl. 
And  to  our  friends  and  kindred  we  dire6l : 
T^en  we  mull  thofe  who  groan  beneath  the  weight 
Of  age,  difeafe,  or  want,  commiferate  : 
^Mongft  thofe  whom  honeft  lives  can  recommend. 
Our  juftice  more  compaffion  fhould  extend  ; 
To  fuch,  who  thee  in  fbrae  diftrefs  did  aid, 
Thy  debt  of  thanks  with  intereft  fhould  be  paid  : 
As  Hefiod  fings,  fjpread  waters  o'er  thy  field, 
And  a  mof!  juft  and  glad  increafe  'twill  yield. 
But  yet  take  heed,  left  doing  good  to  one, 
Mifchief  and  wrong  be,  to  another  done  ; 
Such  moderation  with  thy  bounty  join. 
That  thou  may*fl  nothing  give,  that  is  not  thine ; 
That  liberality  's  but  caft  away. 
Which  makes  us  borrow  what  we  cannot  pay  : 
And  no  accefs  to  wealth  let  rapine  bring  5 
Do  nothii^  that 's  unjuft,  to  be  a  king« 

Juftice 
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Juftice  muft  be  from  violence  exempt. 

But  fraud  's  her  only  objeft  of  contempt.  . 

Fraud  in  the  fox,  force  in  the  lion  d\vells ; 

But  juftice  both  from  human  hearts  expeis ;  ' 

But  he  's  the  greateft  monller  (withotit  doubt) 

Who  is  a  wolf  within,  a  fhecp  without.  "  » 

Nor  only  ill  injurious  aftions  art, 

But  evil  words  and  (landers  bear  their  (hare. 

Truth  juftice  loves,  and  truth  injuftice  fears, 

Truth  above  all  things  a  juft  man  reveres  : 

Thviigh  not  by  oaths  we  God  to  witncfs  call. 

He  fees  and  hears,  and  ftill  remembers  tdl  j 

And  yet  our  atteftations  we  may  wrcft, 

Sometimes  to  make  the  truth  more  muiifeft  $ 

If  by  a  lye  a  man  prefcrve  his  faith,  * ' 

He  pardon,  leave,  and  abfoiution  hath; 

Or  if  1  break  my  promifc,  which  to  thee 

Would-bring  no  good,  but  prejudice" to  me. 

All  things  committed  to  thy  truft  conceal. 

Nor  what  *s  forbid  by  any  means  reveal. 

Exprefs  thyfelf  in  plain,  not  doubtful  words-, 

That  ground  for  quarrels  or  difputes  affords  :    .   "  • 

Unlefs  thou  find  occafion,  hold,  thy  tongue  ; 

Thyfelf  or  othecs,  carelefs  talk  may  wrong*     . 

When  thou  art  called  into  public  power. 

And  when  a  crowd  of  fuitora  throng  thy  door» 

Be  fure  no  great  oftcnders  'fibapt  their  dooms ;  r      •' 

Small  praife  from  lenity  and  remilTnefs  comes  t  .  j  <* 

Crimes  pardon'd,  others  to  thofe  crimes  invke^  . 

Whilft  loofcen-QQ.fe.vere  examples  fn^t  »  -jV  l 

Hz  '.      -WV^ww 


^90         DEN  HAM'S     POEMS. 

When  by  a  pardon'd  murderer  blood  is  fpilt» 

The  judge  that  pardon'd  hath  the  greatcft  guilt  j 

Who  accufe  rigour,  make  a  grofs  milbke. 

One  criminal  pardon'd,  may  an  hundred  make  i 

When  juftice  on  offenders  is  not  done. 

Law,  government,  and  commerce,  are  overthrown  $ 

As  befieg'd  traitors  with  the  foe  confpire, 

T'  unlock  the  gates»  and  fet  the  town  on  fire. 

Yet  left  the  puniflimeftt  th'  offence  exceed, 

Juftice  with  weight  and  meafure  muft  proceed :   / 

Yet  when  pronouncing  fentence,  feem  not  glad. 

Such  fpe£bcles,  though  they  are  juft,  are  (ad ; 

Though  what  thou  doft,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  repent. 

Yet  human  bowels  cannot  but  relent : 

lUdier  than  all  muft  fuffer,  fome  muft  die ; 

Yet  nature  muft  condole  their  mifery. 

And  yet,  if  many  equd  guilt  involve. 

Thou  may'ft  not  thefe  condemn,  and  thofe  abfblve. 

Juftice,  when  equal  fcales  fhe  holds,  is  blind. 

Nor  cruelty,  nor  mercy,  change  her  mind  ; 

When  fbme  efcape  for  that  which  others  die, 

Mercy  to  thofe,  to  thefe  is  cruelty. 

A  fine  and  ftender  net  the  fpider  weaves, 

Which  little  and  light  animals  receives  $ 

And  if  ftie  catch  a  common  bee  or  fly. 

They  with  a  piteous  groan  and  murmur  die ; 

But  if  a  waQ>  or  hornet  ihe  entrap. 

They  tear  her  cords  like  Sampfon,  and  efcape  i 

So  like  a  fly  the  poor  offender  dies ; 

But,  like  the  w^,  the  licb  eiciq^  and  fits. 
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Do  not,  if  one  but  lightly  thee  offend, 
The  punilhrnent  beyond  the  cjime  extend  5 
Or  after  warning  the  offence  forget  $ 
So  God  himielf  our  failings  doth  remit. 
Expe6b  not  more  from  fervants  than  is  juft. 
Reward  them  well|  if  they  obferve  their  truft; 
Nor  them  with  cruelty  or  pride  invade^ 
Since  God  and  nature  them  our  brothers  m$i^ ; 
If  his  offence  be  great,  let  that  fuffice ; 
If  light,  forgirei  for  do  man  '9  always  wiie. 
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THE   PROGRESS   OF  LEARNING. 


My  early  Miftrefs,  now  my  antient  Mufc, 
That  ftrong  Circaean  liquor  ceafe  t'  infufe, 
Wherewith  thou  didfl  intoxicate  my  youth. 
Now  ftoop  with  dif-inchanted  wings  to  truth ; 
As  the  dove's  flight  did  guide  iEneas,  now 
May  thine  condu6l  me  to  the  golden  bough  ; 
Tell  (like  a  tall  old  oak)  how  learning  fhoots 
To  heaven  her  branches,  and  to  hell  her  roots. 

TTTHEN  God  from  earth  form'd  Adam  in  the  eaft, 

^^     He  his  own  image  on  the  clay  impreft ; 
As  fubjefts  then  the  whole  creation  came, 
And  from  their  natures  Adam  them  did  name ; 
Not  from  experience  (for  the  world  was  new). 
He  only  from  their  caufe  their  natures  knew. 
Had  memory  been  loft  with  innocence. 
We  had  not  known  the  fentence,  nor  th'  offence ; 
'Twas  his  chief  punifhment  to  keep  in  ftore 
The  fad  remembrance  what  he  was  before  ; 
And  though  th'  offending  part  felt  mortal  pain, 
Th'  ixamortal  part  its  knowledge  did  retain. 
After  the  flood,  arts  to  Chaldxa  fell. 
The  father  of  the  faithful  there  did  dwell. 
Who  both  their  parent  and  inftru6i:or  was ; 
JFrom  thence  did  learning  into  ^gypc  pafs : 

Moles 
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Mofes  in  all  th'  -Egyptian  arts  was  ikiird. 
When  heavenly  power  that  choien  veflcl  fiU'd  5 
And  we  to  his  high  infpiration  owe, 
That  what  was  done  before  the  flood,  we  know. 
From  j£gypt,  arts  their  progrefs  made  to  Greece, 
Wrapt  in  the  fable  of  the  golden  fleece. 
MufaEUs  firft,  then  Orpheus,  civilize 
Mankind,  and  gave  the  world  their  deities ; 
To  many  gods  they  taught  devotion, 
Whkh  were  the  diftin£t  faculties  of  one  ; 
Th'  eternal  caufe,  in  their  immortal  lines, 
Was  taught,  and  poets  were  the  firft  divines  : 
God  Mofes  firft,  then  David  did  infpire. 
To  compofc  anthems  for  his  heavenly  quire ; 
To  th'  one  the  ftyle  of  friend  he  did  impart. 
On  th'  other  ftamp  the  likenefs  of  his  heart : 
And  Mofes,  in  the  old  original, 
Even  God  the  poet  of  the  world  doth  call. 
Next  thofe  old  Greeks,  Pythagoras  did  rife, 
Then  Socrates,  whom  th'  oracle  call'd  wile ; 
The  divine  Plato  moral  virtue  fhews. 
Then  his  dilciple  Ariftotle  rofc. 
Who  nature's  fecrets  to  the  world  did  teach. 
Yet  that  great  foul  our  novelifts  itppcach  j 
Too  much  manuring  fill'd  that  field  with  v'ccds. 
While  fefls,  like  locufts/  did  deftroy  the  (beds  i 
The  tree  of  knowledge,  blafted  by  diiputes. 
Produces  (aplefs  leaves  inftead  of  fruits ; 
Proud  Greece  all  nations  elie  barbarians  held, 
Ik>afting  her  icambg  all  the  v/orld  cxcell'd. 
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Flying  from  thence,  to  Italy  it  came. 

And  to  the  realm  pf  Naples  gave  the  name. 

Till  both  their  nation  and  their  arts  did  come 

A  welcome  trophy  to  triumphant  Rome ; 

Then  wherefbever  her  conquering  eagles  fled. 

Arts,  learning,  and  civility  were  fpread ; 

And  as  in  this  our  mioocofm,  die  heart 

Heat,  ipirit,  -motion,  gives  to  every  part; 

So  Rome's  viftorious  influence  did  diiperfe 

All  her  own  virtues  through  the  univerie. 

Here  fome  digreffion  I  mull  make,  t'  accuft 

Thee,  my  forgetful  and  ingrateful  Mufe : 

Couldft  thou  fipom  Greece  to  Latium  take  thy  flight. 

And  not  to  thy  great  anceftor  do  right  ? 

I  can  no  more  believe  old  Homer  blind. 

Than  thofe,  who  fay  the  fun  hath  never  fhin'd  ; 

The  age  wherein  he  liv'd  was  dark,  but  he 

Could  not  want  fight,  who  taught  the  world  to  fee  r 

They  who  Minerva  from  Jove's  head  derive. 

Might  make  old  Homer's  ikull  the  Mufes'  hive ; 

And  from  his  brain,  that  Helicon  diftil, 

Whofe  racy  liquor  did  his  oflspring  fill. 

Nor  old  Anacreon,  Hefiod,  Theocrite, 

Mufi  we  forget,  nor  Pindar's  lofty  flight. 

Old  Homer's  foul,  at  laft  from  Greece  retired. 

In  Italy  the  Mantuan  (wain  inipir'd. 

When  great  Augufl:us  made  wars  tempefts  ceafe. 

His  halcyon  days  brought  forth  the  arts  of  peace ; 

He  flill  in  his  triumphant  chariot  fhines, 

By  Horace  drawn,  and  Virgil's  mighty  lines. 
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*T\vas  certainly  myftcrious  that  the  *  name 

Of  prophets  and  of  poets  is  the  fame ;     . 

What  the  Tragedian  f  wrote»  the  late  fucceis 

Declares  was:  infpirmtiony  and  not  gueft  : 

As  dark  a  truth  that  author  did  unfold. 

As  oracles  or  prophets  e'er  foretold  : 

'<  At  laft  the  ocean  ihall  unlock  t  ^  bound 

**  Of  things,  and  a  new  world  by  Tiphys  found, 

'*  Then  ages  ^eu-  remote  (hall  undedhind 

''  The  ifle  of  Thule  is  not  the  faitheiib  land." 

Sure  God,  by  theie  difcoveries,  did  defign 

That  his  clear  light  through  all  the  world  ihould  ihine,- 

But  the  obftrudtion  from  that  diicord  iprings 

The  prince  of  daxknefs  made  'twixt  Chriftian  kings  1 

That  peaceful  age  with  happinefs  to  crown. 

From  heaven  the  pnnce  of  peace  himlelf  came  downi 

Then  the  true  fun  of  knowledge  firft  appeared. 

And  the  old  dark  myflerious  clouds  were  dear'd. 

The  heavy  caufe  of  th'  old  accurfed  flood 

Sunk  in  the  facred  deluge  of  his  blood. 

His  paflioo,  man  horn  his  firft  fall  redeem'd  1 

Once  more  to  paradife  reftor'd  we  (eem'd  ; 

Satan  himfelf  was  bound,  till  th'  iron  chain 

Our  pride  did  break,  and  let  him  looie  again.* 

Still  the  old  fling  remained,  and  man  b^an 

To  tempt  the  ferpent,  as  he  tempted  man ; 

Then  hell  fends  forth  her  furies.  Avarice,  Pride, 

Fraud,  Difcord,  Force,  Hypocrify,  their  guide, 

*  Vatet.       t  Seneca.       %  The  Frapbecf. 
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Though  the  foundation  on  a  rock  were  laid. 
The  church  was  undermined,  and  then  betray'd  ; 
Though  the  apoftles  thefe  events  foretold, 
Yet  even  the  fhepherd  did  devour  the  fold  : 
The  fifher  to  convert  the  world  began, 
The  pride  convincing  of  vain-glorious  man ; 
But  ^n  his  followers  grew  a  fovereign  lord. 
And  Peter's  keys  exchanged  for  Peter's  fword. 
Which  ftill  maintains  for  his  adopted  Ton 
Vaft  patrimonies,  tfaou^  himfelf  had  none; 
Wrefling  the  text  to  the  old  giant's  fenie, 
That  heaven,  once  more,  mufl  fuffer  violence. 
Then  fubtle  dolors,  fcriptures  made  their  prize, 
Cafuifts,  like  cocks,  ibiick  out  each  other's  eyes, 
Then  dark  diftinftions  reafon's  light  difguis'd. 
And  into  atoms  truth  anatomiz'd. 
Then  Mahomet's  crefcent,  by  our  feuds  encreaft, 
Blafled  the  leam'd  remainders  of  the  eaft  : 
That  projeft,  when  from  Greece  to  Rome  it  came,  • 
Made  mother  ignorance  devotion's  dame  ; 
Then,  he  whom  Lucifer's  own  pride  did  r>vell, 
His  faithful  emiflary,  rc^e  from  hell 
To  pofTefs  Peter's  chair,  that  Hildebrand, 
Whofe  foot  on  mitres,  then  on  crowns  did  fbmd, 
And  before  that  exalted  idol,  all 
(Whom  we  call  Gods  on  earth)  did  proifaate  fall.' 
Then  jdarknefs  Europe's  face  did  ovcr-fpread, 
From  lazy  cells,  where  fuperftition  bred. 
Which,  link'd  with  blind  obedience,  fo  encrcaft. 
That  the  whole  world;  fome  ages,  they  oppi^efts 
5!;  ■•     .  TiU 
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Till  through  thofe  clouds  the  fun  of  knowledge  brake^. 

And  Europe  from  her  lethargy  did  wake,- 

Then  firft  our  monarchs  were  acknowledged  heee^  • 

That  they  their  churches  nurfing  fuiiers  were. 

When  Lucifer  no  longer  could  advance 

His  works  on  the  falfe  ground  of  ignorance^ 

New  arts  he  tides,  and  new  deiigns.he  laysy 

Then  his  well  fhidy'd  mafier-piece  hfi  plays ; 

Lroyola,  Luther,  Calvin  he  infpices, 

And  kindles  with  infernal  flames  their  fireSf 

Sends  their  fiwc-runncr  (confcious  of  th'  event) 

Printing,  his  mod  pernicious  inftniment ! 

Wild  controverfy  then,  which  long  had  flept^ 

Into  the  prefs  from  ruin'd  cloyfters  leapt  j . 

No  longer  by  implicit  faith  we  err, 

Whilft  every  man's  his  own  interpreter; 

'No  more  condu6i:ed  now  by  Aaron's  rod^ 

Lay  elders,  from  their  ends  create  their  God, 

But  feven  wife  men  the  ancient  world  did  know, 

We  fcarce  know  feven  who  think  themCelves  not  £o» . 

When  man  leam'd  undefil'd  religion. 

We  'weie  commanded  to  be  all  as  one  ; 

Fiery  difputes  that  union  have  calcin'd, 

Almoil  as  many  mdnds  as  men  we  find, 

Aind  when  that  flame  finds  combuftible  earth, 

Thence  faiuus  fires,  and  meteors  take  their  birth. 

Legions  of  fe^s  and  infe6b  come  in  throngs ; 

To  name  them  all  would  tire  a  hundred  tongues*  • 

So  were  the  centaurs  of  Ixion's  race. 

Who  a  bright  cloud  for  Juno  did  embrace;  . 

And 
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And  fuch  the  monfters  of  Chimaera's  kind. 

Lions  before,  and  dragons  were  behind. 

Then  from  the  claflies  between  popes  and  kings. 

Debate,  like  fparksfrom  flints  coUifion,  firings : 

As  Jove's  loud  thimder-bolts  were  forg'd  by  heat. 

The  like  our  Cyclops  on  their  anvils  beat ; 

All  the  rich  mines  of  learning  raniack'd  are. 

To  fumifh  ammunition  for  this  war : 

Uncharitable  zeal  our  reaibn  whets. 

And  double  edges  on  ouf^ffions  fets  i 

'Tis  the  moft  certain  fign,  the  worid's  accurft. 

That  the  beft  things  corrupted,  are  the  worft ; 

'Twas  the  corrupted  light  of  knowledge,  hurl'd 

Sin,  death,  and  ignorance,  o'er  all  the  worid ; 

That  fun  like  this  (from  which  our  fight  we  have) 

Gaz'd  on  too  long,  refumes  the  light  he  gave  ; 

And  when  thick  mifts  of  doubts  obicure  his  beams. 

Our  guide  is  error,  and  our  vifions  dreams ; 

'Twas  no  falfe  heraldry,  when  madnefs  drew 

Her  pedigree  from  thofe  who  too  much  knew ; 

Who  in  deep  mines  for  hidden  knowledge  toils. 

Like  guns  o'er-charg'd,  breaks,  mifles,  or  recoils ; 

When  fubtle  wits  have  fpun  their  thread  too  fine, 

*Ti8  weak  and  fragile  like  Arachne's  line  : 

True  piety,  without  ceflation  toft 

By  theories,  the  pra6Bc  part  is  loft. 

And  like  a  ball  bandy'd  'twixt  pride  and  wit, 

Rather  thin  yield,  both  fides  the  prize  will  quit  i  ' 

Then  whilft  his  foe  each  gladiator  foils, 

The  atheift  looiuBig  on,  enjoys  the  ^Ut. 

Through 
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Through  feas  of  knowledge  we  our  courfe  advance^ 
Difcovering  ftill  new  worlds  of  ignorance ; 
And  thefe  difcoveries  m^ke  us  all  confefs 
That  fublunary  fcLence  is  but  guefs, 
Matters  of  fa£l  to  man  aire  only  known. 
And  what  feems  more  is  mere  bj>inion  i 
TTie  ftanders-by  fee  clearly  this  event, 
All  parties  fay  they  *re  fure,  yet  all  diflent  $ 
With  their  new  light  our  bold  inipeftors  prefk 
LikQ  Cham,  to  fhew  thehr  father's  nakedtt«(»y 
By  whofe  example^  after-i^es  may 
Difcover,  we  more  naked  are  than  they  t 
All  human  wifdom,  to  divine,  is  folly ; 
This  truth,  the  wifeft  man  made  melancholy  i 
Hope,  or  belief,  or  guefs,  gives  fome  relief. 
But  to  be  fure  we  are  deceived,  brings  grief : 
Who  thinks  his  wife  is  virtuous,  though  not  Co, 
Is  pleat'd,  and  patient,  till  the  truth  he  know. 
Our  God,  when  heaven  and  earth  he  did  create, 
Form'd  man,  who  ihould  of  both  participate ; 
If  our  lives  motions  theirs  muft  imitate, 
Our  knowledge,  like  our  blood,  muft  circulate. 
When,  likic  a  bridegroom  ^m  the  eaft,  the  fun 
Sets  forth,  he  thither,  whence  he  came,  doth  run ; 
Into  eaith's  ipungy  veins  the  ocean  finks, 
Thofe  rivers  to  repleniih  which  he  drinks ; 
So  learning,  which  from  reafon's  fountain  (prings. 
Back  to  the  ibarce,  (bme  (ecret  channel  brings, 
rris  happy  when  onr  ftreams  of  knowledge  flow 
To  fill  their  baakf,  to  aot  to  ovtithrow^ 

OF 
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O    ?        O.  L    D        AGE. 
CATO,    SCIPIO,    L  JELIV  S. 

SCIPiO     TO     CATO. 

THOUGH  all  the'a^^ions  of  your  life  are  crown'd 
Withwifdomy  nothing  makes  them  more  renown'd^ 
Than  that  thofe  years,  which  others  think  extreme, 
Nor  to  yourfelf,  nor  us  uneafy  fee^t ; 
Under  which  weight,  moft  like  th'  old  giants,  groan^ 
When  -ffitna  pn  their  backs  by  Jove  was  thrown. 

C  A  T  o .  What  you  urge,  Scipio,  from  right  reafbn  flow* ; 
All  parts  of  age  feem  burthenfome  to  thofe 
Who  virtpe's  and  true  wifdom's  happinefs 
Cannot  difcem  j  but  they  who  thofe  poflfefs. 
In  wl^t  *s  imposed  by  nature  find  no  grief. 
Of  which  our  age  is  (next  our  death)  the  chief. 
Which  though  all  equally  defire  t*  obtain. 
Yet  when  they  have  obtained  it,  they  complain ; 
Such  our  inconftancics  and  follies  are. 
We  fay  it  fleals  upon  us  unaware : 
Our  want  of  reaibning  thefe  falie  meafures  makes, 
^outh  runs  to  age,  as  childhood  youth  o'ertakes. 
How  much  more  grievous  would  our  lives  appear. 
To  reach  th'  eighth  hundred,  than  the  eightieth  year  i 
Of  what,  in  that  long  fpace  of  time  hath  paft. 
To  looliih  age  will  no  remembrance  laft. 
My  age's  condu£^  when  you  (eem  t'  admire,. 
(Which  that  it.iQay  d^ifiire,  X  much  deto) 

'Tis 
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'Tis  my  firft  rule,  on  nature,  as  my  guide. 
Appointed  by  the  Gods,  I  have  rely'd ; 
And  nature  (which  all  a£i:&  of  life  defigns) 
Not  like  ill  poets,  in  the  laft  declines  : 
But  fome  one  part  muft  be  the  laft  of  all. 
Which,  like  ripe  fruits,  muft  either  rot,,  or  falU 
And  this  from  nature  muft  be  gently  borne, 
Elfe  her  (as  giants  did  the  Gods)  we  fcorn. 

"Lml.  But  (ir,  'tis  Scipio's  and  my  defire^ 
Since  to  long  life  we  gladly  would  aipire>, 
That  from  your  grave  inftruftions  we  might  heafi. 
How  we,  like  you,  may  this  great  burthen  bear. 

Cat.  This  I  refblv'd  before,  but  now  fliall  do 
With  great  delight,  fmcc  'tis  required  by  you.. 

Ljel»  If  to  yourfelf  it  will  not  tedious  prove> 
Nothing  in  us  a  greater  joy  can  move. 
That  as  old  travellers  the  young  inftru£b, 
Your  long,  our  fliort  experience  may  condu£l. 

Cat.  'Tis  true  (as  the  old  proverb  dcdi  relate) 
Equals  with  equals  often  congregate. 
Two  confuls  (who  in  years  my  equals  were  J 
When  fenators,  lamenting  I  did  hear. 
That  age  from  them  had  all  their  pleafures  ton^ 
And  them  their  former  fuppliants  now  fcom  : 
They,  what  is  not  to  be  accus'd,  accufe. 
Not  others,  but  themfelves  their  s^e  abufe ; 
Elfe  this  might  mo  concern,  and  all  my  friends, 
Whofe  chcarful  age,  with  honour,  youth  attends^ 
Joy*d  that  from  pleafure's  (lavery  they  are  free^ 
And  all  refpcfb  due  to  their  z^t  they  fee^  ^ 

III 
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In  its  true  colours^  this  complaint  appears 
The  ill  cSt6k  of  manners,  not  oi  years ; 
For  on  their  life  no  grievous  burthen  lies, 
Who  are  well-naturM,  temperate,  and  wife; 
But  an  inhumah  and  ill-temper'd  mind, 
Not  any  cafy  part  in  life  can  find. 

L^L.  This  I  believe;  3ret  others  may  di^te, 
Their  age  (as  yours)  can  never  bear  fuch  fruit 
Of  honour,  wealth,  and  power,  to  make  them  Iweet, 
Not  every  one  futh  happinefs  can  meet. 

C  A  f .  Some  weight  your  argument,  my  Laelius,  bears^ 
But  not  To  much  as  at  firft  fight  appears. 
This  anfwer  by  Themiftodes  was  made, 
(When  a  Seriphian  thus  did  him  upbraid. 
You  thofe  great  honours  to  your  country  owe. 
Not  to  yourfelf )— Had  I  at  Seripho 
Been  bom,  fuch  honour  I  had  never  Teen, 
Nor  you,  if  an  Athenian  you  had  been : 
So  age,  cloath'd  in  indecent  poverty. 
To  the  moft  prudent  cannot  cafy  be  ; 
But  to  a  fool,  the  greater  his  efbte. 
The  more  uneafy  is  his  age's  weight. 
Age's  chief  arts,  and  arms,  are  to  grow  wife. 
Virtue  to  know,  and  known  to  exercife ; 
All  juft  returns  to  age  then  virtue  makes. 
Nor  her  in  her  extremity  forfakes  ; 
The  fwteteft  cordial  we  receive  at  laft, 
Is  coftfcience  of  our  virtuous  a£tions  pail. 
I  (when  a  youth)  with  reverence  did  look 
On  Q^intus  Fabius,  whe  Tarentum  took ; 

Yet 
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Yet  in  his  au;c  fuch  chcarfulnefs  was  fccn. 

As  if  his  years  and  mine  imd  equal  been  ; 

His  gravity  was  inixt  with  gentlenefsi 

Nur  had  his  age  made  his  good-humour  lefs ; 

I'hcn  was  he  well  in  years  (tl\e  iamc  that  he 

Was  conl'ul,  tliat  of  my  nativity) 

(A  (tripling  then)  in  his  fourth  confulate 

On  him  at  Capua  1  in  arms  did  wait. 

I  five  years  after  at  Tarrntum  wan 

I'he  qua'ilorlhip,  and  then  our  love  began  { 

And  four  years  :iftcr,  wlien  I  pretor  was. 

He  pleaded,  and  the  Cincian  law  did  pafs. 

With  ufeful  diligence  he  uji*d  t'  engage, 

Yet  with  t!ic  temixrarc  aits  of  patient  age 

He  breaks  fierce  Hannibal's  infiilting  heats  1 

Of  which  exploit  thus  our  friend  Knnius  treats, 

He  by  delay  rcllor'd  the  commonwealth. 

Nor  preferi'd  rumour befoic  public  health. 

T    H    K       A    R    (;    17    M    E    N    T. 

**  When  I  rcf[cf\  on  age,  I  find  tlicic  are 

**  Four  caufes,  which  its  mifery  dcclaix:. 

**  1.  Becaufc  our  body's  Ihen^th  it  much  impairs : 

**  a.  That  it  takes  oft'  our  minds  from  |aeat  affairs  : 

"  3.  Next,  that  our  lenfe  of  pleafure  it  depnves  : 

*'  4.  Laft*,  that  approaching  death  attends  our  lives. 

"  Of  all  thcfe  feveral  caufes  I  *11  difcourfe, 

**  And  tlicn  of  each,  in  order,  weigh  Uie  force." 

I  T  ii  K 
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THE     FIRST     PART. 

nn  H  E  old  from  fuch  affairs  is  only  freed, 
-■-    Which  vigofbus  yowth,  and  ftrength  of  body  need ; 
But  to  more  high  afiairs  our  age  is  lent, 
Moft  properly  when  heats  of  youth  arc  fpent. 
Did  Fabius,  and  your  father  Scipio 
(Whofe  daughter  my  fbn  married) ,  nothing  do  ? 
Fabricii,  Conincani,  Curii; 
Whofe  courage,  counfel,  and  authority, 
The  Roman  commonwealtii  reftor'dy  did  boaft, 
Nor  Appius,  with  whofe  ftrength  his  fight  was  lofl. 
Who  when  the  fenate  was  to  pence  inclined 
With  Pyrrhus,  (hew'd  his  reafon  was  not  blind. 
Whither  's  our  courage  and  our  vrifdom  come  > 
When  Rome  itfelf  confpires  the  fate  of  Rome. 
The  reft  with  ancient  gravity  and  ikill 
He  fpake  (for  his  oration  *s  extant  dill.) 
*Tis  feventeen  years  fmce  he  had  conful  been 
The  fecond  time,  and  there  were  ten  between  ? 
Therefore  their  argument 's  of  little  force. 
Who  age  from  great  employments  would  divorce. 
As  in  a  (hip  fbme  climb  the  fhrouds,  t'  unfold 
The  fail,  fbme  fweep  the  deck,  fome  pimip  the  hold ; 
Whilfl  he  that  guides  tlie  helm,  emplo3rs  his  ikill. 
And  gives  the  law  to  them,  by  fitting  ftill. 
Great  af^ions  lefs  ^m  courage,  ftrength,  and  fpeed* 
Than  from  wife  counfels  and  commands  proceed ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe  arts  age  wants  not,  which  to  age  belong. 

Not  heat,  but  cold  experience  makes  us  ftrong. 

A  conful,  tribune,  general,  I  have  been,    ' 

All  forts  of  war  I  have  pad  througfa,  and  feen  j 

And  now  grown  old,  I  (eem  t'  abandon  it. 

Yet  to  the  fenate  I  prefcribe  what 's  fit. 

I  every  day  'gainft  Carthage  war  proclaim, 

(For  Rome's  deflru6ki(m  hath  been  long  her  aini) 

Nor  (hall  I  ceafc  till  I  her  ruin  fee, 

Which  triumph  may  the  Gods  defign  for  thee ; 

That  Scipio  may  revenge  his  grandfirc's  ghoft,  • 

Whofe  life  at  Cannae  with  great  honour  loft 

Is  on  record,  nor  had  he  weary'd  been 

With  age,  if  he  an  hundred  years  had  fecn. 

He  had  not  us'd  cxcurfipns,  fpears,  or  darts, 

But  counfel,  order,  and  fuch  aged  arts  ; 

Which,  if  our  anccftors  had  not  retained, 

The  fenate's  name  our  council  had  not  gain'd. 

The  Spartans  to  their  higheft  Magiftrate 

The  name  of  Elder  did  appropriate  : 

Therefore  his  fame  for  ever  (hall  remain. 

How  gallantly  Tarentum  he  did  gain. 

With  vigilant  conduct,  when  that  (harp  reply 

He  gave  to  Salinator,  I  ftood  by. 

Who  to  the  caflle  fled,  the  town  being'  ^oft. 

Yet  he  to  Maximus  did  vainly  boaft, 

'Twas  by  my  means  Tarentum  you  obtain'd ; 

'Tis  true,  had  you  not  loft,  I  had  not  gain'd. 

And  as  much  honour  on  his  gown  did  wait, 

As  on  his  arms,  in  his  fifth  coofulatc. 

I  X  When 
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When  his  colleague  Carvitius  fi^ept  afide. 

The  Tribune  of  the  people  would  divide 

To  them  the  Gallic  and  the  Picene  field, 

Againft  the  feoa^'s  will,  he  will  not  yield ; 

Wlien  beii^  aogiyy  boldly  he  declares 

Thofe  things  were  a^ed  under  happy  (burs. 

From  which  the  commonwealth  found  good  eScQb^^ 

But  G(thervriie  they  came  from  had  arpe£Vs. 

Many  great  things  (^  Fabius  I  could  tell. 

But  hisribn't  death  did  all  the  reft  excel ; 

(His  gallant  Ton,  though  young,  had  conful  been) 

His  funeral  oration  I  have  feen 

Often ;  and  when  on  that  I  turn  my  eyes, 

I  all  the  old  phiioibphers  defpife. 

Though  he  in  all  the  people's  eyes  fecm'd  great. 

Yet  greater  he  qppear'd  in  his  retreat ; 

When  feafting  with  his  private  friends  at  home. 

Such  counfbl,  fuch  difcourfc,  from  him  did  come. 

Such  fcience  in  his  art  of  augury, 

No  Roman  ever  was  more  Icam'd  than  he ; 

Knowledge  of  all  things  prefent  and  to  come. 

Remembering  all  the  wars  of  ancient  Rome, 

Nor  only  there,  but  all  the  world's  befide  : 

Dying  in  extreme  age,  I  prophefy'd 

That  which  is  come  to  pais,  and  did  difcern 

From  his  furvivors  I  could  nothing  learn. 

This  long  diiconrfe  wa3  but  to  let  you  fee. 

That  his  long  life  could  not  uneafy  be. 

Few  like  the  Fabii  or  the  Scipio's  are 

Takers  of  cities,  conquerors  in  war. 

Yet 
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Yet  others  to  like  happy  age  arrive. 
Who  modefty  quiet,  and  with  virtue  live  : 
Thus  Plato  writing  his  philofophy. 
With  honour  after  ninety  years  did  die, 
Th*  Athenian  ftory  writ  at  ninety-four 
By  Ifocratesy  who  yet  liv'd  five  years  more ; 
His  mailer  Gorgias  at  the  hundredth  year 
And  feventh,  not  his  ftudies  did  forbear ; 
And,  afk'd,  why  he  no  fooner  left  the  ftage, 
Said,  he  faw  nothing  to  accufe  old  age. 
None  but  the  foolifii,  who  their  lives  abufe, 
Age*  of  their  own  miftakes.and  crimes,  accufc. 
All  commonwealths  (as  by  records  is  fcen) 
As  by  age  preferv'd,  by  youth  deftroy'd  have  been. 
When  the  tragedian  Nievis  did  demand, 
Why  did  your  commonwealth  no  longer  ftand  ? 
'Twas  anfwer'd,  that  their  fenators  were  new, 
Foolifh  and  young,  and  fucK  as  nothing  knew  ( 
Nature  to  youth  hot  rafhnefs  doth  difpence. 
But  with  cold  prudence  age  doth  recompcnce  j 
But  age,  *tis  faid,  will  memory  decay. 
So  (if  it  be  not  exercis'd)  it  may; 
Or,  if  by  nature  it  be  dull  and  flow  : 
Themiftocles  (when  agM)  the  names  did  know 
Of  all  th'  Athenians  sMnd  none  grow  fo  old, 
Not  to  remember  where  they  hid  their  gold. 
From  age  fuch  art  of  memory  we  learn. 
To  forget  nothing,  which  i«  our  concern  ; 
Their  inte^'ft  no  prieft  nor  fbrccrer 
Forgets,  nor  lawyer,  nor  j^lofopher ; 

I  3  No 
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No  underftanding  memory  can  want, 

Where  wifdom  fludious  indullry  doth  plant. 

Nor  does  it  only  in  the  aftive  live. 

But  in  the  quiet  and  contemplative ; 

When  Sophocles  (who  plays  when  aged  wrote) 

Was  by  his  fons  before  the  judges  brought, 

Becaufe  he  payM  the  Mufes  fuch  refjpef^,/ 

His  fortune,  wife,  and  children  to  negletl ; 

Almoft  condemned,  he  mov'd  the  judges  thus, 

Hear,  but  inftead  of  me,  my  Oedipus  : 

The  judges  hearing  with  applaufe,  at  th'  end 

Freed  him,  and  faid»  no  fool  fuch  lines  had  penned. 

What  poets  and  what  orators  can  I 

Recount  ?  what  princes  in  philofophy  ? 

Whole  conftant  ftudies  with  their  age  did  ftrive. 

Nor  did  they  thofe,  though  thofe  did  them  furvive. 

Old  hufbandmen  I  at  Sabinum  know. 

Who  for  another  year  dig,  plough,  and  low. 

For  never  any  man  was  yet  fo  old, 

But  hop*d  his  life  one  winter  more  might  hold. 

Caecilius  vainly  faid,  each  day  we  fpend 

Difcovers  fomcthing,  which  muft  needs  offend  ; 

But  fometimes  age  may  pleafant  things  behold. 

And  nothing  that  offends  :  He  Ihould  have  told 

This  not  to  age,  but  youth,  whq  oftener  fee 

What  not  alone  offends,  but  hurts,  than  we  : 

That  I  in  him,  which  he  in  age,  condemn'd. 

That  us  it  renders  odious  and  contemn'd. 

He  knew  not  virtue,  if  he  thought  this  truth  ; 

For  youth  deliglits  in  age,  and  age  in  youth. 

What 
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What  to  the  old  can  greater  pleafure  be, 
Than  hopeful  and  ingenuous  youth  to  fee ; 
When  they  with  reverence  follow  where  we  lea^i 
And  in  (Irait  paths  by  our  dire^ons  tread ! 
And  ev'n  my  converiati(m  here  I  fee. 
As  well  received  by  you,  as  yours  by  me. 
'Tis  difingenuous  to  accufb  our  age 
Of  idlcnefs,  who  all  our  powers  engage 
In  the  fame  ftudies,  the  fame  courfe  to  hold ; 
Nor  think  our  reafon  for  new  arts  too  old. 
Solon  the  fage  his  progrefs  never  cea's'd. 
But  ilill  his  learning  with  his  days  increas'd ; 
And  I  with  the  fame  greedinefs  did  feek. 
As  water  when  I  thirft,  to  fwallow  Greek  ; 
Which  I  did  only  learn,  that  I  might  know 
Thofe  great  exampleJi,  which  I  follow  now  : 
And  I  have  heard  that  Socrates  tfie  wife, 
LeamM  on  the  lute  for  his  lafl  exercife. 
Though  many  of  the  ancients  did  the  fame. 
To  improve  knowledge  was  my  only  aim. 

THE     SECOND     PART. 

"VrOW  int*  our  fecond  grievance  I  muft  break, 
-*"^  "  That  lofs  of  ftrength  makes  underflanding weak.'* 
I  grieve  no  more  my  youthful  ftrength  to  want, 
Than,  young,  that  of  a  bull  or  elephant  j 
Then  with  that  force  content  which  nature  gave. 
Nor  am  I  now  di^leas'd  with  what  I  have. 

1 4  When 
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When  the  young  wrcftlcrs  at  their  fport  grew  wann. 

Old  Milo  wept,  to  fee  his  naked  arm ; 

And  c*7'd,  *t\va8  dead :  Triflcr,  thine  heart,  and  head. 

And  all  that  *%  in  them  (ftot  thjr  arm)  are  dead } 

This  folly  every  lo6kef-on  dttidcf, 

To  glory  oalj  ill  thy  armi  and  fides. 

Our  gallant  ancefiors  let  fall  no  tears, 

Their  ftrength  decreafing  by  increafing  years ; 

But  they  a^rancM  lA  wiidom  every  hour. 

And  made  the  coiRdlfmwealth  advance  in  power« 

But  orators  may  grieve,  for  in  th«r  fides. 

Rather  than  heads,  their  faculty  abides ; 

Yet  I  have  heard  old  voices  loud  and  clear, 

And  flill  my  own  fometimes  the  fenate  hear. 

When  th'  old  with  finooih  and  gentle  voices  plead. 

They  by  the  ear  thtit  well-plcas'd  audience  lead : 

Which,  if  I  had  not  fbrength  enough  to  do, 

I  could  (my  Laelius,  and  my  Scipio) 

What  *s  to  be  done,  or  not  be  done,  infhiif^. 

And  to  the  maxims  of  good  life  conduft. 

Cneius  and  Publius  Scipio,  and  (that  man 

Of  men)  your  grandfire  the  great  African, 

Were  joyful,  when  the  flower  ef  noble  blood 

Crowded  their  dwellings,  and  attending  flood. 

Like  oracles  their  counfels  to  receive. 

How  in  their  progrefs  they  fhould  aft,  and  live. 

And  they  whofe  high  examples  youth  obeys. 

Are  not  defpifed,  though  their  ftrengrfi  decays. 

And  thofe  decays  (to  fpeak  the  naked  truth, 

Though  the  defc£b  of  age)  were  criiliic»  of  youth. 

Intern- 
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Intemperate  youth  (by  fad  experience  found) 

Ends  in  an  age  imperfeft  and  unfound. 

Cyrus y  though  ag'd  (if  Xenophoa  (ay  true)i 

Lucius  Mctellus  (whom  when  young  I  knew-) 

Who  held  (after  his  fecond  oonfulote) 

Twenty -two  years  the  high  pontificate ; 

Neither  of  thefe,  in  body  or  in  mind, 

Before  their  death  the  leaft  decay  did  find* 

I  fpeak  not  of  myfelf,  though  none  deny 

To  ag«,  to  praife  their  youth,  the  liberty : 

Such  an  unwalled  ftrength  I  cannot  boaft^ 

Yet  now  my  years  are  eighty-four  almoft : 

And  though  from  what  it  was  my  ftrength  h  fv. 

Both  in  the  firft  and  iecond  Punick  war, 

Nor  «t  Thermopylae,  under  GUIhio, 

Nor  when  I  conful  into  Spain  did  go ; 

But  yet  I  feel  no  weaknefs,  nor  hath  lengdi 

Of  winters  quite  enervated  my  ftrength ; 

And  I,  my  gueft,  my  client,  or  my  friend^ 

Still  in  the  courts  of  juftice  can  defend  : 

Neither  muft  I  that  proverb's  truth  allow, 

**  Who  would  be  antient,  muft  be  early  lb." 

I  would  be  youthful  (till,  and  find  no  need 

To  appear  old,  till  I  was  fo  indeed. 

And  yet  you  fee  my  hom^  not  idle  are. 

Though  with  your  (farength  I  cannot  mine  compare  i 

Yet  this  centurion's  doth  your's  formount, 

Not  therefore  him  the  better  man  I  count. 

Milo,  when  entering  the  Olympic  game^ 

With  a  huge  ox  upon  his  iboulder  came* 

Would 
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Would  you  the  force  of  Milo's  body  find, 

Rather  than  of  Pythagoras's  mind  ? 

The  force  which  nature  gives  with  care  retain. 

But,  when  decay'd,  'tis  folly  to  conaplain  ; 

In  age  to  wifh  for  youth  is  full  as  vain, 

As  for  a  youth  to  turn  a  child  again. 

Simple  and  certain,  nature's  ways  appear. 

As  ihe  lets,  forth  the  feafons  of  the  year. 

So  in  all  parts  of  life  we  find  her  truth, 

Weaknefs  to  childhood,  rafhnefs  to  our  youth  j 

To  elder  years  to  be  difcreet  and  grave, 

Then  to  old  age  maturity  ihe  gave. 

(Scipi^)  you  know,  how  Mafliniffa  bears 

His  kingly  port  at  more  than  ninety  years  9 

When  marching  with  his  foot,  he  walks  till  night ; 

When  with  his  horfe,  he  never  will  alight  j 

Though  cold,  or  wet,  his  head  is  always  bare  j 

So  hot,  fo  dry,  his  aged  members  arc. 

You  fee  how  exercife  and  temperance 

Ev'n  to  old  years  a  youthful  ftrength  advance. 

Our  kw  (becaufe  from  age  our  ftrength  retires) 

No  duty  which  belongs  to  ftrength  requires. 

But  age  doth  many  men  fo  feeble  make. 

That  they  no  great  defign  can  undertake  j 

Yet,  that  to  age  not  fmgly  is  apply'd, 

But  (o  all  man's  infirmities  befide. 

That  Scipio,  who  adopted  you  did  fall 

Into  fuch  pains,  he  had  no  health  at  all ; 

Who  elfe  had  equal'd  Africanus*  parts,. 

Exceeding  him  in  all  the  liberal  arts : 

Why 
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Why  fhould  thofe  errors  then  imputed  be 

To  age  alone,  from  which  our  youth  *s  not  free  ? 

Every  difeafc  of  age  we  may  prevent, 

Like  thofe  of  youth,  by  being  diligent. 

When  (ick,  fuch  moderate  exercife  we  uie. 

And  diet,  as  our  vital  heat  renews  ; 

And  if  our  body  thence  refreihment  finds. 

Then  mufl  we  alfo  exercife  our  minds. 

If  with  continual  oil  we  not  fupply 

Our  lamp,  the  light  for  want  of  it  will  die : 

Though  bodies  may  be  tir'd  with  exercife, 

No  wearinefs  the  mind  could  e'er  (urprize. 

Caecilius  the  comedian,  when  of  age 

He  reprefencs  the  follies  on  the  ftage ; 

They're  credulous,  forgetful,  diflblute, 

Neither  thofe  crimes  to  age  he  doth  impute, 

But  to  old  men  to  whom  thofe  crimes  belong. 

Luft,  petulance,  rafhnefs,  are  in  youth  more  ilrong 

Than  age,  and  yet  young  men  thofe  vices  hate, 

Who  virtuous  are,  difcreet,  and  temperate  : 

And  fo  what  we  call  dotage,  feldom  breeds 

In  bodies,  but  where  nature  fows  the  feeds. 

There  are  five  daughters,  and  four  gallant  foBS, 

In  whom  the  blood  of  noble  Appius  runs, 

With  a  moft  numerous  family  befide ; 

Whom  he  alone,  though  old  and  blind,  did  guide. 

Yet  his  clear-fighted  mind  was  ftill  intent, 

And  to  his  bufinefs  like  a  bow  flood  bent : 

By  children,  fervants,  neighbours,  fb  efleem'd, 

He  not  a  mafler,  but  a  monarch  icem'd. 

AU 
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All  his  relations  has  admirers  wane, 

His  fonrs  paid  reverence,  and  his  fervants  fear : 

The  order  and  the  ancient  difcipline 

Of  Romans  did  in  all  his  af^ions  fhine. 

Authority  kejlt-up  old  age  fecures, 

Whofe  dignity  as  long  as  life  endures. 

Something  of  youdi  I  m  old  age  approve, 

But  more  the  marks  of  age  in  youth  I  love« 

Who  this  obferves,  may  in  his  body  find 

Decrepit  age,  but  never  in  his  mind. 

The  feven  volumes  of  my  own  reports. 

Wherein  are  all  the  pleadings  of  our  courts  $ 

All  noble  monuments  of  Greece  are  come 

Unto  my  hands,  with  thole  of  ancient  Rome. 

The  pontificial,  and  the  civil  law, 

I  fludy  ftill,  and  thence  orations  draw. 

And  to  confirm  my  memory,  at  night, 

What  I  hear,  fee,  or  do,  by  day,  I  ftili  recite. 

The(e  exercifes  for  my  thoughts  I  find, 

Thefe  labours  are  the  chariots  of  my  mind. 

To  ferve  my  friends,  the  fenate  I  frequent. 

And  there,  what  I  before  digefted,  vent. 

Which  only  from  my  ftrength  of  mind  proceeds^ 

Not  any  outward  force  of  body  needs  : 

Which,  if  I  could  not  do,  I  ihould  delight 

On  ^hat  I  would  to  ruminate  at  night. 

Who  in  fuch  pra6kice»  their  minds  engage,^ 

Nor  fear  nor  think  of  their  approaching  age ;        * 

Which  by  degrees  invifibly  doth  creep : 

Nor  do  we  feem  to  die,  but  Ml  aHeep. 

THE 
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THE    THIRD     PART. 

NOW  nmft  I  dnrar  my  Voices  'g^daft  tiitt  l)oft 
Of  pleaTures,  which  i'  th'  fe^  of  m  are  loft> 
O  diou  moft  hig^  tianfcendent  gift  of  ag; ! 
Youth  from  its  folly  thus  to  difengage. 
And  now  receive  from  me  that  moft  divine 
Oration  of  that  noble  Tarendne, 
Which  at  Tarentum  I  long  fincedid  hear> 
When  I  attended  the  great  Fabiiis  there. 
Ye  gods !  was  it  mkn's  nature,  or  his.fate, 
Betray'd  him  with  fweet  pleafure's  pqifon'd  bait  ? 
Which  he^  with  all  dofigns  of  art  or  power. 
Doth  with  unbridled  appetite  devour : 
And  as  all  poifons  ieek  the  nobleft  part, 
Pleafure  poflefles  firft  the  head  and  heart ; 
Intoxicating  bothy  by  them,  ihe  finds. 
And  bums  the  facred  temples  of  our  minds. 
Furies,  which  reafon's  divine  chains  had  bound, 
(That  being  broken)  all  the  world  confound* 
Luft,  murder,  treaibn,  avarice,  and  hell 
Itielf  broke  loofe,  in  rearon*s  palace  dwell : 
Truth,  honour,  juftice,  temperance,  are  fled. 
All  her  attendants  into  darknefs  led. 
But  why  all  this  difcourfe  ?  when  pleafure's  rage 
Hath  conquer'd  reaibn,  we  muft  treat  with  age. 
Age  undermines,  and  will  in  time  furpri^e 
Her  ftrongeft  forts,  and  cut  off  all  fupplies  i 

And' 
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And,  join'd  in  league  with  ftrong  neceffity, 
Pleafure  muft  flic,  or  elfe  by  famine  die. 
Flaminius,  whom  a  confulfhip  had  grac'd, 
(Then  cenfor)  from  the  fenate  I  difplac'd  ; 
When  he  in  Gaul,  a  conful,  made  a  feaft, 
A  beauteous  courtezan  did  him  requefl 
To  fee  the  cutting  off  a  prifbner's  head  ; 
This  crime  I  could  not  leave  unpunifhed. 
Since  by  a  private  villainy  he  ftain'd 
That  public  honour,  which  at  Rome  he  gain'd. 
Then  to  our  age  (when  not  to  pleafures  bent) 
This  feems  an  honour,  not  difparagement. 
We,  not  all  pleafures  like  the  Stoicks  hate  ; 
But  love  and  feek  thofe  which  are  moderate. 
(Though  divine  Plato  thus  of  pleafures  thou^t. 
They  us,  with  hooks  and  baits,  like  fifhes  caught) 
When  quaeftor,  to  the  gods,  in  public  halls 
I  was  the  firft,  who  let  up  feftivals. 
Not  with  high  taftes  our  appetites  did  force, 
But  flU'd  with  converfation  and  difcourfef ; 
Which  feafts  Convivial  Meetings  we  did  name  : 
Not  like  the  ancient  Greeks,  who  to  their  ihame, 
Call'd  it  a  Compotation,  not  a  fead  ; 
Declaring  the  worft  part  of  it  the  beft. 
Thofe  entertainments  I  did  then  frequent 
Sometimes  with  youthful  heat  and  merriment : 
But  now  I  thank  my  age,  which  gives  me  eafe 
From  thofe  excefles ;  yet  myfelf  I  pleafe 
With  chearful  talk  to  entertain  my  guefts, 
(Difcourfes  are  to  age  continual  feafts) 

Th 
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Tbe  Io¥c  €i  mat  and  wine  thcr  recocii|xiile» 
And  cbear  the  mind,  as  much  &s  thofe  the  ftnfe* 
I*cn  HOC  more  pleas'd  with  gnvitr  imoBg 
The  9^d,  dum  to  be  irouthful  with  the  ]roQi^: 
Nor  'gaicft  all  pkaAires  pfodaim  open  war» 
To  which,  in  age,  feme  namnl  motiQiis  are. 
And  fiill  at  my  Sabinum  I  delight 
To  treat  my  neighbours  till  the  depth  of  night. 
But  we  the  ienfe  of  guft  and  pleafure  want. 
Which  jouth  at  full  poflcfles,  this  I  grant ; 
But  age  ieeks  not  the  things  which  youth  requires. 
And  no  man  needs  that  which  he  not  defires. 
When  Sofrfiocles  iK-as  aik'd,  if  he  deny*d 
Himielf  the  ufe  of  pleafures,  he  reply'd, 
I  humbly  thank  th'  immortal  gods,  who  me 
From  that  fierce  tyrant's  infolence  (et  free. 
But  they,  whom  preffing  appetites  conllrain. 
Grieve  when  they  cannot  their  defires  obtain* 
Yoimg  men  the  ufe  of  pleafure  underihind. 
As  of  an  obje6i  new,  and  near  at  hand  : 
Though  this  ftands  more  remote  from  age*s  fight, 
Yet  diey  behold  it  not  without  delight : 
As  ancient  foldiers,  from  their  duties  eas*d, 
With  ienfe  of  honour  and  rewards  are  pleas*d  s 
So  from  ambitious  hopes  and  lufts  releaft, 
Delighted  with  itfelf,  our  age  doth  reft. 
No  part  of  life 's  more  happy,  when  with  bread 
Of  ancient  knowledge,  and  new  learning  fed, 
All  youthful  pleafures  by  degrees  muft  cea(e  i 
But  thoie  of  age  ev'n  with  our  years  increafe. 

Wc 
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We  love  not  loaded  b9^s,  aiid  goblets  crown*d» 
But  free  from  furfeit^  oyr  repofe  is  found. 
When  old  Fabriciys  to  the  Samnites  went, 
AmbafTadoTy  fsQOi  Rome  to  Pyrrbus  fent. 
He  heard  a  grave  philofopber  maintain. 
That  all  the  actions  of  our  life  were  vain. 
Which  with  our  fenfe  of  pleafure  not  confpir'd  ; 
Fabricius  the  philofopber  defii'd. 
That  he  to  Pyrrhus  would  that  maxim  teach, 
And  to  the  Samnites  the  fame  do£brine  preach ; 
Then  of  their  conqueft  he  ihould  doubt  no  more» 
Whom  their  own  plcafures  overcame  before. 
Now  into  ruftic  matters  I  muft  fall. 
Which  pleafure  feems  to  me  the  chief  of  all. 
Age  no  impediment  to  thoTc  can  give. 
Who  wifely  by  the  rules  of  nature  live. 
Earth  (though  our  mother)  chearfully  obeys 
All  the  comjnands  her  race  upon  her  lays. 
For  whatfoever  from  our  hand  ihe  takes, 
Greater  or  lefs,  a  vaft  return  (he  makes. 
Nor  am  I  only  pleasM  with  that  refource. 
But  with  her  ways,  her  method,  and  her  force. 
The  feed  her  bofom  (by  the  plough  made  fit) 
Receives,  where  kindly  ihe  embraces  it. 
Which,  with  her  genuine  warmth  diffused  and  fpra 
Sends  forth  betimes  a  green  and  tender  head, 
Then  gives  it  motion,  life,  azkl  nouriihment. 
Which  from  the  root  through  nerves  and  veins  are 
Streight  in  a  hollow  iheath  upright  it  grows, 
And,  form  seceiviagi  dpth  itieif  diic^ofe ; 
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Drawn  up  in  ranks  and  files,  the  bearded  fpikes 
Guard  it  from  birds,  as  with  a  ftand  of  pikes. 
When  of  the  vine  I  ^ak,  I  fcem  in^ir'd^ 
And  with  delight,  as  with  her  juice, ''am  fir'd ; 
At  nature's  god-like  power  I  ftand  amaz'd. 
Which  fuch  vaft  bodies  hath  from  atoms  rais*d« 
The  kernel  of  a  grape,  the  fig's  fmall  grain. 
Can  death  a  mountain,  and  o'eHhade  a  plain  : 
But  thou,  dear  vine,  forbid'ft  me  to  ht  long, 
Althou^  thy  trunk  be  neither  laige  nor  (bong, 
Nor  can  thy  head  (not  helpt)  itfelf  fublime, 
Yet,  like  a  ferpent,  a  tall  tree  can  climb ; 
Whate'er  thy  many  fingers  can  entwine. 
Proves  thy  fupport,  and  all  its  (fa-ength  is  thine. 
Though  nature  gave  not  legs,  it  gave  thee  hands. 
By  which  thy  prop  the  proudeft  cedar  ftands : 
As  thou  hail  hands,  fb  hath  thy  ofTspring  wings, 
And  to  the  highefl  part  of  mortals  fprings. 
But  left  thou  fliould'ft  confume  thy  wealth  in  vain, 
And  ftanre  thyfelf  to  feed  a  numerous  train, 
Or  like  the  bee  (iweet  as  thy  blood)  defign'd 
To  be  defbx>y'd  to  propagate  his  kind. 
Left  thy  redundant  and  fuperfluous  juice 
Should  fiading  leaves  inftead  of  fruits  produce, 
The  pnmer's  hand,  with  letting  blood,  muft  quench 
Thy  heat,  and  thy  exuberant  parts  retrench : 
Then  from  the  joints  of  thy  prolific  ftem 
A  fwelHng  knot  is  railed  (call'd  a  gem), 
Whence,  in  fhoit  fpace,  itfelf  the  clufter  fliows, 
And  from  earth's  moifture  mixt  with  fun-beams  grows. 
K  rth' 
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I'  th*  fprnig^  likft  youtii^.  it  yields  an  acid  tafte,. 

But  fummeF  doth^  kks  age,  die  iburnefs  waite  t 

Then  cloath'd  with  Icsmfvs^  from  heat  and  eoW  £jeuir^ 

Like  virgm'Sy  fveet,  andi  boauiieous^  when?  mature. 

Ouinuts,  flowexsy  hepbs^  and  plants^  I  long  could* dweU^. 

At  once  flo  pleaie  my  ey/t,.  itty  taftc,  my  fineM-  {    . 

My  walks  of  tk«es,.  all'  planCed  by  my  hand. 

Like  children  of  my  own)  begetting,  fkmd. 

To  tell  the  feveral  natums  «f  each  eaith. 

What  fruits  from  each. moft  prc^>erly  take  birth': 

And  with  wjhat  arts  to  enrich  every  mold. 

The  dry  to  moiften,  afid  to.warm  the.  cold. 

But  when  we  graft,  or  buds  inoculate. 

Nature  by  art  we  nobly  meliorate ; 

As  Orpheus'  jnaufic  wildeft  beafis  did  tame. 

From  the  four  crab  the  iWeeteft  apple  came  : 

The  mother  to  the  daughter  goes  to  fchool, 

The  fpecies  changed,  doth  her  laws  o'er-rule  5 

Nature  hcrfetf  doth  from  herfclf  depart,  , 

(Strange  tranfmigration)  by  the  power  of  art. 

How  little  things  give  law  to  great !  we  fee 

The  fmall  bud  captivates  the  grcateft  tree. 

Here  even  the  power  divine  we  imitate. 

And  feem  not  to  beget,  but  to  create. 

Much  was  I  ple«is'd  with  fowls  and  beaHs,  the  tame 

For  food  and  profit,  and  the  wijd  for  game. 

Excufe  me  when  this  pleafant  firing  I  touch, 

(For  age,  of  what  delights  it,  fpeaks  too  much.) 

Who  twice  vi^erious  Pyrrhus  conquered. 

The  Sabines  and  the  Samoites  captive  led. 

Great 
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Great  Curius,  his  remaining  dajrs  did  fpend, 

And  in  this  happy  life  his  triumphs  end. 

My  farm  (lands  near,  and  when  I  there  retire, 

His  and  that  age's  temper  I  admire  : 

The  Samnites  chiefs,  as  by  his  fire  he  fate. 

With  a  vaft  fum  of  gold  on  him  did  wait ; 

Return,  faid  he,  your  gold  I  nothing  weigh, 

When  thofe,  who  can  command  it,  me  obey : 

This  my  aflcrtion  proves,  he  may  be  old,  •' 

And  yet  not  fordid,  who  rtfa&s  gold. 

In  fummer  to  fit  ftill,  or  walk,  I  love, 

Near  a  cool  fountain,  or  a  fliady  grove. 

What  can  in  winter  render  more  delight. 

Than  the  high  fun  at  noon,  and  fire  at  night  ? 

While  our  old  friends  and  neighbours  fcaft  antf  |j5ay,' 

And  with  their  harmlcfi  mirth  turn  night  to  day,         • ' 

Unpurchased  plenty  our  fivU  tables  loads,  "  ' 

And  part  of  what  they  lent,  return  t*  our  gods. 

That  honour  and  authority  which  dwells    "     "       •*' 

With  age,  all  plcafures  of  our  youth  exceli%  •  '       ' 

Obferve,  that  I  that  age  have  only  prais'd      •:.  ■■  .' 

Whofe  pillars  were  on  youth's  foundations  ftm'^j  •  ■     * 

And  that  (for  which  I  great  applaufe  receiv'd) 

Asa  true  maxim  hath  been  fince  bcliev'd.  ■■ 

That  moft  unhappy  age  great  pity  needs. 

Which  to  defend  itfelf  new  n»tter  pleads  i 

Not  from  grey  hairs  authority  doth  flow, 

Nor  from  bald  heads,  nor  from  a  wrinkled  brow. 

But  our  pall  life,  when  virtuouily  fpcnt, 

Muft  to  our  age  thole  happy  fruits  pivient. 

K  2  Thufe 
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Thofe  things  to  age  moll  honourable  are. 

Which  eafy,  common,  and  but  light  appear. 

Salutes,  confulting,  compliment,  refort, 

Crouding  attendance  to,  and  from  the  court : 

And  not  on  Ifjomt  alone  tins  honour  waits, 

But  on  all  civil  and  well-govem'd  ftates. 

Lyfander  pleading  in  his  city's  praiie. 

From  thence  his  ifanongeft  ai]gument  did  raife. 

That  Sparta  did  widi  honour  age  fupport. 

Paying  them  juft  rtfytSt  at  fiage,  and  court. 

But  at  proud  Athens  youth  did  age  out-face. 

Nor  at  the  plays  would  rife,  or  give  them  place* 

When  an  Athenian  ftranger  of  great  age 

Arriv'd  at  Sparu,  climbing  up  the  ftage, 

.To  him  the  whole  aflembly  rofe,  and  ran 

To  place  and  eaie  this  old  and  reverend  man. 

Who  thus  his  thanks  returns,  Th'  Athenians  know 

What's  to  be  done ;  but  what  they  know,  not  do. 

Here  our  great  lenate's  orders  I  may  quote. 

The  fiift  in  age  is  ftiU  the  firft  in  vote. 

Nor  honour,  nor  high  birth,  nor  great  command 

In  coinpetition  with  great  years  may  (bnd. 

Why  ihould  our  youth's  fhort  tranfient  pleafures  dare 

Wiih  age's  laiHng  honours  to  compare  ? 

On  the  world's  fiagc,  when  our  applaufe  grows  high. 

For  a6Hng  here  life's  tragic-omiedy. 

The  lookers-on  will  (ay  we  a£^  not  well, 

Unlefs  the  laft  the  former  icenes  excel : 

But  age  is  froward,  uneafy,  fcrutinous. 

Hard  to  be  pl^s'd,  and  parfimonious  s 

But 
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But  all  thofe  errors  from  our  manners  rifey 
Not  from  our  years ;  yet  fbme  morofities 
We  muft  expe£k  fince  jealoiify  belongs 
To  age,  of  fconiy  and  tender  ienfe  of  wrongs : 
Yet  thole  are  mollify'dy  or  not  diTcem^d, 
Where  civil  arts  and  manners  have  been  leam'd : 
So  the  Twins  humours,  in  our  Terence,  are 
Unlike,  this  harih  and  rude,  that  fmooth  And  fair. 
Our  nature  here  is  not  unlike  our  wine. 
Some  forts,  when  old,  continue  brifk  and  fine  i 
So  age*s  gravity  may  fccm  (evere, 
•  But  nothing  harlh  or  bitter  ought  t'  appear. 
Of  age's  avarice  I  cannot  (ee 
What  colour,  ground,  or  reaibn  there  (hould  be : 
Is  it  not  folly,  when  the  way  we  ride 
Js  fhort,  for  a  long  voyage  to  provide  ? 
To  avarice  fbme  title  youth  may  own. 
To  reap  in  autumn  what  the  fpring  had  fown  s 
And  with  the  providence  of  bees,  or  ants, 
Prevent  with  fummer's  plenty,  winter's  wants., 
But  age  fcarce  fows,  till  death  Hands  by  to  reap. 
And  to  a  Granger's  hand  transfers  the  heap  i  ^ 

Afraid  to  be  fo  once,  ihe  's  always  poor. 
And  to  avoid  a  mifchief  makes  it  fure. 
Such  madnefs,  as  for  fear  of  death  to  die^ 
Is,  to  be  poor  for  fear  of  poverty. 
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THE      FOURTH      PART. 

"Vr  O  W  againft  (that  which  terrifies  our  age) 
•*"^    The  laft,  and  greateft  grievance,  we  engage  ; 
To  her,  grim  death  appears  in  all  her  ihapes, 
The  hungry  grave  for  her  due  tribute  gapes. 
Fond,  foo}iih  man  !  with  fear  of  death  furpriz'd. 
Which  either  fhould  be  wifli'd  for,  or  deipis'd ; 
This,  if  our  fouls  with  bodies  death  deftroy  ; 
That,  if  our  fouls  a  fecond  life  enjoy. 
What  elfe  is  to  be  fear*d ;  when  we  fhall  gain 
Eternal  life,  or  have  no  fenfe  of  pain  ? 
The  youngeft  in  the  morning  are  not  fure, 
That  till  the  night  their  life  they  can  fecure, 
Their  age  ftands  more  expos*d  to  accidents 
Than  ours,  nor  common  care  their  fate  prevents  : 
Death*s  force  (with  terror)  againft  nature  ftrives, 
Kor  one  of  many  to  ripe  age  arrives. 
From  this  ill  fate  the  world's  diforders  rife. 
For  if  all  men  were  old  they  would  be  wife  ; 
Years  and  experience  our  forefathers  taught. 
Them  under  laws,  and  into  cities  brought : 
Why  only  ihould  the  fear  of  death  belong 
To  age,  which  is  as  common  to  the  young  ? 
Your  hopeful  brothers,  and  my  fon,  to  you 
(Scipio)  and  me,  this  maxim  makes  too  true  : 
But  vigorous  youth  may  his  gay  thoughts  ereft 
To  many  years,  which  age  muft  not  expe6k ; 

•     ■  '  But 
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^ut  when  he  fees  his  airy  hopes  deceiv'd; 

With  grief  he  fays,  Who  this  would  have  bcliev'd  > 

We  happier  are  rfvan  they,  who  but  defir'd 

To  poflefs  that,  which  we  long  fince  aoqukM. 

What  if  eur  age  to  Neftor*8  could  extend  ?  ' 

'Tis  vain  to  tlnnk  iliat  lafting;,  which  mufl:  eod  ; 

And  when  'tis  paft,  not  any-  part  remains 

Thereof,  but  the  reward  which  virtue  gains. 

Days,  months,  and  years,  Wee  running  waters  iftoW) 

Nor  what  is  paft,  nor  what  *«  to  come,  we  know  : 

Ova:  date,  how  fhort  fee'cr,  mtrfl  us  coiitent ; 

When  a  good  aotor  doth  his  part  prc&nt. 

In  every  a6l  he  our  attention  draws. 

That  at  the  laft  he  may  find  juft  app^auie ; 

So  (though  but  fhort)  yet  we  muft  learn  the  art 

Of  virtue,  on  this  ftage  to  aft  our  part ; 

True  wifdom  rauft  our  aftions  fo  diredt. 

Not  only  the  laft  plaudit  to  expeft : 

Yet  grieve  no  more,  though  long  that  part  ftiould  laft, 

Than  huft)andmcn,  becaufe  the  fpring  is  palft. 

The  fpring,  like  youth,  frclh  bloflbms  doth  produce. 

But  autumn  makes  them  ripe,  and  fit  foi  ufe : 

So  age  a  mature  mellowneis  dotii  fet 

On  the  green  promiies  of  youthful  heat. 

All  things  which  nature  did  ordain  are  good, 

And  fo  muft  be  neceiv'd  and  undex^ood. 

Age,  like  ripe  apples,  on  earth's  bofom  drops. 

While  force  our  youth,  like  fruits  untimely,  crops  ,* 

The  fparkliog  dame  of  our  warm  blood  expires. 

At  when  huge  ftreami  as«  pour'd  on  raging  fires } 

K  4  But 


136         DEN  HAM'S     POEMS. 

But  age  unforcM  falls  by  her  own  confenty 

As  coals  to  aihes,  when  the  fpirit  's  fpent ; 

Therefore  to  death  I  with  fuch  joy  refort, 

As  Teamen  from  a  tempeft  to  their  port. 

Yet  to  that  port  ourfeWes  we  muft  not  force. 

Before  our  pilot,  nature,  fleers  our  courfe. 

Let  us  the  cauies  of  our  fear  condenm, 

Then  death  at  his  i^proach  we  ihall  contemn. 

Though  to  our  heat  of  youth  our  age  leems  cold. 

Yet,  when  refolv'c|»  it  is  more  brave  and  bold. 

Thus  Solon  to  Pi0ratus  reply'd. 

Demanded,  on  what  fuccour  he  rely'd. 

When  with  $a  fcw  he  boldly  did  engage ; 

He  faid,  he  tpoK  ^s  courage  from  his  age. 

Then  deatji  iwiBs  \^elcome,  and  our  nature  kind. 

When  leaving  us  a  perfed  fenie  and  mind. 

She  (like  a  workman  in  his  fcience  ikilFd) 

Pulls  down  with  eafe,  what  her  own  hand  did  build* 

That  art  which  knew  to  join  all  parts  in  one. 

Makes  the  leaft  violent  reparation. 

Yet  though  ovr  ligaments  betimes  grow  weak, 

We  mu&  not  force  them  till  themfelves  they  break. 

Pythagoras  bids  us  in  our  dation  ftand. 

Till  God,  our  general,  ihall  us  dilband. 

Wife  Solon  dying,  wiih'd  his  friends  might  grieve. 

That  in  their  memories  he  fUU  might  live. 

Yet  wifer  Ennius  gave  command  to  all 

His  friends,  not  to  bewail  his  funeral  j 

Your  tears  for  fuch  a  death  in  vain  you  (pend. 

Which  ftrait  in  immortality  ihall  end. 
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In  death  if  there  be  any  fenfe  of  pain, 

But  a  ihort  fpace,  to  age  it  will  remain. 

On  which,  without  my  fears,  my  wiflies  wait. 

But  timorous  youth  on  this  ihould  meditate : 

Who  for  light  pleafure  this  advice  reje6b. 

Finds  little,  when  his  thoughts  he  recoUe£b. 

Our  death  (though  not  its  certain  date)  we  know  1 

Nor  whether  it  may  be  this  night,  or  no  : 

How  then  can  they  contented  live,  who  fear 

A  danger  certain  ?  and  none  knows  how  near. 

They  err,  who  for  the  fear  of  death  difpute. 

Our  gallant  actions  this  miftake  confute. 

Thee,  Brutus,  Rome's  firft  martyr  I  mufl  name. 

The  Curtii  bravely  div'd  the  gulph  of  flame  : 

Attilius  iacrific'd  himfelf,  to  (ave 

That  faith,  which  to  his  barbarous  foes  he  gave ; 

With  the  two  Scipio's  did  thy  uncle  fall, 

Rather  than  fly  from  conquering  Hannibal. 

Tlie  great  Marcellus  (who  reftored  Rome) 

His  greateft  foes  with  honour  did  intomb. 

Their  lives  how  many  of  our  legions  threw 

Into  the  breach  ?  whence  no  return  they  knew  : 

Mufl  then  the  wife,  the  old,  the  learned,  fear 

What  not  the  rude,  the  young,  th'  unlcam'd  forbear  > 

Satiety  finom  all  things  elfe  doth  come. 

Then  life  muft  to  itfelf  grow  wearifbme. 

Thofe  trifles  wherein  children  take  delight 

Grow  nauicous  to  the  young  man's  appetite; 

And  from  thoic  gaieties  our  youth  requires 

To  cxcrciie  their  minds,  our  age  retires* 

And 
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And  when  the  laft  delights  of  ago  ftiaii  die. 
Life  in  itfelf  will  find  fatiety. 
Now  youy  my  friends,  my  fenfe  of  death  ihall  hcar^ 
Which  I  can  well  defcribe,  for  he  (fends  near. 
Your  father  Laeliui,  and  your*s  Scipio, 
My  friends,  and  men  of  honour,  I  did  know ; 
As  certainly  as  we  muft  die,  they  live 
That  life  which  juftly  may  that  name  receive : 
Till  from  thefc  prifons  of  our  fle(h  released,  ' 

Our  fouls  with  heavy  burdens  lie  oppreis'd  ; 
Which  part  of  man  from  heaven  failing  downn. 
Earth,  in  her  low  abyfs,  dodi  hide  and  drown, 
A  place  fo  dark  to  the  coeledial  light. 
And  pure  eternal  fire's  quite  oppofite. 
The  Gods  through  human  bodies  did  difperfe 
An  heavenly  foul,  to  guide  this  univeHe ; 
That  man,  when  he  of  heavenly  bodies  faw 
The  order,  might  from  thence  a  pattern  draw : 
Nor  this  to  me  did  my  own  di£iates  (how, 
But  to  the  old  philofophers  I  owe. 
I  heard  Pythagoras,  and  tho(e  who  came 
With  him,  and  from  our  country  took  their  name  r 
Who  never  doubted  but  the  beams  divine, 
Deriv'd  from  Gods,  in  mortal  breaiis  did  (hine. 
Nor  from  my  knowledge  did  the  ancients  hide 
What  Socrates  declared,  the  hour  he  dy'd  j 
He  th'  immortality  of  ibuls  proclaim 'd, 
(Whom  th'  oracle  of  mea  the  wi&ft  nam*d) 
Why  (hould  we  doubt  of  that,  whereof  our  ienic 
Finds  demonftr^tion  from  expexience  i 
'    »  Our 
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Our  minds  arc  here,  and  there,  below,  above  $  ' 

Nothing  that 's  mortal  can  fo  fwifdy  move. 

Our  thoughts  to  future  things  their  flight  dhx&f 

And  in  an  inilant  all  that  *s  paA  collect* 

Reafon»  remembrance,  wit,  inventive  art. 

No  nature,  but  immortal,  can  impart. 

Man's  foul  in  a  perpetual  nK)tion  flows, 

And  to  no  outward  caufe  that  motion  owes ; 

And  therefore  that,  no  end  can  overtake, 

Becaule  our  minds  cannot  themielves  forfake. 

And  lince  the  matter  of  our  foul  is  pure. 

And  Ample,  whivfh  no  mixture  can  endure 

Of  parts,  which  not  among  themfelves  agree  s 

Therefore  it  never  can  divided  be. 

And  nature  (hews  (without  philofophy) 

What  cannot  be  divided,  cannot  die. 

We  cv'n  in  early  infancy  difcem. 

Knowledge  is  bom  with  babes  before  they  learn ; 

Ere  they  can  fpeak,  they  find  fo  many  ways 

To  ferve  their  turn,  and  fee  more  arts  than  days  : 

Before  their  thoughts  they  plainly  can  expreis. 

The  words  and  things  they  know  are  numberleis. 

Which  nature  only,  and  no  art  could  find. 

But  what  flie  taught  before,  flie  call'd  to  mind, 

Thefe  te  his  fons  (as  Xenophon  records) 

Of  the  great  Cyrus  were  the  dying  words  j 

**  Fear  not  when  I  depart  (nor  therefore  mourn) 

**  I  fliall  be  no  where,  or  to  nothing  turn  : 

**  That  foul,  which  gave  me  life,  was  ieen  by  none, 

^*  Yet  by  the  a£ticmt  it  defign*d|  was  known ; 

«<  And 
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'^  And  though  its  flight  no  mortal  eye  fhail  ice, 

"  Yet  know,  for  ever  it  the  fame  (hall  be. 

**  That  fouly  which  can  immortal  glory  gire^ 

**  To  her  own  virtues  muft  for  ever  live. 

**  Can  you  believe,  that  man's  all-knowing  mind 

*'  Can  to  a  mottal  body  be  confin'd  ? 

•*  Though  a  foul  foolilh  priibn  her  immure 

"  On  earth,  (he  (when  efcap'd)  is  wife,  and  pure, 

"  Man's  body,  when  diflblv'd,  is  but  the  fame 

**  With  beafts,  and  mufl  return  from  whence  it  came ; 

**  But  whence  into  our  bodies  reafon  flows, 

•*  None  fees  it,  when  it  comes,  or  i;^here  it  goes, 

*^  Nothing  reiembles  death  fo  much  as  fleep,  ^ 

•*  Yet  then  our  minds  themfelvcs  from  flumber  keep.  ^ 

**  When  from  their  fleflily  bondage  they  are  free, 

•'  Then  what  divine  and  future  things  they  fee  !         ' ' 

•*  Which  makes  it  moft  apparent  whence  they  are,- 

**  And  what  they  Ihall  hereafter  be,  declare." 

This  noble  fpeech  the  dying  Cyrus  made. 

Me,  Scipio,  fliall  no  argument  perfuade, 

Thy  grandflre,  and  his  brother,  to  whom  Fame 

Gave,  from  two  conquer'd  parts  o'  th'  world,  th^r  name. 

Nor  thy  great  grandfire,  nor  thy  father  Paul, 

Who  fell  at  Cannae  againft  Hannibal ; 

Nor  I  (for  'tis  permitted  to  the  ag'd 

To  boail  their  a£Hons)  had  fo  oft  engaged 

In  battles,  and  in  pleadings,  had  we  thought,  '- 

That  only  Fame  our  virtuous  afHons  bought ; 

'Twere  better  in  foft  pleafure  and  rcpoic 

Inglorioufly  our  peaceful  eyes  to  clofe  x 

Some 
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Some  high  afTurance  hath  pofTeft  my  mind, 
After  my  death  an  happier  life  to  find. 
Unlefs  our  (buls  from  the  immortals  came. 
What  end  have  we  to  (eek  immortal  fame  ? 
Ail  virtuous  fpirits  Ibme  fuch  hope  attends. 
Therefore  the  wife  his  days  with  pleafure  ends. 
The  fooliih  and  ihort-figfated  die  with  iSear, 
That  diey  go  no  where,  or  they  know  not  where. 
The  wife  and  virtuous  foul,  with  clearer  eyes. 
Before  ihe  parts,  fbme  happy  port  defcries. 
My  friends,  your  fathers  I  fhall  furely  fee  1 
Nor  only  thofe  I  lov*d,  or  who  lov'd  me  ; 
But  fuch  as  before  ours  did  end  their  days; 
Of  whom  we  hear,  and  read,  and  write  their  praife. 
This  I  believe :  for  were  I  on  my  way, 
None  fhould  perfuade  me  to  return,  or  flay : 
Should  iome  god  tell  me,  that  I  fhould  be  bom^ 
And  cry  again,  his  offer  I  would  fcom  1 
Afham'd,  when  I  have  ended  well  my  race^ 
To  be  led  back  to  my  firft  fbrting-place. 
And  fince  widi  life  we  are  more  griev'd  than  joy*df 
We  fhould  be  either  fadsfy'd  or  cloy'd : 
Yet  will  I  not  my  length  of  days  deplore. 
As  many  wife  and  leam'd  have  done  before  1 
Nor  can  I  think  fuch  life  in  vain  is  lent, 
Which  for  our  country  and  our  friends  is  ^nt« 
Hence  from  an  inn,  not  from  my  home  I  pafsy 
Since  nature  meant  us  here  no  dwelling-place. 
Happy  when  I,  ham  this  turmoil  fet  free. 
That  peaceful  and  divine  aflembly  fee : 

Ngt 
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Not  only  thdfe  I  nun'd  I  thest  ihaU  greet. 
But  my  own  gallaat,  Yirtooiis  Cato  meet. 
Nor  did  I  weep^  ^^v^i^  ^  ^  sihes  tvni'd 
His  belov'd  boly>  yAi»  fltoold  mine  have  bum'd. 
I  in  my  thotigto  bdwiid  his  fool  afcead. 
Where  bU  ftxc  hopcis  omr  interview  atcend  i 
Then  ceafe  to  wonder  thalt  I  feel  bo  gtief 
From  agft,  which  is  of  my  delists  the  chkf  . 
My  hopes^  if  this  Bflirisance  both  dcceiv'dy 
(That  I  man*f  fbnl  iaunortal  have  bcliev'^j) 
And  if  I  err,  no  power  Aoll  difpoScb 
My  thoughts  of  that  expe£^ed  happuidHi. 
Though  fome  minute  pfailofopher?  ptetcnd. 
That  widi  our  days  ouir  pains  and  pleaicures  end. 
If  it  be  {o,  I  hold  the  ^er  fide. 
For  none  of  dicm  my  error  Ihall  .decide. 
And  if  heieafittr  na  rewaids  appear. 
Yet  virtue  hath  itfelf  rewarded  hcFC, 
If  thofe,  who  this  opinion  have  dcipfsM, 
And  their  whole  life  to  plcalure  facrific'd, 
ShouHT  feelr  their  error,  they,  when  undfeceiv'd, 
Too  late  will  wilh,  that  me  they  had  believ'd. 
If  fouls  no  immortality  obtain, 
'Tis  fit  our  bodks  flkcmld  be  Oot  of  pain*. 
The  fame  uncaiinefs  which  every  thing 
Gives  to  mHT  n»fui«,^  life  muft  alfo  bring* 
Good  adb,  if  long,  ktm  tedioti» ;  fo  i»  age, 
A£ling  too  long  apon  this  earth  her  fiage. 
Thus  much  for  age^.  to  which  whe»  you  arrive. 
That  joy  to  you,  .wcbicto  it  gives  ney  'tiiviU  give. 

CO] 
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THE  BRITISH  PRINCES. 

WtlAT  mighty  gale  hath  r^'sM  a  fli^htfo  ftrong  ? 
So  high  above  all  vulgar  eyes?  fo  long ? 
One  (ingle  rapture  fcarce  itfelf  confines 
Witilvn  ^e  lmit$  of  €oi«r  4iou|»n4  Uncs^ 
And  yet  I  hope  to  fee  this  noble  heat  j-' 

Continue,  till  it  makes  the  pitce  conipleat» 
That  to  the  latter  age  i^  may  defcend. 
And  to  the  end  of  time  its  beams  jexJbenS*  , 
When  poefy  joins  profit  with  delight. 
Her  images  ihould  be  moft  ex^uiiite,  i% 

S i nee  man  to  that  perie^Uon  cannQt moTq^ 
Of  always  virtuoxu»  fortunate^  and  wife ;  *  ^ 

Therefore  the  patterns  n;kaD  (hould  imitate 
Above  the  life  our  mailers  ihould  creatt* 
Herein y  if  we  confuit  with  Greece  and  Romc^  a  j 

Greece  (as  in  war)  byJRome  was  oveccome) 
Though  mighty  rapturas  we  in  Homer  £ndj 
Yet,  like  -l^imfeJf, .  l^s  dxaraders  w^re  blind  t 
Virgil's  fublimed  eyes  jiot  only  gaz'd, 
Blit  his  fublimed  thou^h^  to  Heansen  were  rak*4*    .^^ 
Who  reads  the  hooowrs  which  he  paid  the  ^focisy 
Would  thiok  he  ha4  beheld  xheir  bleft  abodes  | 
.  D$v^HA^/^  •K  9  AaC 
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Avkdi  t^at  his  hero  might  accompliihM  bci 

From  divine  blood  he  draws  his  pedigree. 

From  that  great  judge  your  jlidgment  takes  its  law,  '9^ 

And  by  the  beft  original  does  draw 

Bondfica*s  honour,  with  thofe  heroes  Time 

Had  in  oblivion  wrapt,  his  faucy  crime ; 

To't  thiin  and  to  your  nation  you  are  juft» 

In  raifing  up  their  glories  from  the  duft  §  ^a 

And  to  Old  England  you  that. right  have  done. 

To  (k^t  no  ftory  nobler  than  her  own. 

ELEGY   ON    THE   I>EAT» 
o   F 

HENRY  LORD  HASTINGS.. 

1650. 

RE  AD£R>  preferve  thy  peace ;  thofe  bufy  eyes 
WiH  weep  at  their  own  fad  difcoveries  j 
"When  every  line  they  add  improves  thy  lofs, 
Till,  having  viewed  the  whole,  they  fum  a  crofsj 
Such  as  derides  thy  pailtons*  beft  relief;  ^ 

And  fcorns  the  fuccoum  of  thy  eafy  grief. 
Yet,  left  thy  ignorance  betray  thy  name 
Of  man  aiid  pious,  read  and  mourn  :  the  (hamc 
Of  an  exemption,  from  juftfenfe,  doth  fhew 
Irhitional,  beyond  excefs  of  woe.  Jfj 

Since  reafon,  then,  can  privilege  a  tear> 
Mnnhoo^tf  uncenfvr'd^  pay  that  tribute  herci 
,^  Upon. 
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Upon  this  noble  urn.     Hcre»  here  remains 

Puft  far  more  precious  than  in  Indians  veint  s 

Within  thcfe  cold  embraces,  ravilh^d,  lie»  i^ 

That  which  compleats  the  age*s  t]prannies  i 

Who  weak  to  fach  another  HI  appear,. 

For  what  deftroys  our  hope,  fecures  our  fear. 

What  fin  unexpiated,  in  this  land 

Of  groans,  hath  guided  fo  fcvert  a  hand  ?  ta 

The  late  great  vi£^im  *  that  your  altars  knew, 

Yv  angry  gods,  might  haye  excusM  this  newr 

Oblation,  and  have  fpar'd  one  lofty  lighc 

Of  virtue,  to  inform  our  fteps  aright  f  i 

By  whofe  example  good,  condemned  wt  95 

Might  have  run  on  to  kinder  deftiny. 

But,  as  the  leader  of  the  herd  fell  Brfk 

A  facrifice,  to  quench  the  raging  thirft 

Of  inflamM  vengeance  for  paft  crimes  ;  fo  none 

But  this  white-fiatted  youngling  could. atone,  30 

By  his  untimely  fate,  that  impious  fmoke, 

That  fullied  earth,  and  did  Hearen^s  pity  choak. 

Let  it  fuffice  for  us,  that  we  have  loft 

In  him,  more  than  the  widowM  world  can  boaA 

In  any  lump  of  her  remaining  clay.  35^ 

Fair  as  the  grey-eyM  mom  he  was }  the  day. 

Youthful,  and  climbing  upwards  ftill,  imparts 

No  hafte  like  that  of  his  increafing  parts  j 

I»ike  the  meridian  beam,  his  virtue's  light. 

Was  feeoi  as  full  of  comfort,  and  as  bright*  i^ 
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Had  his  noon  been'itfii^d  « jdear— but  fae> 

That  only  wanted  ioimortality-  ^ 

Tk>  make  him  perfod,  nonv  ftd)mit0-to  niglil^ 

In  the  black:  boioRi  af'whofe  fsble  ^lte» 

He  leaves  a  cloud  «f  fl«ih  befaiftdt  and  'flic%  4| 

^efin'dy  aid  rty. and  glory,  to^eftJM^ 

Great  faint  I  fhine  there  in  in  •eternal  ij^Kpe, 
And  tell  thoib  fownen  to  wkom  thou  now  draw'ft  near* 
That  by  o«ritre«d)ling ienfe,  in  Hastings  d«ady , 
Their  angar  sod  our  ug)y  i»«lt»  we  jMad  i  f# 

The  fliort  lineB  of  who^  lifif  did  to  our  eyes 
7heir  love  and  ma^eftj  epiAoBibie* 
Hell  them,  whofeiAeni  dscroes  imfofe  our  law«i« 
The  feafted  grave,  nay  doCb  her  koUow  jawf  4 
Though  fin  fearclL  nature,  to  pnoiride  Jher  here  ^ 

A  fecond  entertaiMiie«|t'ha^f  ib  dear. 
She'll  Donr  meet^  ^Aauty  like  this  fae^rfe^ 
V^Il  Tlme^refeiiit  her  with  the  Umverfc. 
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TO    THE    REVEREND 

DR.        W    I    L    K    I    N    S, 

WARDEN    OF    WADHAM    COLLEGE    IN    OXFORD. 

SIR,  ^  , 

OfeEING  you  are  plcafed  to  think  fit  that  thefe 
^  fkjpers  fhould  come  into  the  public,  which  were  at 
firft  defigned  to  live  only  in  a  deik,  or  fome^  private 
friend's  hands ;  I  humbly  take  the  boldnefs  to  commit 
them  to  the  fecurity  which  your  name  '^nd  proteftion 
will  give  them  with  the  moft  knowing  part  of  the  world. 
There  are  t^vo  things  elpecially  in  which  they  (land  in 
need  of  your  defence  :  one  is,  tfiat  they  fall  fo  infinitely 
below  the  full  and  lofty  genius  of  that  excellent  poet, 
who  made  this  way  of  writing  free  of  our  nation  :  the 
other,  that  they  are  fo  little  proportioned  and  equal  to 
the  renown  of  that  prince,  on  whom  they  were  written. 
Such  great  aftions  and  lives  dcferving  rather  to  be  the 
fubjefls  of  the  nobleft  pens  and  divine  fancies,  than 
of  fuch  fmall  beginners  and  weak  eflayers  in  poetry 
as  myfclf.  Againft  thefe  dangerous  prejudices,  there 
remains  no  other  Ihicld,  than  the  univerfal  eftecm 
and  authority  which  your  judgment  and  approbation 
canies  with  it.  The  right  you  have  to  them.  Sir, 
is  not  only  on  the  account  of  the  relation  you  had 
to  this  great  perfon,  nor  of  the  general  favour 
which  all  arts  receive  from  you;  but  more  particu- 
L  z  larly 


«4«  DEDICATION. 

!arly  by  reafon  of  that  obligation  and  zeal  with  which 
I  am  bound  t©  dedicate  myfelf  to  your  fervice  :  for 
having  been  a  long  time  the  objeft  of  your  care 
and  indulgence  towards  the  advantage  of  my  fhidies 
and  fortune,  having  been  moulded  as  it  were  by  your 
own  hands,  and  formed  under  your  government,  not 
to  entitle  you  to  any  thing  which  my  meannefs  pro- 
duces, would  not  only  be  injuilice,  but  facrilege  :  fo 
diat  if  there  be  any  thing  here  tolerably  faid,  whkh 
deierves  pardon,  it  is  yours,  Sir,  as  well  a$  ht^ 
who  i»» 

Your  mofl  devoted, 

and  obliged  fervant,        ' 

THO.    SPRAT. 


r* 
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P  O  E  MS 

BY     BISHOP     SPRAT. 


TO         T    H    « 

UAPVit  MEMORY   OF   THE    LATE 

LORD      PROTECTOR. 


•'T'lS  true,  great  name,  diou  art  fecure 

-^    From  the  forgetfulnefs  and  rage 
Of  death,  or  enty,  or  devouring  age  ; 
Thou  canft  the  force  and  teeth  of  time  endure  t 
Thyftme,  like  men,  ihe  elder  it  doth  grow. 

Will  of  itfttf  mm  whiter  too. 

Without  what  nccdlefft  art  can  do ; 
Will  livf  iKyond  thy  breath,  beyond  thy  hearfe, 
TlMDgh  it  mn  never  heard  oir  fung  in  Terfe. 

Without  our  help,  thy  memory  is  fiiff  s 

They  only  want  an  epitaph, 

That  do  remain  alone 

Alive  in  an  infeiiption, 
Remember'd  only  on  the  bcsfi,  or  mtoMit^^aoe, 

L  3  .  *Ti% 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  what  we  can  do : 

All  our  rofes  and  perfumes 

Will  but  officious  folly  (how. 

And  pious  nothings  to  fuch  mighty  tendsr. 

All  our  incenfe,  gums  and  balm. 

Are  but  unneceflary  duties  here  : 

The  poets  may  their  fpices  ipare, 
Their  coftly  numbers,  and  their  tuneful  feet : 
That  need  not  be  embalmed,  which  of  itfelf  is  fweet : 

n. 

We  know  to  praife  thee  is  a  dangerous  proof 

Of  our  obedience  and  our  love  : 
^For  vrheti  the  fun  and  fire  meet,  ^ 

The  one  's  extinguifh'd  quite  j 
And  yet  the  other  never  is  more  bright. 

So  they  that  write  of  thee,  and  join 

Their  feeble  names  with  thine  ; 
Their  weaker  fparks  with  thy  ilhiftrious  light. 

Will  lofe  themfelves  in  that  ambitious  thought; 

And  yet  no  fame  to  thee  from  hence  be  brought. 

We  know,  blefs'd  fpirit,  thy  mighty  name 

Wants  no  addition  of  another's  beam  j 

It  *s  for  our  pens  too  high,  and  full  of  theme  : 
The  Mufcs  are  made  great  by  thee,  not  thou  by  then^ 

Thy  fame's  eternal  lamp  will  live,    - 

And  in  thy  facred  urn  furvive, 
Without  the  food  of  oil,  which  we  can  give. 
'Tis  true ;  but  yet  our  duty  calls  our  fongs  j 

Duty  commands  our  tosgues : 

Though 
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Though  thou  want  not  our  praifes,  we 
Are  not  excus'd  for  what  we  owe  to  thee  j 

For  fo  men  from  religion  are  not  freed. 
But  fiom  the  altars  cloyds  muft  rife, 
I'hough  heaven  itfelf  doth  nothing  need,  •  -     • 

And  though  the  gods  don't  want  an  earthly  (acrifice. 

III. 

Great  life  of  wonders,  whofe  each  year 

Full  of  new  miracles  did  appear  !  . , 

Whofc  every  month  might  be 

Alone  a  phronicle,  or  hiftory ! 

Others  j  reat  aftions  are 

But  thinly  fcattcr'd  here  and  there  j 

At  heft,  but  all  one  fingle  ftar ; 

But  thine  the  milky-way, 
All  one  continued  light,  of  undiftiaguifh*d  day : 
They  throng'd  fo  clofe,  that  nought  elfe  could  be  feen. 

Scarce  any  common  Iky  did  come  between : 

What  fliall  I  fay,  or  where  begin  ? 
Thou  may'ft  in  double  Ihapes  be  fhown. 
Or  in  tliy  arms,  or  in  thy  gown  ; 
Like  Jove,  fbmctlme's  with  warlike  thunder,  and 
Sometimes  with  peaceful  fceptre  in  his  hand ; 

Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  throne. 
In  what  thy  head,  or  what  thy  arm  hath  done. 

All  that  thou  didft  was  fo  rcfinM, 

So  full  of  fubflance,  and  fo  firongly  join'd. 

So  pure,  fo  weighty  gold, 

L  4  That 
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That  the  leaft  grain  of  it. 

If  fully  fpread  and  beat, 
Would  many  leaves  and  mighty  volumes  hold* 

IV. 
Before  thy  aane  was  publiih'd,  and  whilft  yet 

Tbou  only  to  thyfelf  wert  great, 

Whilft  yet  the  happy  bud 

Was  not  quite  feen  or  underftood. 
It  then  fure  iigns  of  future  greatnefs  ihew'd  : 

Then  thy  domeftic  worth 

Did  tell  the  world  what  it  would  be, 

When  it  fhould  fit  occafion  fee. 
When  a  full  fpring  fhould  call  it  forth: 
As  bodies  in  the  dark  and  night 
Have  the  fame  codours,  the  fame  red  and  white^ 

As  in  the  open  day  and  light; 

The  fun  doth  only  Ihew 
That  they  are  bright,  not  make  them  (b» 
So  whilft  but  private  walls  did  know 
What  we  to  fuch  a  mighty  mind  (hould  owe. 

Then  the  fame  virtues  did  appear, 
Though  in  a  lefs  and  more  contraf^ed  (phere, 
As  full,  though  not  as  large  as  ftnce  they  were : 

And,  like  great  rivers'  fountains,  though 

At  firft  fo  deep  thou  didft  not  go : 
Though  then  thine  was  not  fo  enlarged  a  flood; 
Yet  when  *twas  little,  'twas  as  clear,  as  good. 

V. 
'Tis  true  thou  was  not  bom  unto  a  crown, 
^    Thy  fceptre's  not  thy  father's,  but  thy  ovpa.  r 

Thy 


Thy  purple  was  not  made  at  once  in  hafttf  - 

But  after  many  other  coloun  pafty 

It  took  the  deepeft  priooely  dye  at  laft. 

Thou  didft  bq;in  with  kfler  caietf 

And  piiMttc  dioti^^htt  tooK  Vjp  laf  pnntc  jcan-s  . 

Thofe  hands  which  were  oidaia'd  by  fates 

To  change  die  world  and  alter  ftatei^ 

Pn^s'd  at  firft  dot  vaft  defign 
On  meaner  tluags  with  equal  mien. 
That  foul  which  fhould  fo  many  fccptres  iwaj^ 

To  whom  fe  many  kingdoms  ihonld  obey, 
Leam'd  firft  to  rule  in  a  domefiic  way : 
So  government  idUf  began 

From  fandly,  and  Angle  man. 
Was  by  the  fmall  relation  firft 

Of  huiband  and  of  father  nurs'd. 
And  from  du)fe  lefs  beginnings  paft. 
To  fpttad  itfelf  o'er  all  the  world  at  laft. 

VI. 
But  when  diy  country  (then  almdft  enthrall'd) 
Thy  virtue  and  diy  coange  calPd ; 

When  England  did  diy  arms  intreat. 
And  't  had  been  fin  in  thee  not  to  be  gitat : 

When  every  ftream,  and  every  flood, 
Was  a  true  vein  of  eaxthy  and  run  with  blood : 

When  unut'd  arms,  and  unknown  war, 

Fill'd  every  place,  and  every  ear; 
When  the  great  ftorms  and  difinal  nig^t 

OiditUthelaadaiEn^i 
'T^  time  for  thee  tb  biiiig  forth  all  our  li^. 

'-  Thou 
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Thou  Icft'ft  thy  more  delightful  peace, 

Thy  private  life  and  better  eafe  ; 
Then  down  thy  fteei  and  armour  took, 
Wiihing  that  it  ftiU  hung  upon  the  hook  : 
When  death  had  got  a  large  commifiion  out. 
Throwing  the  arrows  and  her  fting  about ; 
Then  thou  (as  once  the  healing  ferpent  rofe) 

Waft  lifted  up,  not  for  thyfelf  but  us. 

VII. 

Thy  country  wounded  was,  and  (ick,  before 

Thy  wars  and  arms  did  her  reftore  r 

Thou  knew'ft  where  the  difeafe  did  lie, 

And  like  the  cure  of  fympathy, 

The  ftrong  and  certain  remedy 

Unto  the  weapon  didft  apply  j 
Thou  didft  not  draw  the  fword,  and  (b 

Away  the  fcabbard  throw, 

As  if  thy  country  fhou'd 

Be  the  inheritance  of  Mars  and  blood  : 
But  that,  when  the  great  work  was  fpun. 

War  in  itfelf  (hould  be  undone  : 
That  peace  might  land  again  upon  the  fhore. 

Richer  and  better  than  before  : 

TThe  hulbandmen  no  fteel  fhall  know. 

None  but  the  ufeful  iron  of  the  plow  5 

That  bays  might  creep  on  every  fpear : 

And  though  our  fky  was  overfpread 

With  a  deftru6tive  red, 
•Twas  but  till  thou  our  fun  didft  in  full  light  appear. 

VIII 
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VIII. 
When  Ajax  dy*d,  the  purple  blood, 

That  from  his  gaping  wound  had  flow^d^ 
Tum*d  into  letter,  every  leaf 
Had  on  it  wrote  his  epitaph :  " 

So  from  that  crimfon  flood , 

Which  thou  by  fate  of  times  wert  led 
Unwillingly  to  Ihed, 

Letters  and  learning  rofe,  and  arts  renew'd : 
Thou  fought'ft,  not  out  of  envy,  hope,  or  hate. 

But  to  refine  the  church  and  ftate ; 

And  like  the  Romans,  whatever  thou 

In  the  field  of  Mars  didft  mow. 
Was,  that  a  holy  iiland  hence  might  gn>w» 
Thy  wars,  as  rivers  raifed  by  a  fliower. 
Which  welcome  clouds  do  pour. 
Though  they  at  firft  may  feem 
To  carry  all  away  with  an  enraged  ftream  ; 

Yet  did  not  happen  that  they  might  deftroy,. 

Or  the  better  parts  annoy : 

But  all  the  filth  and  mud  to  fcour^ 

And  leave  behind  another  (lime. 
To  give  a  birth  to  a  more  happy  power* 

IX. 
In  fields  unconquer'd,  and  fo  well 

Thou  didfl  in  battles  and  in  arms  excel; 

That  ficely  arms  themfelvcs  might  be 

Worn  out  in  war  as  foon  as  thee ; 
Succefs  fo  clofe  upon  thy  troops  did  wait. 
As  if  thou  firH  hadil  conquer'd  fate  i 

As 
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As  if  uncertain  viftoiy 

Had  been  firft  o'ercome  by  thee  ; 
As  if  her  wiixgs  were  clipt,  and  could  not  flee, 

Whilft  thou  didft  only  fcrve. 
Before  thou  hadft  vfh»  firft  diou  didfl  deferve. 

Others  by  thee  did  great  dungs  do^ 
Triumph'dft  thyfietf y  and  mad'ft  them  triumph  too ; 

Though  they  above  thee  did  appear. 
As  yet  in  a  more  large  and  higher  Sphere : 
Thou,  ^  great  Sun,  gay'il  light  to  every  ftar  t 

Thyfelf  an  army  wert  alone. 

And  mighty  tr^tops  contain'd  in  one. 
Thy  only  fword  did  guard  the  land, 
Like  that  which,  flaming  in  the  angel's  hand,- 

From  men  God's  garden  did  defend ; 

But  yet  thy  fword  did  more  than  his, 
Not  only  guarded,  but  did  make  this  land  a  paradiic. 


Thou  fought'ft  not  to  be  high  or  great. 

Nor  for  a  fceptre.  or  a  crown. 

Or  ermin,  purple,  or  the  throne  i 
But  as  the  v^ftal  heat. 
Thy  fire  was  kindled  from  above  alone  : 

Religion  putting  on  dvy  ihield 

Brought  liice  vidorious  to  the  field. 
Thy  arms,  like  thofe  which  ancient  heroes  wore. 

Were  given  by  the  God  thou  didft  adore : 

And  all  the  fwords  thy  armies  had. 

Were  on  an  heairtidy  anvil  made ; 

Not 
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Not  intcrcft,  or  any  weak  deGie 
Of  rule  or  empire,  did  chy  mind  tn^nre  e 
Thy  valour  like  the  holy  fire, 
Which  did  before  the  Periian  armies  go, 
Liv'd  in  the  camp#  and  yet  was  firered  too : 

Thy  mighty  fword  anticipates. 
What  was  deferv'd  by  heaven  and  thole  bleft  ieatt^ 
And  makes  the  church  trhimphant  here  below. 

XL 

Though  .fortune  did  hang  on  thy  fword. 
And  did  obey  thy  mi^ty  word ; . 
Though  fortune,  for  thy  iide  and  thee. 
Forgot  her  lov'd  inconfiancy  ; 

Amidil  thy  arms  and  trophies  thou 

Were  valiant  and  gentle  too ; 

Wound'ft  thyfelf,  when  thou  didft  kill  diy  foe. 
Like  fleel,  when  it  much  work  has  paft, 
That  which  was  rough  does  ihine  at  laft. 
Thy  arms  by  being  oftener  us'd  did  finoother  giXFW. 

Nor  did  thy  battles  make  thee  proud  or  high. 
Thy  conqueft  rais'd  the  (bte,  not  thee : 
Thou  overcam'ft  thyfelf  in  every  vi^ry. 
As  when  the  fun  in  a  dire£ber  line 
Upon  a  poliih'd  golden  ihield  doth  ihine. 

The  ihield  refle6b  imto  the  fun  again  his  light  t 

So  when  the  heavens  imiPd  on  thee  in  fight ; 
When  thy  propitious  God  had  lent 
Succefs  and  vi£b)ry  to  thy  tent ; 

To  heaven  again  the  vi£lory  was  ient, 

XlL 
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XII. 

England,  till  thou  didft  comey 

Confin'd  her  valour  home  ; 
Then  our  own  rocks  did  fiand 
Bounds  to  our  fame  as  well  as  land. 
And  were  to  us  as  well 
As  to  our  enemies  unpaflable : 
We  were  alham'd  at  what  we  read. 
And  blufh'd  at  what  our  fathers  did, 
Becauie  we  came  fo  far  behind  the  dead. 
The  Britiih  lion  hung  his  main,  and  droop'd. 
To  (lavery  and  burden  ftoop'd, 
With  a  degenerate  deep  and  fear 
Lay  in  his  den,  and  languiih'd  there  s 

At  whofe  leaft  voice  before, 
A  trembling  echo  ran  through  every  fhore, 

Aird  Ihook  the  world  at  every  roar  : 
Thou  his  fubdued  courage  didft  reftore. 
Sharpen  his  claws,  and  from  his  eyes 
Mad'ft  the  fame  dreadful  lightning  rife  ,• 
Mad'ft  him  again  affright  the  neighbouring  floods. 
His  mighty  thunder  founds  through  all  the  woods  : 
Thou  haft  our  military  fame  redeem*d. 
Which  was  loft,  or  clouded  feem*d  : 
Nay,  more,  heaven  did  by  thee  beftow 
On  us,  at  once  an  iron  age,  and  happy  too. 

XIII. 
Till  thou  command'ft,  that  azure  chain  of  waves, 
Which  nature  round  about  us  fent. 

Made  us  to  every  pirate  (laves. 
Was  rather  burden  dian  an  ornaments 

Thofe 
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Thofc  fields  of  fea,  that  waih'd  our  Ihores, 
Were  plowed  and  reap*d  by  other  hands  than  ours  : 
To  usy  the  liquid  mafs, 
Which  doth  about  us  run, 
As  it  is  to  the  fun, 
Only  a  bed  to  deep  on  was  : 
And  not  as  now  a  powerful  throne. 
To  Ihake  and  (way  the  world  thereon. 
Our  princes  in  their  hand  a  globe  did  fhew. 
But  not  a  perfeft  one, 
Comp08*d  of  earth  and  water  too. 
But  thy  commands  the  floods  obey'd. 
Thou  all  the  wildemefs  of  water  fway'd : 
Thou  didft  not  only  wed  the  fea. 
Not  make  her  equal,  but  a  (lave  to  thee. 
Neptune  himfelf  did  bear  thy  yoke, 
Stoop'd,  and  trembled  at  thy  ftroke  : 
He  that  ruled  all  the  main, 
Acknowledged  thee  his  fovereign  : 
And  now  the. conquered  fea  doth  pay 
More  tribute  to  thy  Thames  than  that  unto  the  fea. 

XIV. 
'Till  now  our  valour  did  ourfelves  more  hurt; 
Our  wounds  to  other  nations  were  a  (port } 
And  as  the  earth,  our  land  produced 
Iron  and  fteel,  which  ihould  to  tear  ourielves  be  us'd  2 
Our  ilrength  within  itfelf  did  break. 
Like  thundering  cannons  crack. 
And  kilPd  thole  that  were  near, 
While  th'  enemies  iecur'd  and  untouched  were. 

Bus 
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But  now  our  trumpets  thou  haft  made  to  found 

Againft  their  enemies  walls  in  foreign  ground ; 
,  And  yet  no  echo  back  to  us  returning  found, 

England  is  now  the  happy  peaceful  ifle. 
And  all  the  world  the  while 

Is  exerdfing  arms  and  wars 

Witfi  foreign  or  inteftine  jars. 
The  torch  extinguifh'd  here>  we  lent  to  others  oil. 

We  give  to  al),  yet  know  ouHelves  no  fear; 

We  reach  the  flame  of  ruin  and  of  death. 

Where'er  we  pleaie  our  fwords  t'  uniheatfay 
Whilft  we  in  <!alm  and  temperate  regions  breathe  t 

Like  ta.tbe  fun,  wfaofe  heat  is  hurPd 
Through  every  comer  of  the  world  5 
Whofe  flam^  through  all  the  air  doth  go» 
And  yet  the  fun  himfelf  the  while  no  fire  does  know. 

XV. 
Befides,  the  glories  of  thy  peace 
Are  not  in  number  nor  in  value  lefs. 
Thy  hand  did  cure,  and  clofe  the  fears 
Of  our  bloody  civil  wars  j 
Not  only  lanc*d  but  healed  the  wound. 
Made  us  again  as  healthy  and  as  found  : 
When  now  the  (hip  was  well  nigh  loft, 

After  the  ftonn  upon  the  coaft. 
By  its  mariners  endangered  moft; 
When  they  their  ropes  and  helms  had  left. 
When  the  planks  afunder  cleft. 

And 
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And  floods  came  roaring  in  with  mighty  fband^ 
Thou  a  iafe  land  and  harbour  for  us  found. 
And  favedft  thoie  that  would  themielves  have  drown'd ; 
A  work,  which  none  but  heaven  and  thou  could  do. 
Thou  mad'ft  us  happ/  whether  we  would  or  no  i 
Thy  judgment,  mercy,  temperance  fo  great. 
As  if  thoie  virtues  only  in  thy  mind  had  feat : 
Thy  piety  not  only  in  the  ^Id,  but  peace, 
When  heaven  feemM  to  be  wanted  Icaft  ; 
Thy  temples  not  like  Janus  only  were 

Open  in  time  of  war, 
Whfen  thou  hadft  greater  caufe  to  fear  t 
Jleligion  and  the  awe  of  heaven  poITcfl*'^' 
All  places  and  all  times  alike  thy  breaft. 

xvr. 

l^or  didft  thou  only  for  thy  age  provide, 
But  for  the  years  to  come  bcfide  5 
Our  after-times  and  larc  poflerity 

Shall  pay  unto  thy  fame  as  much  as  we ; 
They  too  are  made  by  thee. 
When  fate  did  call  thee  too  a  higher  throne. 
And  when  thy  mortal  work  was  done. 
When  heaven  did  fay  it,  and  thou  muft  be  gone, 

Thou  him  to  bear  thy  burden  chofc. 
Who  might  (if  any  could)  make  us  forga  thy  lofs ; 
Nor  hadft  thou  him  dcdgnM, 
Had  he  not  been      ♦ 
Not  only  to  thy  blood,  but  virtue  kin, 
Noc  only  heir  unto  thy  throne,  but  mind  : 

M  Til 
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'Tis  he  ftall  perfeft  all  thy  carts> 
And  with  a  finer  thread  weave  out  thy  loom  r 
So  one  did  bring  the  chofen  people  from 

Their  flavery  and  fears. 
Led  them  through  their  pathleis  road ; 
Guided  himfelf  by  God, 
H  'as  brought  them  to  the  borders ;  but  a  feeond  hand 
Did  fettle  and  iecure  tlfecm  in  the  promis'd  land« 


To  a  PeifoD  of  Honour  (Mr.  Edward  Howard) 
upon  his  Incomparable,  Incomprehenfible  Poem, 
intituled  The  British  Princes. 

^y^OUR  book  our  old  knight-errants  fame  revii^es, 
•*•    Writ  in  a  ftyle  agreeing  with  their  lives. 
All  rumours  ftrength  their  prswefs  did  out-go. 
All  rumours  (kill  your  verfes  far  out-do  : 
To  praife  the  Wellh  the  world  muft  now  combine. 
Since  to  their  leeks  you  do  your  laurel  join  : 
Such  lofty  drains  your  cpuntry's  fkory  fit, 
Whofe  mountain  nothing  equals  but  your  wit. 

Bonduca,  were  ihe  fuch  ^s  here  we  fee 
(In  Britifh  paint),  none  could  more  dreadful  be ; 
With  naked  armies  fhe  encounter'd  Rome, 
Whofe  fhength  with  naked  nature  you  o*ercome. 
Nor  let  fmall  critics  blame  this  mighty  queen. 
That  in  king  Arthur's  time  fhe  here  is  fccn : 

-    you 
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You  that  can  make  immortal  by  your  ibng^ 
May  well  one  life  four  hundred  years  prolong. 
Thus  Virgil  bravely  dBr'dfor  Dido*s  love, 
The  fettled  courfe  of  time  and/ years  to  mofi^ 
Though  him  you  imilste  in  ^s  alone. 
In  all  things  elfe  your  bonrow  help  fixnn.  none : 
No  antique  tale  of  Greece  or  Rome  you  take. 
Their  fables  and  examples,  you  fodkke. 
With  true  heroic  glory  you  difplay 
A  fubje£k  new,  writ  in  the  ne»reft  way. 

Go  forth,  great  author,  for  the  world's  delight ; 
Teach  it,  what  none  e*er  taught  you,  how  to  write  ; 
They  talk  ftrange  things  that  ancient  poets  did ; 
How  trees  and  ftones  they  into  buildings  lead  : 
For  poems  to  raife  cities,  now,  'tis  hard. 
But  yours,  at  leaft,  will  build  half  Paul's  churchyard. 


On  his  MISTRESS  DROWNED- 

SWEET  ftream,  that  doft  with  equal  pace 
Both  thyfelf  fly  and  thyfelf  chace, 
Forbear  awhile  to  flow. 
And  liflen  to  my  woe. 

Then  go  and  tell  the  Tea  that  all  its  brine 

Is  frefli,  compared  to  mine  : 
Inform  it  that  the  gentler  dame. 
Who  was  }he  life  of  all  my  flame, 

M  z  r  th' 
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I*  th'  glory  of  her  bud 

Has.pafs*d  the  fatal  flood. 
Death  by  this  only  ftroke  triumphs  above 

The  greateft  power  of  love  : 

Alas,  alas  !  I  muft  give  o'er. 
My  fighs  will  let  me  add  no  more. 

Go  oux  fweet  ib:^m,  and  henceforth  reft 
No  more  than  does  my  troubled  breaft  ; 
And  if  my  fad  complaints  have  made  thee  ftay, 
Thefe  tears,  thefe  tears,  ihall  mend  thy  way. 


THK 
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THE  PLAGUE  OF  ATHENS, 

Which  happened  in  the  fecond  Yeaf  of  the     . 
PELOPONNESIAN     WAR: 

Firft  defcribed  in  Greek  by  Thucydi des  ; 
Then  in  Latin  by  Lucretius. 


To  my  worthy  and  learned  Friend, 

Dr.     W    A    L  T    E    R       POPE, 

I-ate  Pro£lor  of  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford- 

SIRy 

T  K  N  O  W  not  what  pleafure  you  could  take  in 
•*•  bcftowing  your  commands  fo  unprofitably,  unlefs- 
it  be  that  for  which  nature  fometimes  cherilhes  and 
allows  monfters,  the  love  of  variety.  This  only  de-. 
light  you  will  receive  by  turning  over  this  rude 
and  unpoliihed  copy,  and  comparing  it  with  my  ex- 
cellent patterns,  the  Greek  and  Latin.  By  this  yqu 
will  fee  how  much  a  noble  rubje6^  is  changed  and 
disfigured  by  an  ill  hand,  and  what  reafon  Alexander 
|iad  to  forbid  his  pi£ture  to  be  drawn  but  by  fome  cele-; 
M  3  bnttcd 
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bratcd  pencil.  In  Greek,  Thucydides  fo  well  and  fo 
^VcUtyejqjrcfles  it,  that  I  Jcnow  not' which  is  tnore  p. 
poeniy  his  defcription  or  that  of  Lucretius.  Though  it 
muft  be  (aid,  that  the  hiftorian  had  a  raft  advantage 
over  the  poet ;  he,  having  been  prefent  on  the  place, 
and  afTaulted  by  the  difeafe  himfelfy  had  the  horror 
familiar  to  his  eyes,  and  all  the  ihapes  of  the  miicry 
(till  remaining  on  his  mind,  which  muft  needs  make  a 
great  impreflion  on  his  pen  and  fancy;  ^n^ereas  the 
poet  was  forced  to  follow  his  footileps,  and  only  work 
on  that  matter  he  allowed  him.  This  I  fjpeak,  be- 
caufe  it  may  in  fome  meafure  too  excufc  my  own 
dehGts :  for  being  fo  far  removed  from  the  place 
whereon  the  difeafe  a£bed  his  tragedy,  an^  timre  having 
denied  us  many  of  the  circumftances,  cuftoms  of  the 
country,  and  other  fmall  things  which  would  be  of 
great  ufe  to  any  one  who  did  intend  to  be  perfe£l  on 
the  fubjeft  j  befides  only  writing  by  an  idea  of  that 
which  I  never  yet  faw,  nor  c2Lrt  to  feel  (being  not  of 
the  humour  of  the  painter  in  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  who 
thruft  himfelf  into  the  midft  of  a  fight,  that  he  might 
the  better  delineate  it).  Having,  I  fay,  all  thcfe  dif- 
ad vantages,  and  many  more  for  which  I  mufl  only 
blame  myfelf,  it  cannot  be  expe£led  that  I  fhould 
come  near  equaling  him,  in  whom  none  of  the  con- 
trary advantages  were  wanting.  Thus  then,  fir,  by 
emboldening  me  to  this  ra(h  attempt,  you  have  given 
opportunity  to  the  Greek  and  Latin  to  triumph  over 
our  mother-tongue.  Yet  I  would  not  have  the  honour 
of  the  covntnes  or  languages  engaged  in  the  company 
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ron,  but  that  the  inequalit)'  fhould  reach  no  farther 
than  the  authors.     But  I  have  much  rcafon  to  fear  the 
juft  indignation  of  that  excellent  perfon  (the  prefent 
ornament  and  honour  of  our  nation)  whoie  way  of  ^vn- 
ting  I  imitate :    for  he  may  think  him(elf  as  much 
injured  by  my  following  him,  as  were  the  heavens  by 
that  bold  man's  counterfeiting  the  facred  an(l  unimita- 
ble  noife  of  thunder,  by  the  found  of  brafs  and  horibs 
hoofs.      I   (hall   only  fay  for    myfclf,   that   I   took 
'Cicero's  advice,  who  bids  us,   in  imitation,   propofc 
the    noblcil    pattern    to    our    thoughts;     for  fo   wc 
may  be  fure  to  be  raifcd  above  the  common  level, 
though  wc  come  infinitely  lliort  of  what  we  aim  at. 
Yet  I  hope  that  renowned  poet  will   have  none  of 
zay  crimes  any  way  reflect  on  himfcif;    for  it  was 
not  any  fault  in  the  excellent    mufician,    that    the 
weak  biixl,    endeavouring  by  ftraining  its    throat    to 
follow  liis   notes,    dellroyed    itfclf    in   the   attempt. 
Well,    Sir,    by  this,    th.it   I   have  chofen   rather  to 
cxpoic  myfclf  than  to  be  dirobcdicnt,  you  may  gucis 
with  what  zeal  and  hazard  I  ihivc  to  approve  myfelf. 
Si., 

Your  mod  humble  and 

aife^lionatc  fcn-ant, 

THO.    SPR*AT. 


M  4 
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Kwx-         «vvit  beat  ss  Bx*i  m  dsir— bat  fae^ 

T^      .  •:.-'  vasaN  JBBCrtutr 

t>  Li^v     :t:9  aertRM-  aon  :irra:tt  Co  nighCg 

Ki:  c4v^>  i  •■  iivi  x'ie'fa.  xft^Ai,  mad  flic^  ^ 

A»i  x*i  -jx^e  jirwers  3^  w«  mt  sftec mom drxw''ft  mi$j[$ 

TV-i.-  uf^;^  AiMiMT  4^^  ruua  vc  Mad  I  jp 

l^  Iv»^.  :.*c»  ^c  ^^UK  JJK  CNt  w  our  eyes 

f^l  'X-*.'.  «-.wk  tes  ixi«nc»  :aBpc«e  oorlswip 
NK       i«Mft-  «.^x  ^  3WCSCV  «Ks  rsts  ^*  T*,, 
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THUCYDIDES,     Lib.  IL 

As  it  is  excellently  tnmflated  by  Mr.  Ho  B  B £ s. 

TN  the  very  beginning  of  fummer,  the  Peloponncfians, 
•*•  and  their  confederates,  with  two-thirds  of  their 
forces,  as  before,  invaded  Attica,  under  the  condu£^  of 
Archidamus,  the  fon  of  Zeuxidamas,  king  of  Lacedae- 
mon  :  and  after  they  had  encamped  themfelves,  wafted 
the  country  about  them. 

They  had  not  been  many  days  in  Attica,  when  the 
plague  firft  began  amongft  the  Athenians,  faid  alfo  to 
have  feized  formerly  on  divers  other  parts,  as  about 
Lcmnos,  and  elfewhere ;  but  fo  great  a  plague,  and 
mortality  of  men,  was  never  remembered  to  have  hap- 
pened in  any  place  before.  For  at  firft  neither  were 
the  phyficians  able  to  cure  it,  through  ignorance  of 
what  it  was,  but  died  falteft  themfelves,  as  being  the 
men  that  moft  approached  the  fick,  nor  any  other  art 
of  man  availed  whatfoever.  All  fupplications  to  the 
gods,  and  enquiries  of  oracles,  and  whatfoever  other 
means  they  ufed  of  that  kind,  proved  all  unprofitable^ 
infomuch  as,  fubdued  with  the  greatnefs  of  the  evil, 
they  gave  them  all  over.  It  began  (by  report)  firft  in 
that  part  of  Ethiopia  that  licth  upon  ^gypt,  and 
thence  fell  down  into  ^gypt  and  Africk,  and  into  the 
grcateft  part  of  the  territories  of  the  king.  It  invaded 
Athens  on  a  fudden,  and  touched  firft  upon  thofe  that 
dwelt  in  Pyraeus>  infomuch  as  they  reported  that  the  Pe- 
loponncfians 
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loponnefians  had  caft  poifon  into  their  wells ;  for  fprings 
there  were  not  any  in  that  place.  But  afterwards  it 
came  up  into  the  high  city,  and  then  they  died  a  great 
deal  fefbr.  Now  let  every  man,  phyiician  or  other, 
concerning  the  ground  of  diis  ficknefs,  whence  h 
fprung,  and  what  caufes  he  thinks  able  to  produce  (b 
great  an  alteration,  fpeak  according  to  his  own  know- 
ledge ;  for  my  own  part,  I  will  deliver  but  the  manner 
of  it,  and  lay  open  only  fuch  things  as  one  niay  take  his 
mark  by  to  difcover  the  fame  if  it  come  again,  having 
been  both  iick  of  it  myfelf,  and  feen  others  fick  of  the 
feme.  This  year,  by  confeilion  of  all  men,  was  of  all 
other,  for  other  difeafes,  moft  free  and  healthful.  If  any 
man  were  Tick  before,  his  diieafe  turned  to  this;  if  not, 
yet  fuddcnly,  without  any  apparent  caufe  preceding,  and 
being  in  pcrfeft  health,  they  were  taken  firft  with  an  ex- 
treme ache  in^cirheads,rednels  and  inflammation  in  the 
eyes ;  and  then  inwardly  their  throats  and  tongues  grew 
prefently  bloody,  and  their  breath  noifbme  and  unfa- 
voury.  Upon  this  followed  a  fneezing  and  hoarfenefs, 
ind  not  long  after,  the  pain,  together  with  a  mighty 
cough,  came  down  into  the  breaft.  And  when  once 
it  was  fettled  in  the  flomach,  it  caufed  vomit,  and  with 
great  torment  came  up  all  manner  of  bilious  purgation 
that  phyficians  ever  named.  Mofl  of  them  had  al fo 
the  hlckyexe,  which  brought  with  it  a  flrong  convul- 
(km,  and  in  fome  ceafed  quickly,  but  xn  others  wn^ 
long  before  it  gave  over.  Their  bodies  outwardly  to 
the  touch  were  neither  very  hot  nor  pale,  but  reddifh, 
lividy  and  beflowcicd  with  little  pimples  and  whelks  ; 

but 
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but  Co  burned  inwardly,  as  not  to  endure  any  the 
lighteft  doaths  or  linen  garment  to  be  upon  them,  nor 
•any  thing  but  mere  nakednefs,  but  rather  mc^  wil- 
lii^ly  to  have  caft  them&lves  into  the  cold  water.  And 
many  of  them  that  were  not  looked  to,  poflefled  with 
infatiate  thixft,  ran  unto  the  wells ;  and  to  drink  much 
or  little  was  indifi*erenty  being  £b]l  from  eafe  and  power 
to  fLeep  as  far  as  ever. 

As  long  as  the  dUeafe  was  at  the  height,  their  bodies 
wafUd  not,  but  reMed  the  torment  beyond  all  expe£b- 
tion,  infomuch  as  the  moft  of  them  either  died  of  their 
inward  burning  in  nine  or  feven  days,  whilft  tbey  had 
yet  ftrengih ;  or  if  they  efcaped  that,  then,  the  difeaie 
falling  down  in  their  bellies,  and  cauiing  there  great 
cxulcerations  and  immoderate  loofenefs,  they  died  many 
of  them  afterwards  through  weaknefs  :  for  the  difeaie 
(which  flrft  toc^  the  head)  began  above,  and  came 
down,  and  palTed  through  the  whole  body  :  and  he 
that  overcame  the  worft  of  it  was  yet  marked  with  the 
lofs  of  his  extreme  parts ;  for,  breaking  out  both  at 
their  privy  members,  and  .at  their  Angers  and  toes,  many 
with  the  lofs  of  thefe  efcaped.  There  were  alfo  fbme 
that  loll  their  eyes,  and  many  that  prefently  upon  their 
recovery  were  taken  with  fuch  an  oblivion  of  all  things 
whatfoever,  as  they  neither  knew  themfelves  nor  their 
acquaintance.  For  this  was  a  kind  of  (icknefs  which 
far  furmountfiid  .all  expreffion  of  words,  and  both  ex* 
ceeded  human  nature  in  the  cruelty  wherewith  it  handled 
each  one,  and  appeared  alio  otherwifc  to  be  none  g£ 
thofe  diieafts  that  are  bred  among  us,  aad  that  ei^ieciallf 

by 
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by  this :    for  all,  both  birds  and  beafts,  that  ule  t* 

feed  on  human  flefh,   though  many  men  lay  abroad 

Imburicdy  either  came  not  at  them,  or  taftmg  periihed. 

An  argument  whereof,  as  touching  th6l»rdsy  was  iht 

manifeft  defeft  of  fuch  fowl,  which  were  not  then  feen, 

either  about  the  carcafes,  or  any  where  clfe ;    but  by 

the  dogs,   becaufe  they  are  -familiar  with  men,  this 

crffe6b  was  feen  much  clearer.     So  that  this  difeafe  (to 

pafs  over  many  ftrange  particulars  of  the  accidents  that 

fome  had  differently  from  others)  was  in  general  fuch 

as  I  have  (hewn  ;  and  for  other  ufual  iickneffes  at  that 

time,  no  man  was  troubled  with  any.     Now  they  died, 

fbme  for  want  of  attendance,  and  fome  again  with  all 

the  care  and  phyfic  that  could  be  ufcd.      Nor  wa4 

there  any,  to  fay,  certain  medicine,  that  applied  mufl 

have  helped  them ;    for  if  it  did  good  to  one,  it  did 

harm  to  another ;  nor  any  difference  of  body  for  ftrength 

or  weaknefs  that  was  able  to  re(i(l  it ;  but  carried  all 

away,  what  phyfic  foever  was  adminiftred.     But  the 

greateft  mifery  of  all  was,   the  defeftion  of  mind,  in 

fuch  as  found  themlelves  beginning  to  l^e  fich  (for  they 

grew  prefently  dcfperate,    and  ga%x  themfelves  over 

Yiithout  making  any  refiftance)  ;    as  alfo  their  dying 

thus  like  iheep,  infe6^ed  by  mutual  viHtation  :    for  if 

men  forbore  to  vifit  them  for  fear,  then  they  died  for-> 

lorn,  whereby  many  families  became  empty,  for  want 

of  fuch  as  (hould  take  care  of  them.     If  they  forbore 

not,   then  they  died  themfelves,    and  principally  the 

honefteft  men :  for  out  of  ihamc  they  would  not  fpare 

themfelves,  but  went  in  unto  their  friends,  efpeciaUf 

after 
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after  it  was  come  to  that  pafs,  that  even  their  do* 
meitics,  wearied  with  the  lamentations  of  them  that 
died,  and  overcome  with  the  greatnefs  of  tlie  cala- 
mity, were  no  longer  moved  therewith.  But  thok 
that  were  recovered,  had  much  compailion  both  on  them 
that  died,  and  on  them  that  lay  fick,  as  having  both 
known  the  miiery  themfelves,  and  now  no  more  fubje£i: 
to  the  like  danger ;  for  this  difeafe  never  took  a  man 
the  fecond  time  fq  as  to  be  mortal.  And  thcfe  men. 
were  both  by  others  counted  happy;  and  theyalfo  them- 
felves, through  excefs  of  prefent  joy,  conceived  a  kind 
of  light  hope  never  to  die  of  any  other  ficknefs  here- 
after. Belidcs  the  prefent  affli£lion,  the  reception  of 
the  country  people  and  of  their  fub&ance  into  the 
city,  opprelfed  both  them,  and  much  more  the  peopla 
themfelves  that  fo  came  in  :.  for,  havinp  no  houfes^ 
but  dwelling  at  that  time  of  the  year  in  fttding  booths^ 
the  moitality  was  now  without  all  form  ;  and  dying 
men  lay  tumbling  one  upon  another  in  thf  ihxiets,  and 
men  half  dead  about  every  conduit  thro\j;>h  delire  of 
water.  The  temples  alfo  where  they  dwtic  in  tent* 
were  all  full  of  the  dead  that  died  within  ihem  ;  for, 
opprefled  with  the  violence  of  the  calamir-* ,  and  not 
knowing  what  to  do,  men  grew  carelefs,  both  of  holy 
and  profane  things  alike.  And  the  law<;  which  they 
formerly  ufed  touching  funerals  were  all  now  broken, 
€very  one  burying  where  he  could  find  room.  And  many 
for  want  of  things  necefiary,  after  fo  many  deaths 
before,  were  forced  to  become  impudent  in  the  funerals 
of  their  friends.    For  when  one  had  made  a.  funcra\ 

pilc„ 
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pile,  another  getting  before'  him  would  throw  on  his 
dead,  and  give  it  fire.  And  when  one  was  in  burning, 
another  would  come,  and,  having  caft  tliereon  him  whom 
he  carried,  go  his  way  again.  And  the  great  licen- 
tioufnefs,  which  alfo  in  other  kinds  was  uied  in  the  city 
began  at  fkfl  from  this  difeafe«  For  that  which  a  maa 
-before  would  diffemble,  and  not  acknowledge  to  be 
done  for  voluptuoufnefs,  he  durft  now  do  freely,  feeing 
before  his  £yes  fuch  quick  revolution,  of  the  rich  dying 
•and  men  worth  nothing  inheriting  their  cftates  ;  info- 
much  as  they  juftified  a  fpeedy  fruition  of  their  goods, 
even  for  their  plcafurc,  as  men  that  thought  they  held 
their  lives  but  by  the  day.  As  for  pains,  no  man  was 
forward  in  any  a6i;ion  of  honour,  to  take  any,  becaufe 
they  thought  it  uncertain  whether  they  ihould  die  or 
nor  before  they  atchieved  it.  But  what  any  man  knew 
to  be  delightful,  and  to  be  profitable  to  pleafure,  that 
was  made  both  profitable,  and  honourable.  Neither  the 
fear  of  the  gods,  nor  laws  of  men,  awed  any  man, 
Not  the  former,  becaufe  they  concluded  it  was  alike  to 
worihip  or  not  worfhip,  from  feeing  that  alike  tlicy  all 
perifhed  :  nor  the  latter,  becaufe  no  man  expected  that 
his  life  would  lad  till  he  received  puniihment  of  his 
-crimes  by  judgment.  But  they  thought  there  was  now 
over  their  heads  fome  far  greater  judgment  decreed 
againil  them;  before  which  fell,  they  thought  to  enjoy  • 
ibme  little  part  of  their  iiveg* 


THE 
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THE 

PLAGUE    OF    ATHENS;, 

TT  NH  APPY  man !  by  nature  made  to  fway, 
^    And  yet  is  every  creature's  prey, 
Bfeftroy'd  by  thofe  that  (hould  his  power  obey. 
Of  the  whole  world  we  call  mankind  the  lords, 
*  Flattering  ourfelves  with  mighty  words ; 
Of  all  things  we  the  monarchs  are, 
And  fo  we  rule,  and  fo  we  domineer  j 
All  creatures  elfe  about  us  (land 
Like  fome  praetorian  band, 
To  guard,  to  help,  and  to  defend  ; 
Yet  they  fomctimes  prove  enemies, 
Somedmes  againft  us  rife  ; 
Our  very  guards  rebel,  and  tyrannize. 
Thoufand  di(eafes  fent  by  fete 
(Unhappy  fervants  !)  on  us  wait ; 
A  thoufand  treacheries  within 
Arc  laid,  v"cak  life  to  win  ; 
Huge  troops  of  maladies  without 
(A  grim,  a  meagre,  and  a  dreadful  roujti) 

Some  formal  fieges  make, 
Aad  wi^  fun  flownefs  do  our  bodies  take  i 
'Some  with  quick  violence  ilorm  the  town, 
And  throw  all  in  a   noment  down  : 
Some  one  peculiar  fort  alTail, 
Some  by  general  attempts  prevail. 

-    •   -'  Small 
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Small  herbs,  alas,  can  only  us  relieve. 
And  fmall  is  the  affiftance  they  can  give  r 
How  am  the  £idiBg  offspring  of  die  field 

Sure  health  and  iucconr  yield  ? 
What  firong  and  certain  renedy. 
What  firm  and  lafiisg  life  cm  ourt  be. 
When  tbtt  which  mak/n  ut  live  docb  every  wmttrdSeK ' 

II. 
Kor  is  diit  all :  we  do  not  only  hnei 
Widim  ourftlvcs  die  fiital  fted 
Of  change,  and  of  decreafe  in  erery  pare. 
Head,  bfUy,  fiomacb,  and  root  of  life,  the  hcaitf 
Not  only  have  our  autumn,  when  we  ntuA 
Of  our  own  nature  turn  ta  duft. 
When  leaves  and  firuk  muft  fiill ; 
tvLt  are  exposM  to  mi^ty  tempefts  too. 
Which  do  at  once  what  they  would  flowly  do^ 
Which  throw  down  fruit  and  tree  of  life  withal*. 
From  ruin  we  in  vain 
Our  bodies  by  repair  maintain. 

Bodies  conpoe'd  of  ftuiF 
Mouldering  and  frail  enough ; 
Yet  horn  withoat  as  well  we  fear 
A  dai^euottf  and  deftmcuve  war* 
From  heaven,  uooi  caroi,  fiom  lea,  noBi-au^ 
We  like  die  Roman  empire  ihall  decay. 
And  our  own  force  would  mch  away 

By  the  inteftine  jar 
Of  dementiy  wfaicli  on  eadi  odwr  picy. 
The  C»&n  and  die  Poopeyi  whidi  wtdmi  wt  Umt 

Yet 


i76r  SPRAT'S     POEMS, 

Yet  are  (like  that)  in  danger  too 
Of  foreign  annies,  and  external  foe. 
Sometimes  the  Gothiih  and  the  barbarous  rage 
Of  plague  or  peftilence  attends  man's  age. 
Which  neither  force  nor  arts  aiTwage ; 
Which  cannot  be  avoided  or  withftood. 
But  drowns,  and  over-runs  with  unexpe£led  flood. 
III. 
^n  Ethiopia,  and  the  fouthem  fands. 
The  unfrequented  coafts,  and  parched  lands. 
Whither  the  fun  too  kind  a  heat  doth  fend, 
:(Thehfim,  which  the  word  neighbour  is,  and  the  beft 
friend) 
Hither  a  mortal  influence  came, 
A  fatal  and  unhappy  flame. 
Kindled  by  heaven's  angry  beam. 
With  dreadful  frowns,  the  heavens  fcatter'd  here 
Cruel  infe£tious  heats  into  the  air : 
Now  all  the  ftores  of  poifon  fent, 

Threatening  at  once  a  general  doom , 
Laviih'd  out  all  their  hate,  and  meant 
In  future  ages  to  be  innocent, 
l^ot  to  difturb  the  world  for  many  years  to  come. 

Hold,  heavens !  hold ;  why ihould  your  ikcred  fire« 
Whic^  doth  to  all  things  life  infpire. 
By  whofe  kind  beams  you  bring 
Forth  yearly  every  thing, 
Which  doth  th*  original  feed 
Of  all  things  in  the  womb  of  earth  that  breed» 

With  vital  heat  and  quickening  feed  » 
.;  -  '  Why 
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Why  Ihould  you  now  that  heat  employ, 
The  earth,  the  air,  the  fields,  the  dtics  to  aonoy  > 
That  which  before  reviv'd,  why  ihould  it  now  deikoy  ? 

IV. 

Thofe  Africk  defarts  ftraight  were  double  defarts 
grown. 
The  ravenous  beafls  were  left  alone. 
The  ravenous  beads  then  firft  began 
To  pity  their  old  enemy  man. 
And  blam'd  the  plague  for  what  they  would  thcmielves 
have  done. 
Nor  ftaid  the  cruel  evil  there. 
Nor  could  be  long  confin'd  unto  one  air^ 

Plagues  prefently  forfake 
The  wildemefs  which  they  themielves  do  make. 
Away  the  deadly  breaths  their  journey  take. 

Driven  by  a  mighty  wind, 
They  a  new  booty  and  frefli  forage  find  ? 

The  loaded  wind  went  fwiftly  on. 
And  as  it  pafs'd,  was  heard  to  figh  and  groan. 
On  Egypt  next  it  fciz'd. 
Nor  could  but  by  a  general  ruin  be  appeas'd, 
Egypt,  in  rage,  back  on  the  fouth  did  look. 
And  wonder'd  thence  fhould  conie  th'  unhappy  fiioke, . 
Fxom  whence  before  her  fruitfiilneis  (be  took. 
Egypt  did  now  curie 'and  revile 
Thole  very  lands' from  whence  (he  has  her  Nile  ; 
Egypt  now  fcar'd  another  Hebrew  God, 
Another  Angel's  hand,  a  iecond  Aainon's  rod. 

N v. 
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V. 
Then  on  it  goes^  and  through  the  facred  land 
'  Its  angry  forces  did  command  ; 

But  God  did  place  an  angel  there 

Its  violence  to  withftand. 
And  turn  into  another  road  the  putrid  air. 
To  Tyre  it  came,  and  there  did  all  devour ; 
Though  that  by  feas  might  think  itfelf  fecure« 

Nor  flaid,  as  the  great  conqueror  did^ 

Till  it  had  filPd  and  ftopp'd  the  tide. 

Which  did  it  from  the  fliore  divide, 
But  pafs'd  the  waters,  and  did  all  poffefs^ 

And  quickly  all  was  wildernefs. 

Thence  it  didPerfia  over-run. 

And  all  that  facrifice  unto  the  fun : 
In  every  limb  a  dreadful  pain  they  felt, 

Tortur'd  with  fccrct  coals  they  melt ; 
The  Perfians  c^U'd  their  fun  in  vain. 

Their  God  incre^s'd  the  pain. 

They  look^d  up  to  their  God  no  more. 
But  ciirfe  the  l)eams  they  worfhiped  before, 
And  hate  th^  very  fire  which  once  they  did  adore, 
VI. 
Glutted  widi  ruin  of  the  eaft, 
Sbe  took  her  wings,  and  down  to  Athens  pad  j 

Juft  Plague  I  which  doft  no  parties  take, 

But  Greece  as  well  as  Perfia  iack. 

While  in  unnatural  quarrels  they 

(Like  frogs  and  mice)  each  other  flay ; 
Tbou  in  thy  ravenous  claws  took'ft  both  away, 

Thith« 
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Thither  it  came,  and  did  deftroy  the  town, 
Whilft  all  its  (hips  and  foldicrs  looked  on  5 

And  now  the  Afian  plague  did  more 
Than  all  the  Afian  force  could  do  befose. 
Without  the  wall  the  Spartan  army  fate. 

The  Spartan  army  came  too  late  : 
For  now  there  was  no  farther  work  for  Fate, 

They  faw  the  city  open  lay, 

A  n  eafy  and  a  bootlcfs  prey  j 

They  (aw  the  rampires  empty  (hmd. 
The  fleets,  the  walls,  the  forts  unmanned. 
No  need  of  cruelty  or  ilaughtcrs  now^ 
The  plague  had  finiih'd  what  they  came  to  do  1 
Tlicy  might  now  unrefiftcd  enter  there. 

Did  they  not  the  very  air 

More  than  the  Athenians  fear. 
The  air  itfelf  to  them  was  wall  and  bulwarks  too. 

VII. 

Unliappy  Athens  !   it  is  true  thou  wert 
The  proudcft  work  of  nature  and  of  art : 
Learning  and  flrength  did  thee  compoie. 

As  foul  and  body  us  : 
But  yet  thou  only  thence  art  made 
A  nobler  prey  for  fates  t'  invade  ; 
Thofe  mighty  numbers  that  within  thee  breathe. 
Do  only  ferve  to  make  a  fatter  feaft  for  death. 
Death  in  the  moft  frequented  places  lives ; 
Mod  tribute  from  the  crowd  receives ; 

Ni  And 


ltd  S  PR  AT*S    POEM  S. 

And  though  it  bears  a  fcythe,  and  ieems  to  own 
A  ruflic  life  alone, 
It  loves  no  witdernefi. 
No  fcatter'd  villages, 
But  mig^  |>opuloos  palaces, 
The  throng,  ^  tatnuk,  and  the  town. 
What  fUange  tmbeard-of  coaquexx>r  is  this. 
Which  by  the  forces  that  refift  it  doih  inoieaic ! 
When  other  conquerors  are 
Oblig'd  to  make  a  Slower  war, 
Kay  fometines  for  themiclves  may  fear 
And  muft  proceed  with  watdiful  care, 
When  thicker  troops  of  enemies  appear ; 
This  ftronger  ftill,  and  more  fuccefsful  grows^ 
Down  (boner  all  before  it  throws, 
If  greater  multitudes  of  men  do  it  oppoie* 

VIII. 

The  tyrant  firft  the  haven  did  fubdue  ; 

Lately  th*  Athenians  (it  knew) 
Themfelves  by  wooden  walls  did  fave. 
And  therefore  firft  to  them  th*  infe6Hon  gave, 

Left  they  new  fuccour  thence  receive. 
Cruel  Pyrxus  1  now  thou  haft  undone 

The  honour  thou  before  faadft  won  $ 

Hot  alt  thy  merchandize. 

Thy  wealth,  thy  treafuries. 
Which  from  all  coafts  thy  fleet  fupplies. 

Can  to  atone  this  crime  fuftiGe. 

Next  o'er  the  upper  town  it  fpread. 

With  mad  and  undilcenied  ipeed ; 

In 
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In  every  corner,  every  ibreet. 

Without  a  guide  did  fet  its  feet. 
And  too  familiar  every  hou&  did  greet. 
Unhappy  queen  of  Greece !  gieat  Theleus  now 

Did  thee  a  mortal  injury  do. 

When  firft  in  walls  he  did  thee  cloie. 
When  firft  he  did  thy  citizens  reduce, 
Houfes  and  government,  and  laws  to  u(e. 
It  had  been  better  if  thy  people  ftill 

Difperfed  in  fome  tield  or  hill. 
Though  favage  and  undifciplin'd,  did  dwell. 

Though  barbarous,  untame,  and  rude. 
Than  by  their  numbers  thus  to  be  fubducd. 

To  be  by  their  own  (warms  annoy*d. 
And  to  be  xiviliz'd  only  to  be  de(boy'd. 

IX. 
iVrincrva  Parted  when  fhe  heard  the  noife. 
And  dying  men's  confufed  voice. 
From  heaven  in  hafte  fhe  came,  to  fee 
What  was  the  mighty  prodigy. 
Upon  the  caftle  pinnacles  fhe  &t. 
And  dar'd  not  nearer  fly, 
Nor  midH  fo  many  deaths  to  trufl  her  very  deity. 
With  pitying  look  fhe  faw  at  every  gate 

Death  and  deflru£lion  wait  { 
She  wrung  her  hands,  and  calPd  on  Jove, 
And  all  th*  immortal  powers  above ; 
But  though  a  gpddcfs  now  did  pniy. 
The  heavens  ref ut'd^  and  tumM  their  ear  away. 

N3  She 
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Was  angry  that  her  Gorgon's  head 
Could  not  ftrike  her  as  well  as  others  dead  : 
She  fat  and  wept  a  while,  and  then  away  (he  fled. 

X. 

Now  Death  began  her  fword  to  whet, 

Not  all  the  Cyclops  fweat, 
Nor  Vulcan's  mighty  anvils,  could  prepare 

Weapons  enough  for  her. 
No  weapons  large  enough,  but  all  the  age 
Men  felt  the  heat  within  them  rage 

And  hop*d  the  air  would  it  aifwage, 
Caird  for  its  help,  but  th*  air  did  them  deceive, 
And  aggravate  the  ills  it  fhould  relieve ; 

The  air  no  more  was  vital  now, 

But  did  a  mortal  poifon  grow  : 

The  lungs,  which  us'd  to  fian  the  heart. 

Only  now  ferv'd  to  fire  each  part ; 

What  fliould  refrefh,  increas'd  the  fmart : 


r- 
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SecurM  the  capitol,  and  then  it  knew 
It  could  at  pleafure  weaker  parts  fubdueV 
Blood  Harted  throu^  each  eye ; 
The  rednefs  of  that  iky 
Foretold  a  tempeft  nigh. 
The  tongue  did  flow  all  o'er 

With  clotted  filth  and  gore; 
As  doth  a  lion's  when  fome  innocent  piey 
He  hath  devoured  and  brought  away : 
Hoarfenefs  and  fores  the  throat  did  fill. 
And  ftopt  the  paiTages  of  fpeech  and  life ; 
No  room  was  left  for  groans  or  grief  5 
Too*  cruel  and  imperious  ill ! 
Which,  not  content  to  kill, 
With  tyrannous  and  dreadful  pain, 
Doft  take  from  men  the  very  power  to  complain* 
XII. 
Then  down  "it  went  into  die  breaft, 
There  all  the  feats  and  (hops  of  life  poffcfs'd. 
Such  noifome  fmells  from  thence  did  come. 
As  if  the  ftomach  were  a  tomb ; 
No  food  would  there  abide, 
Or  if  it  did,  tum'd  to  the  enemy's  (ide. 
The  very  meat  new  poifonsto  the  league  fupply'd; 

Next,  to  the  heart  the  fires  came. 
The  heart  did  wonder  what  tifurping  flame^ 
What  unknown  furnace,  fKduld     , 
On  its  more  natural  heat  intrudeir    .  . 
Straight  call'd  it*  (pints  upt  but  found  too  well, 

JtwMt6okl|.tf0W  iDir^eL' 
•':  .....  N4  The 
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The  tainted  bloofd  ks  c^rfe  began 

And  earned  death  wherever  it  rm ; 
That  which  before  wms  nature's  nobkft  ait» 

The  circulation  from  the  hearty 

Was  moft  deftru6tf ul  now. 

And  nature  fpeedier  did  undOy 

For  that  the  fooner  did  impart 

'     The  poiibn  and  the  finart, 
Th'  infedUous  blood  to  every  diftant  part.  - 
XIII. 

The  b^lly  fdt  at  laft  its  &are. 

And  all  the  Aibtile  labyrinths  there 
Of  winding  bowels  did  new  monfters  bear. 

fiejoe  ieven  days  it  rul'd  and  fwayM, 
And  oftner  kilPd  becaufe  it  death  fo  kmg  delayed* 

But  if  through  firength  and  heat  of  age 

The  body  overcame  its  rage. 
The  plague  departed  as  the  devil  doth. 

When  driven  by  prayers  away  he  goeth. 

If  prayers  and  heaven  do  him  controul. 

And  if  he  cannot  have  die  ibul, 
Himfelf  out  of  the  roof  or  window  throws. 

And  will  not  all  his  labour  lofe, 
Bitt  takes  sway  with  him  pwrt  of  the  houfe : 
So  here  the  vanqoiih'd  evil  tock  from  them 

Whocott^er^dit,  ibmepart,  ibmeliiiih. 

Some  loft  the  ule  of  hands  and  ryes, 

Some  arms,  teie  iegi,  fome  ihiglii  $ 

Sonie  aU  jiKk  Hv«  before  fcvgoty 

^Their  Bundt  wen  l«t  ttM  teta  bte:| 

Th 
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Thofe  various  pi6hires  in  the  head. 
And  all  the  numerous  ihapes  were  fled ; 
And  now  the  ran&ck'd  memory 
LanguifhM  in  naked  poverty. 
Had  loft  its  mighty  treafury; 
They  paft  the  Lethe  lake,  aMiough  they  did  not  die. 

XIV. 
Whatever  lefler  maladies  men  had. 
They  all  gave  place  and  vanifhed  f 
Thofe  petty  tyrants  fled. 
And  at  this  mighty  conqueror  ikrunk  their  hea<l» 
Feversy  agues,  palfies,  fione. 
Gouty  cdic,  and  conlumpdoo. 
And  all  th^  milder  generation. 
By  which  mankind  is  by  degrees  undone. 
Quickly  were  rooted  out  and  gone ; 
Men  faw  themfelves  freed  from  the  pain, 
RejoicMy  but  all,  alas,  in  vain : 
'Twas  an  unha{^y  remedy. 
Which  cur'd  them  that  they  might  bo^  yn/fHt  a^ 
fboncr  die. 

XV. 
Phyficknt  now  could  nong^  premf. 
They  the  firft  fpoila  to  the  pcoud  Tidor  falf,. , 
Nor  wBuld  the  plague  their  knowledgt  tniftr 
But  fear'd  their  ikill,  .and  thocfiofe  (lew  thci^  fiift  s. 
So  tynats,  when  they  would  confira  then*  yoki^ 
Fkft  make  die  cludcft.iiiai  to  feel  tbe  ftpok«r 
The  chicftft  and  ifae.wiicftJiMd^  left  diey 

SlMMlld 
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Should  fooneft  difobeyy 
Should  firfl  rebel,  and  others  learn  from  them  the  way. 
No  aid  of  herbs,  or  juices  power. 
None  of  Apollo's  art  could  cure. 
But  help'd  the  plague  the  fpeedier  to  devour* 

Phyiic  itielf  was  a  difeafe, 
Phylic  the  fatal  tortures  did  encreafe, 
Prefcriptions  did  the  pains  renew. 
And  ^fculapius  to  the  (ick  did  come. 
As  afterwsu^s  to  Rome, 
In  form  of  feipent,  brought  new  poifons  with  him  too. 
XVI. 
The  ffareams  did  wonder  that,  fo  foon 
As  they  were  from  their  native  mountains  gone^ 
They  few  themfelves  drunk  up,  and  fear 
Another  Xerxes*  army  near. 
Some  caft  into  the  pit  the  urn. 
And  drink  it  dry  at  its  return  : 
Again  they  drew,  again  they  drank ; 
At  fii;ft  the  coolnefs  of  the  fbream  did  thank. 

But  ftraight  the  more  were  fcorch'd,  the  more  did  bum  $ 
And,  drunk  with  water,  in  their  drinking  fank  : 
That  urn  which  now  to  quench  their  thirft  they  ufe. 
Shortly  their  aihes  ihall  inclofe : 
Others  into  the  cryftal  brook 
With  faint  and  wondering  eyes  did  look, 
Saw  what  a  ghaftly  ihape  themfelves  had  took. 
Away  they  would  have  fled,  but  them  their  legs  forlbok. 
Some  fnatch  ibe  vntten  up. 
Their  handi*  their  mouths  the  cup* 

They 
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They  drunk,  and  found  they  flam'd  the  moity 
And  only  added  to  the  burning  ftore. 

So  have  I  feen  on  lime  cold  water  throwiiv 
Straight  all  was  to  a  fennent  grown. 
And  hidden  feeds  of  fire  together  run : 
The  heap  was  calm  and  temperate  before^ 
Such  as  the  finger  could  endure ; 
But,  when  the  moiftures  it  provoke. 
Did. rage,  did  fwell,  did  fmoke. 
Did  move,  and  flame,  and  bum,  and  &might  to  afhes 
broke. 

XVII. 
So  ifarong  the  heat,  fo  (bong  the  torments  wer^ 
They  like  fbme  mighty  burden  bear 
The  lighteil  covering  of  air. 
All  fcxes  and  all  ages  do  invade 
The  bounds  which  nature  laid. 
The  laws  of  modefty  which  nature  madej 
The  virgins  blufh  not,  yet  uncloath*d  appear, 
UndrefsM  to  run  about,  yet  never  fear. 
The  pain  and  the  difeafe  did  now 
Unwillingly  reduce  men  to 
That  nakednefs  once  more, 
Which  perfe£k  health  and  innocence  caus'd  bcfoic» 
No  deep,  no  peace,  no  rei^. 
Their  wandering  and  affrighted  minds  poAcft'd  $ 
Upon  their  fouls  and  eyes 
Hell  and  eternal  horror  lies, 
Vnufual  Ihapes  and  images. 
Dark  pi£hunei  and  icfanblancn     . 

Of 
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Of  dimgs  to  come,  and  of  the  world  below. 

O'er  their  diilcmper'd  fancies  go : 
Sometimes  they  curfe,  ibmetimes  they  pray  unto 

The  godt  above,  die  gods  beneath  f 
Sometimes  they  emehies  and  fury  breathe , 
Not  fleep)  but  wakii^  now  was  Mer  unto  death. 
XVIII. 

Scattered  in  fields  the  bodies  ky,^ 
The  earth  calPd  to  the  fbwh  to  take  thenr  ffeih  away. 

In  vain  (he  callM,  they  come  not  nigh, 

Nor  would  their  food  with  dieir  own  ruin  buy : 

But  at  full  meals  they  hunger,  pine,  and  die. 

The  vukurs  afar  off  did  fee  the  feaft. 

Rejoiced,  and  caM'd  their  fmnds  to  talle> 

They  rally'd  up  their  troops  in  hafte  j 
Along  came  mighty  droves, 
FoHbok  their  young  ones  and  their  groves,. 
Each  one  his  native  mountain  and  his  neft ; 
They  oome,  but  all  their  carcafes  abhor. 

And  now  avoid  the  dead  ikien  more 
Than  weaker  birds  did  living  men  before. 
But  if  fome  bolder  fowls  the  flefii  affay. 

They  were  deftroyM  by  their  own  prey. 
The  ^  «y  longer  baik^d  at  coming  gueft. 
Repents  its  being  a  domeftic  beaft. 

Did  to  the  woods  i^  mouatain^  haftc  t 

The  very  owls  at  Athens  are 

But  feldom  ieen  and  rare, 

The  owls  depart  in  open  day, 
Radier  than  ift  inf cMl  vrf  ommk  tn  taj^ 
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XIX. 

Mountains  of- bones  and  carcafes. 
The  (hpeett,  the  market-place  pofleis»    • 
Threatening  to  rai4e  a  new  Acropolis. 
Here  lies  a  mother  and  her  child. 
The  infant  ftick'd  us  yet  and  fintlMy 
But  ifanight  by  its  «wn  food  was  kill'd* 
Their  parents  hugg'd  their  chUdren  laft, 
H^re  parting  lovers  lad  emhnc'd. 
But  yet  not  pordng  nctther. 
They  both  expired  and  went  away  together. 
Here.prifofKrs  in  the  dungeon  die. 
And  gain  a  two*fold  liberty? 
They  meet  jmd  thank  tlwir  painty 
Which  them  from  double  chains 
Of  body  and  of  iron  free. 
Here  othcn,  poifon'd  by  the  (cent 

Which  from  corrupted  bodies  went, 

tjuickly  return  the  death  tiiey  did  receive^ 

And  death  to  others  give  ^ 

Themfelves  now  dead  the  air  pollute  the  iiioic« 

For  which  they  others  curs'd  befope. 

Their  bodies  kill  all  diat  come  aeary 

And  even  after  death  they  all  arc  muDderen  iiafe. 

XX. 

The  friend  doth  haar  his  friend's  kA  criety 

Parteth  his  grief  for  htm  and  diet. 

Lives  not  enough  to  clofe  hit  ejei • 
The  Either  at  his  death 
Speaks  hit  iM  h^  widi  an  uifc^tioeM  hrriik  I 


ill 


Their  Ibuls  away  together  fly ; 
The  huiband  gafpeth,  and  his  wife  lies  by. 
It  muft  be  her  turn  next  to  die  : 
The  huiband  and  the  wife 
Too  truly  now  are  one,  and  live  one  life. 
That  couple  which  the  gods  did  entertain. 
Had  made  their  prayer  here  in  vain  ; 
No  fates  in  death  could  them  divide. 
They  muft  without  theirprivilege  together  bothhavc  dy 
XXI. 
There  was  no  number  now  of  death, 
The  fiftcrs  fcarce  ftood  ftill  themfelves  to  breathe  r 
The  fifters  now  quite  wearied 

In  cutting  fmgle  thread, 
Began  at  once  to  part  whole  looms, 
One  (broke  did  give  whole  houfcs  dooms  r 
Now  dy'd  the  frofty  hairs, 
The  aged  and  decrepid  years ; 
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But  Fate,  ere  they  had  finifhM  their  account,  them  flew. 

The  wretched  ufurer  died, 
And  had  no  lime  to  tell  where  he  his  treafiires  hid  j 
The  merchant  did  behold 
His  ihips  return  with  fpice  and  gold  ; 
He  faw  't,  and  turned  afide  his  head, 
Nor  thank'd  the  gods,  but  fell  amidft  his  riches  dead» 

XXII. 

The  meetings  and  aifemblies  ceafe  $  no  more 
The  people  throng  about  the  orator. 
No  courfc  of  juftice  did  appear, 
No  noife  of  lawyers  fill'd  the  ear^ 
The  fenatc  caft  away 
The  robe  of  honour,  and  obey 

Death's  more  refUUefs  fway, 
Whilft  that  with  di6btorian  power 
Doth  all  the  great  and  lefTer  officers  devour. 
No  magiftrates  did  walk  about ; 
No  purple  aw'd  the  rout : 
The  common  people  too 
A  purple  of  their  own  did  fhew : 
And  all  their  bodies  o'er 
The  ruling  colours  bore. 
Ko  judge,  no  legiflators  (it, 
Since  this  new  Draco  came. 
And  hariher  laws  did  frame. 
Laws  that,  like  his,  in  blood  are  writ* 
The  benches  and  the  pleading-place  they  leave. 

About  the  ftreets  they  run  and  rave  i 
.       .  The 
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The  madnefs  which  great  Solon  did  of  late 
But  only  counterfieit 
For  the  advantage  of  the  fiatCf 
Now  his  fucceflbrt  do  too  troly  imitate. 
XXIII. 
Up  ftaitt  the  fiiidier  from  hie  be4» 
He»  though  death's  fervaat»  it  not  freed. 
Death  him  caihier'd,  'caufe  now  his  help  ihe  did  not  need. 
He  that  ne'er  knew  before  to  yield. 
Or  (o  giva  hacky  or  leave  tjbc  fields 
Would  fain  now  ftwsk  himielf  have  fled. 
'  He  fnatch'd  his  fword  now  rufted  o'er. 
Dreadful  and  iparkling  now  no  more. 
And  thus  in  open  ibeets  did  roar ; 
How  have  I,  Death,  lb  ill  deierv'd  of  diee. 
That  now  thyfeif  thou  ihould'ft  revenge  on  me  ? 
Have  I  fo  many  lives  on  thee  beftow'd  > 
Have  I  the  earth  fo  often  dy'd  in  blood  } 
Have  I,  to  flatter  thee,  fo  many  (lain  } 
And  muft  I  now  thy  prey  remain  ? 
Let  me  at  leaft,  if  I  muft  die, 
Meet  in  the  field  ibme  gallant  enemy. 

Send,  gods,  the  Periian  troops  again  : 
No,  they  're  a  bafe  and  a  degenerate  train ; 
They  by  our  women  may  be  flain. 
Give  me,  great  heavens,  fome  manful  foet, 
Let  me  my  death  amidft  ibme  valiant  Grecians  dupofe. 
Let  me  funrive  to  dye  at  Syracu(e, 
WhcK  my  dear  country  ihall  her  ^ory  lofe. 
F<Mr  you,  great  Qoda  1  into  my  mixui  iaiokf 
.    ,  What 


SPR»AT'S     POEM^S.  191 

What  miferiesy  what  doom, 
Mufl  on  my  Athens  IKoitly  come  I 

My  thoughts  infpir'd  prefage. 
Slaughters  and  battles  to  the  coming  age : 
Oh !  might  I  dye  upon  that  glorious  ftage : 
Oh !  that !  but  then  he  graip'd  his  (woid^  and  death 
concludes  his  rage. 

XXIV. 
Draw  backy  draw  back  thy  fword,  O  Fate  ! 
Left  thou  repent  when  *tis  too  late. 
Left,  by  thy  making  now  fo  great  a  waftc, 
By  {pending  all  mankind  upon  one  fcaft. 
Thou  Itarvc  thyfclf  at  laft  : 
What  men  wilt  thou  rcrcr\'c  in  ftore, 
Whom  in  the  time  to  come  thou  may 'ft  devour. 
When  thou  ihalt  have  dclh'oycd  all  before  ? 

But,  if  thou  wilt  not  yet  giye  o'er. 
If  yet  thy  greedy  ftomach  calls  for  more. 
If  more  remain  whom  thou  muft  kill. 
And  if  thy  jaws  arc  craving  ft  ill. 
Carry  thy  fury  to  the  Scythian  coafts, 
The  northern  wildemeft  and  «temal  frofts  ! 
Againft  thofc  barbarous  crowds  thy  arrows  whet. 

Where  arts  and  laws  are  ftjrangers  yet ; 
Where  thou  may*ft  kill,  and  yet  the  lofs  will  not  be  great. 
There  rage,  there  fpread,  and  there  infefk  the  air. 

Murder  whole  towns  and  families  there. 
Thy  worft  againft  thofc  {avage  nations  dare, 

Thoie  whom  mankind  can  fpare, 
Thole  wliom  mankind  itfclf  dotli  fear ; 

O  Amidft 
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Amidft  diat  dreadful,  nigjbt  and  £atal  cold, 
There  thou  snay'ft  walk  unfeeny  and  hfAd, 
There  let  thy  flames  their  emi»re  hold. 
Unto  the  fartheft  feas,  and  nature's  ends^ 
Where  never  rummer's  Am  its  beams  extends. 

Cany  t]q  piagues,  tky  pains,  tby  heats» 
Thy  raging  fires,  thy  torturing  fweats. 
Where  never  ray  or  heat  did  come, 
They  witt  tejoice  at  fuch  a  doom. 
They  '11  blefs-thypcftilcntial  fire, 
Though  by  it  they  expire. 
They  '11  thank  the  very  flsunes  with  which  they  di 
eonfume. 

XXV. 

Then,  if  that  banquet  will  not  thee  fuffice, 
Seek  out  new  lands  where  thou  may'ft  tyrannize ; 

Search  every  foreft,  every  hill. 
And  all  that  in  the  "hollow  mountains  dwell ; 

Thofe  wild  and  untame  troops  devour. 
Thereby  thou  wilt  the  reft  of  men  fecure. 
And  that  the  reft  of  men  will  thank  thee  for, 

Jj£t  all  thofe  human  beafts  be  ilain, 

Till  fcarce  their  memory  remain  ; 
Thyfclf  with  that  ignoble  flaughter  fill. 
Twill  be  permitted  thee  that  blood  to  fpill. 

Meafure  the  ruder  world  throughout, 

March  all  the  ocean  fhores  about. 
Only  pafs  by  and  fpare  the  Britiih  ifte. 

Go 
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Go  OTif  AncI  (wtiNt  (*o)iirrifiiM  nru^  Itmit  t^n 
When  (lay^  and  rimr  iinf'»  flK'ir  »i|l^ft^f^«  pr^V) 
Find  out  new  IhmU  nwl  nnkn'rvn  htnitttr'ifn  fffk  * 

Attempt  thole  UnA^  c/hif  h  yttf  ;tf^  hH 

From  all  nviitalify  h<irfKl^  ; 

There  th<'>u  may'^*  fr^^nl  »  v»^^r/. 

Anil  none  of  rht*  -»^\A  ht^iir  rh^  tt-f 

Of  thofcrhsr  Sv  *hy  •■'y.->*1%  <V  »'» /1i#  ; 

No  Gr«if  ihsi]  !frt^-v  ♦?»/  /f  !«•>-/ 

An--!  'ipll  ;r  -o  •y^fr.r.r. 
Go,  i.fi4  -jn?yyv5»*'  *li  'Wy^  *«»";••-/  ^f^-, 

Gr:,  rr.-T  -'-.«:  :.v*n  v"?'-.   *-^^^*f  3r-..i.w«^ 

Gflv   ir.«f    "rr  -r,-  'r*     -;  !-;:«-^-!t.*'     -i^r*. 

TT:ar  ■ '  -.rrr  -  *  #•  >, . ..— .-.:*»s-  :  —  ,is   .'i  jij    -r  ivsr . 

ri-ir-     I'!    •.■!»■    >>   ■*■«•     ••-': 

ThfTT  T1S -i"  :.    i    ■     ••:— :rr  . 

^nd  k'-rJiriiir  .i/wf    •.»•    ■>-■-.  -.tit   :ii-»r  nesps?  •■.«^fr** . 

>Sir:.   -:v.   ^:        ■-■•.■         .    -:-.      ;- - 

HartlHTrtHiT  **'.-.»i '^o'lui' -  '■■      "■•      .-r—.T     ■??;-. 

I^anlarh  i,iic:i  rr-i'    r^^r     .'m  ,-Ti.>v.r. 
TlieV'-eMiv-^eiwice  •  ♦-'    ." iiK  -     .-i.T«  -ii  ■  it. 

Oft*wsmtnn  i.iTct  :m':»i  »1..-t.t:!   -in. 
!iir'lcrfMfr  'immie   -^.v.r:  -:-..-  -.i:r..-:     "^rss.c. 
L«r-C->:r.j*  ^-ri  -rr*  .;-'-■.-  -..w  ■ ...:..    -    . ..-.'  : 
Lgrpgjiii.  wHirh  4r    :.Tr  ::.:   :::t.  — ^  -  ^i. 
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Now  let  her  wifli  fhe  mi^t  unconfiant  prove. 

And  from  her  place  might  truly  move  : 
:  Let  Lemnos  all  thy  anger  feel, 
And  think  that  a  new  Vulcan  fell^ 
And  brought  with  him  new  anvils,  and  new  hell. 
Nay,  at  Athens  too  we  give  thee  up, 
All  that  thou  find*ft  in  field,  or  camp,  or  ihpp : 

Make  havock  there  without  controul 
Of  every  ignorant  and  common  foul. 
But  then,  kind  Plague,  thy  conquefts  ftop ; 
Let  arts,  and  let  the  learned,  there  efcape. 
Upon  Minerva's  felf  commit  no  rape ; 
Touch  not  the  facred  throng. 
And  let  Apollo*s  pricfts  be,  like  him,  young, 
Like  him,  be  healthful  too,  and  ftrong. 
But  ah !  too  ravenous  Plague,  whilft  I 
Strive  to  keep  oflf  the  mifery. 
The  learned  too,  as  faft  as  others,  round  mc  die ; 

They  fixrni  corruption  are  not  free, 
Are  mortal,  though  they  give  an  immortality. 

XXVIL 

They  tum'd  their  authors  o*er,  to  try 

What  help,  what  cure,  what  remedy. 
All  Nature's  ftores  againft  this  plague  fupply ; 
And  though  befides  they  fhunn'd  it  every  wlierc. 
They  fearch'd  it  in  their  books,  and  fain  would  meet 
it  there  j 
They  tum'd  the  records  of  the  ancient  times. 
And  chiefly  thofe  that  were  made  famous  by  their  crimes. 

To 
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To  find  if  men  were  punifh'd  fo  before ; 

But  found  not  the  difeafe  nor  cure. 

Nature,  alas  !  was  now  furprizM, 

And  all  her  forces  feiz'dy 
Before  ihe  was  how  to  refill  advis*d. 
So  when  the  elephants  did  firft  affright 

The  Romans  with  unufual  fight, 

They  many  battles  lofe. 

Before  they  knew  their  foes, 
Before  they  underftood  fuch  dreadful  troops  t*  oppofc. 

XXVIII. 

Now  every  different  fe£k  agrees  . 
Againfl  their  common  advcrfary,  the  difeafe. 
And  all  their  little  wranglings  ceafe  ; 
The  Pythagoreans  from  their  precepts  (wcrvc. 

No  more  their  filencc  they  obfei  ve, 

Out  of  their  fchools  they  run. 

Lament,  and  cry,  and  groan ; 
They  now  defir'd  their  metempfychofis  j 

Not  only  to  difpute,  but  wifli 
That  they  might  turn  to  beads,  or  fowls,  or  fifh. 

If  the  Platonicks  had  been  here, 

They  would  have  curs'd  their  maker's  year. 

When  all  things  fhall  be  as  they  were. 
When  they  again  the  fame  difeafe  fhall  bear ; 

All  die  philofbphert  would  now, 

What  the  great  Stagyrite  fhall  do, 
Thanfelves  into  the  waters  headlong  throw. 

O3  XXIX. 


They  bid  thfeif  hearts  ftand  out. 

Bid  them  be  calfn  and  flout, 
But  all  the  ftrength  of  precept  will  not  do  't. 
They  can*t  the  ftorms  of  paffion  now  affwage  ; 
As  common  men,  are  angry,  grieve,  and  rage. 

The  Gods  are  call'd  upon  in  vain, 
The  Gods  gave  no  releafe  unto  their  pain. 
The  Gods  to  fear  ev'n  for  themfelvcs  began. 
For  now  the  fick  unto  their  temples  came,  ' 

And  brought  more  than  an  holy  flame. 

There  at  the  altars  made  their  prayer, 

They  facrific'dy  and  died  there, 
A  facrifice  not  feen  before  ; 
That  heaven,  only  us'd  unto  the  gore 
Of  lambs  or  bulls,  fhould  now 
Loaded  with  priefts  fee  its  own  altars  too  ! 
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Their  afhes  no  diftin£Hon  had ; 
Too  truly  all  by  death  are  equal  made. 
The  ghoff 8  of  thofe  great  heroes  that  had  fled 
From  Athens,  long  fince  baniihed> 
Now  o'er  the  city  hovered ; 
•  Their  anger  yielded  to  their  love, 
They  left  th*  immortal-  joys  above. 
So  much  their  Athens*  danger  did  them  mdve.    - 
They  came  to  pky,  and  tD  aid, 
But  now,  alas  !  were  quite  difmay'd. 
When  they  beheld  the  marbles  open  lay'd. 
And  poor  men's  bertts^  the  noble  urns  lAVadei' 
Back  to  the  blcfled  fSats  they  went^. 
And  now  did  thank  their  banilhment. 
By  which  they  were  to  die,  in  foreign  countries  (ent. 

XXXI. 

But  what,  great  Gods  !  was  worft  of  all. 
Hell  forth  its  magazines  of  luft  did  call, 
•   Nor  would  it  be  content 
With  the  thick  troops  of  fouls  were  thither  fent ; 
Into  the  upper  world  it  went. 
Such  guilt,  fuch  wickcdnefs, 
Such  irreligien  did-increafe, 
That  the  few  good  which  did  furvive 
Were  angry  with  th&t»lagi]e  for  fuffering  them  to  live : 
More  for  the.  living  than  the  dead  did  grieve. 
Some  robb*d  the- very  dead, 
Though  fure  to  be  infed;cd  ere  they  fled, 
.  Though  in  the  very  air  fure  to  be  puniflied* 

O  4  Some 
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Some  nor  the  fhrines  Dor  temples  fpar'd. 

Nor  Gods  nor  Heavens  fcar'd, 
Though  fuch  example  of  their  power  appearM. 

Virtue  was  now  efieem*d  an  empty  name. 
And  Honefty  the  fooliih  voice  of  fame ; 

For,  having  paft  thofe  torturing  flaracs  before. 
They  thought  the  punifliment  already  o*er, 

Thought  heaven  no  worfe  torments  had  in  ftorc  ; 
Here  bavingfelt  one  hell,  they  thought  there  was  no  more. 


Upon  the  Poems  of  the  Englifh  Ovid,  Anacreon,. 
Pindar,  and  Virgil,   Abraham  Cowlet, 
in  Imitation  of  his  own  Pindaric  Odes. 

I. 

LE  T  all  this  meaner  rout  of  books  ftand  by 
The  common  people  of  our  library  ; 
Let  them  make  way  for  Cowley's  leaves  to  come. 
And  be  hung  up  witliin  this  (acred  room  : 

Let  no  prophane  hands  break  the  chain, 
Or  give  them  unwifh'd  liberty  again. 
But  let  Ills  holy  relick  be  laid  here, 
With  the  fame  religious  care 
As  Numa  once  the  target  kept. 
Which  down  from  heaven  leapt  j 
Jull  fuch  another  is  this  book, 
Which  its  original  from  divine  hands  took. 
And  brings  as  much  good  too,  to  thofe  that  on  it  look. 

But 


R 
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But  yet  in  this  they  differ.    That  could  be 
Eleven  times  liken'd  by  a  mortal  hand ; 
But  this  which  here  doth  (land 
Will  never  any  x)f  its  own  fort  fee, 
But  muft  flill  live  without  fuch  company. 
For  never  yet  was  writ, 
In  the  two  learned  ages  which  Time  left  behind. 
Nor  in  this  ever  fhall  we  find. 
Nor  any  one  like  to  it, 
Of  all  the  numerous  monuments  of  wit. 

II. 

Cowley !  what  God  did  fill  thy  breafl. 
And  taught  thy  hand  t'  indite 
(For  God  's  a  poet  too, 
He  doth  create,  and  fo  do  you  ?) 
Or  elfe  at  leaft 
What  angel  fat  upon  thy  pen  when  thou  didft  write  ? 
There  he  fat,  and  mov'd  thy  hand. 
As  proud  of  his  command, 
As  when  he  makes  the  dancing  orbs  to  reel 
And  fpins  out  poetry  from  heaven's  wheel. 
Thy  hand  too,  like  a  better  fphere. 
Gives  us  more  ravifliing  mufic  made  for  men  to  hear^ 
Thy  hand  too,  like  the  fun  which  angels  move. 

Has  the  fame  influence  from  above. 
Produces  gold  and  filvcr  of  a  nobler  kind  ; 
Of  greater  price,  and  more  refin'd. 
Yet  in  this  it  exceeds  the  fun,  *t  has  no  degenerate  race^ 
Brings  forth  no  lead,  nor  any  thing  fo  bafc. 

III. 


Juft  fvrch  a  fire  as  thine, 
Of  fuch  an  unmix'd  glorious  fKlne, 

Was  Prometlieus's  flame, 
Which  from  no  I'efs  than  heaven  came. 
Along  he  brought  the  fj>arkling  coal, 
From  fome  coeleftial  chimney  ftole  ; 
Quickly  the  plunder'd  ftars  he  left. 

And  as  he  haften*d  dov^Ti 
With  the  robb'd  flames  his  hands  ftill  fiione, 
And  feem'd  as  if  they  were  burnt  for  the  theft. 
Thy  poetry  *s  compounded  of  the  fame. 
Such  a  bright  immortal  flame ; 
Juft  fo  tempered  is  thy  rage. 
Thy  fires  as  light  and  pure  as  they. 
And  go  as  high  as  his  did,  if  not  higher, 
That  thou  iHay'ft  fecm  to  us 
A  tru6  Prometheus, 
But  that  thou  didft  not  fteal  the  leaft  fpark  of  thy  fin 
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Lay  down  their  boifterous  noife. 
And  dance  to  his  hannonious  voice. 

Which,  made  the  Syrens  lend  their  car. 
And  from  his  (weeter  tones  Ibme  treachery  £Bar^ 
Which  made  the  dolphin  proud, 
That  he  was  allow'd 
With  AtlaS)  the  great  porter  of  the  ikies,  to  take 
Such  heavenly  mufic  up,  and  carry 't  on  his  back. 
So  full  and  graceful  thy  words  go, 
And  with  the  fame  majeftic  fweetneis  Bow, 
Yet  his  verfe  only  carried  him.  o'er  the  (eas  5 
Bvtc  there  ^s  a  very  iea  of  wit  in  thefe,  .     ^ 

As  fait  and  boundlefs  as  the  other  ocean  is. 

V. 
Such  as  thine  are,  was  great  Amphion*s  (bng, 
Which  brought  the  wondering  ilones  along  1 
The  wondering  ftones  ikipt  from  their  mother  earth*. 
And  left  their  father  cold  as  his  firft  birth ; 
They  rofe,  and  knew  not  by  what  magic  force  they  hun^. 
'    So  were  his  words,  (6  plac'd  his  (bunds, 
Wliich  forc'd  the  marbles  rife  from  out  their  grounds. 

Which  cut  and  carved,  made  them  ihine, 
A  work  which  can  be  outdone  by  none  but  thine* 
Th'  amascd  poet  faw  the  building  rife. 
And  knew  not  how  to  truft  his  eyes  : 
The  willing  mortar  came,  and  all  the  treef 
Leap  into  beams  he  ieer. 
He  law  tbe  ftreeti  appear. 
Streets,  that  muft  neede  he  hamoniosfl  these : 

Me 
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Aflfl  yet  in  it  there  can  be  no  antipodes, 
For  none  hereafter  will  go  contrary  to  you. 

VII. 
Poets  till  now  deierv'd  excufe,  not  prsfe, 
•Tiil  BOW  the  Mufes  iiv'd  in  taverns,  and  the  bajrs     v 

That  they  were  tnily  trees  did  (hew, 
Becaufe  by  lucking  liqiior  they  did  only  grow. 
Verfefc  were  counted  fi£Bon,  and  a  lye 

The  Tery  nature  of  good  poetry. 
He  \vas  a  poet  that  could  fpeak  leaft  truth  : 
Sober  and  grave  men  fcom'd  the  name, 
Which  once  was  thought  the  grcateft  fame. 
"Poets  had  nought  elfe  of  Apollo,  but  his  youth  : 
Few  e\'cr  ^ake  in  rhyme,  but  that  their  feet 
The  trencher  of  fome  liberal  man  might  meet. 
Or  elfe  they  did  fome  rotten  miftrefs  paint, 
Call  her  their  goddefs,  or  their  faint. 
Thou^  contrary  in  this  they  to  their  mafter  run, 
For  the  great  god  of  wit,  the  fun. 
When  he  doth  fhew  his  miftrefs,  the  white  moon. 
He  makes  her  ipots,  as  well  as  beauty,  to  be  (hewn. 
TiH  now  the  fibers  were  too  old,  and  therefore  grew    ■ 
Extremely  fabulous  too : 
Till  you,  Sir,  came,  they  were  defpis*d  ; 

They  were  all  heathens  yet. 
Nor  ever  into  the  church  could  get ; 
And  though  they  had  a  font  fo  long,  yet  never  were 
bftptis'd. 

VIIL 


VIII. 
You,  Sir,  have  rais'd  the  price  pf  wit. 
By  bringmg  in  more  ftore  of  it  : 
Poetry,  the  queen  of  arts,  can  now 
Reign,  without  dilTembling  too. 
YouVe  fhewn  a  poet  muft  not  needs  be  bad ; 
That  one  may  be  ApoUo*s  prieft. 
And  be  fill'd  with  his  oracles,  without  being  mad.; 
Till  now,  wit  was  a  curfe  (as  to  Lot's  wi£e 
'Tv'as  to-be  tum'd  to  fait) 
Becaufe  it  made  men  lead  a  life, 
Which  was  nought  elfe  but  one  continual  fault.  J     < 
You  firll  the  Mufes  to  the  Chrifbians  brought. 
And  you  then  firft  the  holy  language  taught : 
In  you  good  poetry  and  divinity  meet. 
You  are  the  Erft  bicd  of  paradife  with  feet. 

IX. 

Your  MifccUanies  do  appear 
Juft  fuch  another  glorious  indigefted  heap 
As  the  firft  roafs  was,  where 
All  heavens  and  ftars  inclofed  were, 
Before  they  each  one  to  their  place  did  leap* 
Before  God  the  great  cenfor  them  beflow'd. 
According  to  their  ranks,  in  feveral  tribes  abroad  i 
Whilft  yet  fun  and  moon 
Were  in  perpetual  conjunction  : 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  were  but  one  milky  way. 
And  in  natuxal  embraces  lay. 

Whilft 
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Whilft  yet  none  of  the  lamps  of  heaven  might 
Call  this  their  own,  and  that  another's  light. 
So  glorious  a  lump  as  thine, 
Which  chemiftry  may  feparate,  but  not  refine : 

So  mixt,  fo  pure,  fo  united  does  it  ihine, 
A  chain  of  iand,  of  which  each  link  is  all  divine. 
X. 
Thy  Miftrefs  (hews,  that  Cupid  is  not  always  blind. 
Where  wc  a  pure  exalted  Mufe  do  fiiid. 
Such  as  may  well  become  a  glorified  mind. 

Such  fongs  tune  angels  when  they  love, 
And  do  make  courtfliip  to  fome  fiftcr-mind  above 
(For  angels  need  not  fcom  fuch  foft  dcfircs. 
Seeing  thy  heart  is  touch*d  with  the  fame  fires). 

So  when  they  clothe  themfelves  in  flelh. 
And  their  light  in  fome  human  ihapes  do  drefs 
(For which  they  fctch*d  ftuff  from  the  neighbouring  air) : 
So  when  they  ftoop,  to  like  fome  mortal  fair. 

Such  words,  fuch  odes  as  thine  they  ufe. 
With  fuch  foft  drains^  love  into  her  heart  infuie. 
Thy  love  is  on  the  top,  if  not  above  mortality  j 

Clean,  and  from  corruption  free, 
Such  as  aCe£lions  in  eternity  fhall  be  ; 
Which  Ihall  remain  unfpottcd  there. 
Only  to  (hew  what  once  they  were  : 
.    Tjiy  Cupid's  (hafts  ail  golden  are  ; 
Thy  Venus  has  the  fait,  but  not  the  froth  o*  th'  fca. 
XI. 
Thy  high  Pindarics  foar 
So  high,  where  never  any  wing  till  now  could  get ; 

And 
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And  yet  ihy  mt 
Doth  (ccm  fo  }^rt-aCf  an  linitL  tiui  do  dj  iuv.c;. 

Tliou  ftand'ft  on  Pindaf'^  Ut|t ; 
And  therefor*;  th/iu  a  lugiu:^-  ^igi;i  d^^  t:A(; ; 
Only  diOM  ait  die  ha^,  iu:  d^;  v.icii; 
Thou  h^fr  biou^x  hiua  fioui  «L;  cuii; 
Afid  SQiid*.  JLuHi  iivt  ii>;i:u3. 
Yba&dx  hsi'i  left  hit  ohruaiwu  ^Si^xxx^  u.^d  liiuu^  i:  ^..i- 

Xc»  txr  ifd  by  tiic*;  vo  <ix  Kri^;:Llii  i.-uru  j 
At  iiom>ur  tc  hiir.  :  Aii->..»4.f.u  did  i.u  uiuiL-, 

Wiicf.  iu>  wurcl  d,c   ari-d^c 
.A  wariiiit  aiiiiv'-^  VjO^ut:  ii*<.t  : 
"Tlii/..  iiar  iiv*.:   :i   .:.    :\-..*'  , 
Tuar.  tile'  yitf*'  t-.'i.  juwixy    '.-.  ■.   ..:.i.  :*o-i.,  ;.  >/i,^./-" 

t,:  .,    . 
li'j  t*ri ''•- -r  ;t»ii».  V.'  ". ,  u.»'. .  ■■  ,.i..-i   .—..,:  .,^.! . :. 

iii'i  liio  !  i,a:'.  i;..i^:  ;.«r    v, ^l..  .:•...    ■ 

'I  iio  .  ..:a  -   I)  Ii»i..  i>t.  ■  i.-.  -  *-a":  »^:^u:i....^  t,.  ■■.  - 
.-ifi  .  f.  1  i.'i  i*.;?  la.;  ic.-:.c.. :._    . 

xi:. 
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Check  thy  young  Pindaric  heat. 
Which  makes  thy  pen  too  much  to  fweat  s 
'Tis  but  an  infant  yet, 
And  juft  now  left  the  teat. 
By  Cowley's  matchlefs  pattern  nurft : 
Therefore  it  is  not  fit 
That  It  fhould  dare  to  Ipeak  fb  much  at  firft. 
No  more,  no  more  for  fhamc. 
I.et  not  thy  Teric  be,  as  his  worth  is,  infinite : 
It  is  enough  that  thou  hafl  leam'd,   and  (poke  thy 
father's  name.  . 
He  that  thinks,  Sir,  he  can  enough  praife  you. 
Had  need  of  bxazcn  lungs  and  forehead  too. 
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AN  ESSAY 

O     N 
TRANSLATED        VERSE. 

TT  A  P  P  Y  tliat  author,  whofe  corre6l  *  effay 
-■-  -*-  Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way  : 
And  happy  you,  who  (by  propitious  fate) 
On  great  Apollo's  facred  ftandard  wait. 
And  with  drift  difcipline  inftrufted  right. 
Have  learn'd  to  ufc  your  anns  before  you  fight. 
But  fince  the  prefs,  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftage, 
Confpirc  to  cenfure  and  expofc  our  age  : 
Provokd  too  far,  we  rcfolutely  mull. 
To  the  few  virtues  that  wc  have,  be  juft^ 

♦  John  ShcfEeld  duke  of  Buckinghamfliirc* 

P  1  IW 


} 


ar4       ROSCOMMON'S    POEMS. 
For  who  have  longM,  or  who  have  laboured  more 
To  fearch  the  treafures  of  the  Roman  ftore ; 
Or  dig  in  Grecian  mines  for  purer  ore  ? 
The  nobleft  fruits  tranfplanted  in  our  ifle 
With  early  hope  and  fragrant  bloilbms  finilc. 
Familiar  Ovid  tender  thoughts  infpires, 
And  nature  fcconds  all  his  fbft  defires  : 
Theocritus  does  now  to  us  belong ; 
And  Albion's  rocks  repeat  his  rural  fong. 
Who  has  not  heard  how  Italy  was  bleft, 
Above  the  Medes,  above  the  wealthy  £aft  ? 
Or  Gallus*  fong,  fo  tender  and  fo  true, 
As  ev*n  Lycoris  might  with  pity  view  ! 
When  mourning  nymphs  attend  their  Daphnis*  hearlc. 
Who  does  not  weep  that  reads  the  moving  verfe  ! 
But  hear,  oh  hear,  in  what  exalted  flrains 
Sicilian  Mufes  through  theie  happy  plains 
Proclaim  Saturnian  times — our  own  Apollo  reigns  ! 
When  France  had  breath'd,  after  inteftine  broils. 
And  peace  and  conqueft  crown'd  her  foreign  toils, 
There  (cukivated  by  a  royal  hand) 
Learning  grew  faft,  and  fpread,  and  bleft  the  land ; 
The  choiceft  books  that  Rome  or  Greece  have  known. 
Her  excellent  tranflators  made  her  own  : 
And  Europe  ftill  confiderably  gains, 
Both  by  their  good  example  and  their  pains. 
From  hence  our  generous  emulation  came. 
We  undertook,  and  we  performed  the  fame. 
But  now»  we  fhew  the  world  a  nobler  way. 
And  in  tranflafed  verfe  do  more  than  they ; 

Serene 
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Serene,  and  clear,  hannonious  Horace  flows. 

With  fweetnefs  not  to  be  expreft  in  profe  : 

Degrading  profe  explains  his  meaning  ill. 

And  (hews  the  ftuff,  but  not  the  woikman's  (kill « 

I  (who  have  ferv'd  him  more  than  twenty  years) 

Scarce  know  my  mailer  as  he  there  appears. 

Vain  are  our  neighbours  hopes,  and  vain  their  cares. 

The  ^ult  is  more  their  language's  than  theirs  : 

'Tis  courtly,  florid,  and  abounds  in  words 

Of  fofter  found  than  ours  perhaps  affords  $ 

But  who  did  ever  in  French  authors  fee 

The  comprehenfive  Englifli-cner  y  > 

The  weighty  bullion  of  one  fterling  linc> 

Drawn  to  French  wire,  >\'ould  through  whole  pages  fiiine. 

I  fpeak  my  private,  but  impartial  fcnfe, 

With  freedom,  and  (I  hope)  without  offence ; 

For  I  '11  recant,  when  France  can  fhew  me  wit^ 

As  ftrong  as  ours,  and  as  fuccinftly  writ. 

*Tis  true,  compofmg  is  the  nobler  part. 

But  good  tranilation  is  no  eafy  art* 

For  though  materials  have  long  fmce  been  found. 

Yet  both  your  fancy  and  your  hands  are  bound  ; 

And  by  improving  what  was  writ  before. 

Invention  labours  lefs,  but  judgment  more. 

The  foil  intended  for  Pierian  feeds 
Muft  bcL  well  purg*d  from  rank  pedantic  weeds. 
Apollo  ftarts,  and  all  ParnalTus  fhakes. 
At  the  rude  rumbling  Baralipton  makes. 
For  none  have  been  with  admiration  read. 
But  who  (befide  their  learning)  were  well  bred. 

P4  The 
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The  firft  great  work  (a  talk  performed  by  few) 
Is,  that  yourfelf  may  to  yourfelf  be  true  : 
No  mafk,  no  tricks,  no  favour,  no  refervc  ; 
Difre6l  your  mind,  examine  every  nerve. 
Whoever  vainly  on  his  ftrength  depends. 
Begins  like  Virgil,  but  like  Mxvius  ends. 
That  wretch  (in  fpite  of  his  forgotten  rhymes^ 
Condemned  to  live  to  all  fucceeding  times. 
With  pompous  nonfcnfe  and  a  bellowing  found 
Sung  lofty  Ilium,  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
And  (if  my  Mufe  can  through  pail  ages  fee) 
That  noify,  naufeous,  gaping  fool  was  he  ; 
Exploded,  when  with  univerfal  fcom. 
The  mountains  laboured  and  a  moufe  was  bom. 
Learn,  learn,  Crotona's  brawny  wreftler  cries. 
Audacious  mortals,  and  be  timely  wife  ! 
*Tis  I  that  call,  remember  Mile's  end, 
Wcdg*d  in  that  timber,  which  he  flrove  to  rend. 

Each  poet  with  a  diflfcrcnt  talent  writes. 
One  praifes,  one  inftru6b,  another  bites. 
Horace  did  ne'er  afpirc  to  Epic  bays, 
Nor  lofty  Maro  ftoop  to  Lyric  lays. 
Examine  how  your  humour  is  inclin'd. 
And  which  the  ruling  palfion  of  your  mind  ; 
Then,  fcek  a  poet  who  your  way  does  bend. 
And  choofe  an  author  as  you  choofe  a  friend. 
United  by  this  fympathetic  bond. 
You  grow  familiar,  intimate,  and  fond  ; 
Your  thoughts,your  words,  yourftyles,  your  fouls  agree, 
No  longer  his  interpreter,  but  he. 

With 
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With  how  much  cafe  is  a  young  Mufe  bctrayM  ! 
How  nice  the  reputation  of  the  maid  ! 
Your  early,  kind,  paternal  care  appears. 
By  chaftc  inftru6tion  of  her  tender  years. 
The  firft  impreflion  in  her  infant  breaft 
Will  be  the  deeped,  and  fliould  be  the  bcft. 
Let  not  aufterity  breed  fervile  fear, 
No  wanton  found  offend  her  virgin  ear. 
Secure  from  foolifli  pride's  affcfted  ftate, 
And  (pecious  flattery's  more  pernicious  bait^ 
Habitual  innocence  adorns  her  thoughts. 
But  your  ncgleft  muft  anfwer  for  her  fiaults. 

Immodeft  words  admit  of  no  defence ; 
For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  fenfe. 
What  moderate  fop  would  rake  the  Park  or  flews. 
Who  among  troops  of  faultlefs  nymphs  may  choofc  ? 
Variety  of  fuch  is  to  be  found  ; 
Take  then  a  fubje6l  proper  to  expound  : 
But  moral,  great,  and  worth  a  poet's  voice. 
For  men  of  fenfe  defpife  a  trivial  choice  : 
And  fuch  applaufe  it  muft  expe6):  to  meet. 
As  would  fome  painter  bufy  in  a  ftreet. 
To  copy  bulls  and  bears,,  and  every  fign. 
That  calls  the  flaring  fots  to  nafly  wine. 
Yet  'tis  not  all  to  have  a  fubje£l  good. 
It  mufl  delight  us  when  'tis  underflood. 
He  that  brings  fulfome  obje£ls  to  my  view,. 
(As  many  old  have  done,  and  many  new) 
With  naufeous  images  my  fancy  fills, 
And  all  goes  down  like  oxymel  of  fquillt. 

Inihrua 
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Inftru£b  the  liftening  world  how  Maro  fings 
Of  ufeful  fubje6b  and  of  lofty  things. 
Thefe  will  fuch  true,  fuch  bright  ideas  raife. 
As  merit  gratitude,  as  well  as  praife : 
But  foul  defcriptions  are  ofienfive  (tilly 
Either  for  being  like,  or  being  ill. 
For  who,  without  a  qualm,  hath  ever  look'd 
On  holy  garbage,  though  by  Homer  c6ok*d  ? 
Whofe  railing  heroes,  and  whole  wounded  Gods, 
Makes  fonije  fuipef):  he  fnores,  as  well  as  nods. 
But  I  offend — Virgil  begins  to  frown. 
And  Horace  looks  with  indignation  down ; 
My  bluihing  Mufe  with  confcious  fear  retires^ 
And  whom  they  like,  implicitly  admires. 

On  fure  foundations  let  your  fabric  rife, 
And  with  attra6tive  majefty  furprife. 
Not  by  affefted  meretricious  arts. 
But  ftri£l  harmonious  fymmetry  of  parts ; 
Which  through  the  whole  infenfibly  muft  paft. 
With  vital  heat  to  animate  the  mafs  : 
A  purfe,  an  a6Hve,  an  aufpicious  flame, 
And  bright  as  heaven,  from  whence  the  bleifrng  caraef 
But  few,  oh  few  fouls,  praeordain'd  by  fate. 
The  race  of  Gods,  have  reached  that  envy*d  height. 
No  Rebel-Titan* s  (acrilegious  crime, 
By  heaping  hills  on  hills  can  hither  climb  : 
The  grizly  ferryman  of  hell  deny'd 
^neas  entrance,  till  he  knew  his  guide  : 
How  juftly  then  will  impious  mortals  fall, 
Whofe  pride  vrouM  (bar  to  hea\xn  widiout  a  call ! 

Pride 
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Tride  (of  all  others  the  moft  dangerous  fault) 
Proceeds  from  T^vant  of  fimfe,  or  want  of  thought* 
^the  men,  who  labour  and  dig^  things  vaoSt, 
Will  be  much  apter  to  deipood  than  boaft : 
Por  if  your  author  be  profoundly  good. 
Twill  coft  you  dev  before  he 's  underftood. 
How  many  ages  fince  has  Virgil  writ  I 
How  few  are  they  who  underftand  him  yet  t 
Approach  his  altars  with  religious  fear, 
No  vulgar  deity  inhabits  there  : 
Heaven  (hakes  not  more  at  Jove's  imperial  nod» 
Than  poets  (hould  before  their  Mantuan  God. 
Hail  mighty  Maro !  may  that  facred  name 
Kindle  my  bread  with  thy  celeftial  flame ; 
Sublime  ideas  and  apt  words  infufe. 
The  Mufe  inftruft  my  voice,  and  thouinfpijj  the  Mufe! 

What  I  have  inftanc'd  only  in  the  beft, 
Isy  in  proportion,  true  of  all  the  reft. 
Take  pains  the  genuine  meaning  to  explore, 
There  (weat,  there  ftrain,  tug  the  laborious  oar ; 
Search  every  comment  that  your  cane  can  find, 
Some  here,  fome  there,  may  tiit  the  poet's  mind ; 
Yet  be  not  blindly  guided  by  the  throng ; 
The  multitude  is  always  in  the  wrong. 
When  things  appear  imnatural  or  hard, 
Confult  your  author,  with  himfelf  compared  ; 
Who  knows  what  bleffing  Phoebus  may  beftow^ 
And  future  ages  to  your  labour  owe  ? 
Such  fecrets  are  not  eafily  found  out. 
But,  once  dlfcover'dy  leave  no  roM&  for  doubt. 
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Truth  ftamps  conviftion  in  your  ravifk'd  brcaft^ 
And  peace  and  joy  attend  the  glorious  gueft. 

Truth  ftill  is^  one ;  truth  is  divinely  bright. 
No  cloudy  dtoubts  obfcure  her  native  light ; 
While  in  your  thoughts  you  find  the  kail  debate,, 
You  may  confound,  but  never  can  tranilate. 
Your  ftylc  will  this  through  all  difguiies  fho\v. 
For  none  explain  more  clearly  than  they  know^ 
He  only  proves  he  underftands  a  text^ 
Whofe  expofition  leaves  it  unperplcx'd'. 
They  who  too  faithfully  on  names  infift. 
Rather  create  than  di^pate  the  mill ; 
And  grow  unjuft  by  being  over-nice, 
(For  fuperftitious  virtue  turns  to  vice.)* 
Let  Craflus's  f  ghoft  and  Labienus  tell 
How  twice  in  Parthian  plains  their  legions  fclK, 
Since  Rome  hath  been  Co  jealous  of  her  fame. 
That  few  know  Pacorus'  or  Monaefes*  name. 

Words  in  one  language  elegantly  us'd. 
Will  haidly  in  another  be  excused. 
And  fome  that  Rome  admir'd  in  C^efar's  timc^ 
May  neither  fuit  our  genius  nor  our  clime^ 
The  genuine  fenfe,  intelligibly  told, 
Shews  a  tranilator  both  difcreet  and  bold^ 

Excurfions  are  inexpiably  bad  j 
And  'tis  much  fafer  to  leave  out  than  add'. 
Abftrufe  and  myftic  thoughts  you  muft  expreis 
With  painful  care,  but  feeming  eafinefs  j 
For  truth  fhines  brighteft  through  the  plaineft  drefs. 

t  Hor.  3,  Od.  vi. 

Th'iEncair 
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Th*  JEncan  Mufc,  when  fhe  appears  in  ftate. 
Makes  all  Jove's  thunder  on  her  verfcs  wait. 
Yet  writes  fometimes  as  foft  and  moving  things 
As  Venus  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  iings. 
Your  author  always  will  the  beft  advife, 
Fall  when  he  falls,  and  when  he  rifes  rife, 
Affe£Ved  noife  is  the  moft  wretched  thing, 
That  to  contempt  can  empty  fcriblers  bring* 
Vowels  and  accents,  regularly  placed. 
On  even  fyllables  (and  ftill  the  laft) 
Though  grofs  innumerable  faults  abound, 
In  ipite  of  nonfenfc,  never  fail  of  found. 
But  this  is  meant  of  even  verfe  alone, 
As  being  moft  harmonious  and  moft  known  t 
For  if  you  will  unequal  numbers  try. 
There  accents  on  o<id  fyllables  muft  lie* 
Whatever  fiftcr  of  the  learned  Nine 
Docs  to  your  fuit  a  willing  car  incline. 
Urge  your  fuccefs,  deferve  a  lafting  name, 
She  '11  crown  a  grateful  and  a  conftant  flamov 
But,  if  a  wild  uncertainty  prevail. 
And  turn  your  veering  heart  with  every  gale, 
You  lofe  the  fruit  of  all  your  former  care. 
For  the  fad  profpe6l  of  a  juft  defpair. 

A  quack  .(too  fcandaloufly  mean  to  name) 
Had,  by  man-midwifery,  got  wealth  and  fame  : 
As  if  Lucina  had  forgot  her  trade. 
The  labouring  wife,  invokes  his  furcr  aid. 
Wcll-feafon'd  bowls  the  goilip's  fpirits  raifc. 
Who,  while  fhe  guzzles^  chats  the  do6br's  praife; 

And 
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And  largely,  what  (he  wants  in  words,  AippIieS) 
With  maudlin-eloquence  of  trickling  eyes. 
But  what  a  thoughtlefs  animal  is  man!' 
(How  very  a6tive  in  his  own  trepan  !) 
For,  greedy  of  phyficians  frequent  fees. 
From  female  mellow  praife  he  takes  degrees  j 
Struts  in  a  new  unlicensed  gown,  and-  then 
From  faving  women  falls  to  killing  men. 
Another  fuch  had  left  the  nation  thin, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  children  he  brought  in. 
His  pills  as  thick  as  hand-granadoes  flew ; 
And  where  they  fell,  as  certainly  they  flew  5 
His  name  ftruck  every  where  as  great  a  damp, 
As  Archimedes  through  the  Roman  camp. 
With  this,  the  dDH:or*s  pride  began  to  cool ; 
For  fmarting  foundly  may  convince  a  fool. 
But  now  repentance  came  too  late  for  grace ; 
And  meagre  Famine  ftarM  him  in  the  face  : 
Fain  would  he  to  the  wives  be  reconcil'd. 
But  found  no  hulband  left  to  own  a  child. 
The  friends,  that  got  the  brats,  were  poifon'd  too^. 
In  this  fad  cafe,  what  could  our  vermin  do  ? 
WorryM  with  debts  and  paft  all  hope  of  bail, 
Th*  unpity'd  wretch  lies  rotting  in  a  jail ; 
And  there  with  baiket-alms,  fcarce  kept  alive,. 
Shews  how  mifliaken  talents  ought  to  thrive. 

I  pity,  from  my  foul,  unhappy  men. 
Compelled  by  want  to  proftitute  their  pen ; 
Who  muft,  like  lawyers,  either  ftarvc  or  plead, 
And  follow,  rigjat  or  wrong,  where  guiheas  lead ! 

B 
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But  youy  Pompilian,  wealthy,  pamper'd  heirsy 

Who  to  your  country  owe  your  fWords  «xid  cares^ 

Let  DO  vam  hope  your  eafy  mind  feduce» 

For  rich  ill  poets  are  without  excufe. 

'Tis  very  dangerous,  tampering  with  a  Mule, 

The  profit 's  fmall  and  you  ha^e  much  to  lofe  ^ 

For  though  true  wit  adorns  your  hirth  or  place. 

Degenerate  lines  degrade  th'  attainted  race. 

No  poet  any  pallion  can  excite. 

But  what  they  feel  traniport  them  when  they  writer 

Have  you  been  led  through  the  Cumaean  cave. 

And  heard  th*  impatient  maid  divinely  rave  ? 

I  hear  her  now ;  I  fee  her  rolling  eyes  : 

And  panting ;  Lo !  the  god,  the  god,  ihe  cries ; 

With  words  not  hers,  and  more  than  human  found 

She  makes  th'  obedient  ghofls  peep  trembling  througK« 

the  ground. 
But,  though  we  muft  obey  when  heaven  commands,. 
And  man  in  vain  the  facred  call  withfbnds. 
Beware  what  fpirit  rages  in  your  breafl ; 
For  ten  infpir'd,  ten  thoufand  are  pofTefl. 
Thus  make  the  proper  ufe  of  each  extreme. 
And  write  with  fury,  but  corre6l  with  phlegm. 
As  when  the  chearFul  hours  too  freely  pafs. 
And  fparkling  wine  (miles  in  the  tempting  glafs. 
Your  pulfe  advifes,  and  begins  to  beat 
Through  every  fwelling  vein  a  loud  retreat : 
So  when  a  Mufe  propitioufly  invites, 
Improve  her  favours,  and  indulge  her  fiighti  | 
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But  when  you  find  that  vigorous  heat  abate. 
Leave  oflfy  and  for  another  fummons  wait. 
Before  the  radiant  fun,  a  glimmering  lamp. 
Adulterate  metals  to  the  fieri  ing  ftamp. 
Appear  not  meaner,  than  mere  human  lines. 
Compared  with  thoic  whofe  infpiration  Ihines  : 
Thefe  nervous,  bold  ;  thoie  languid  and  remifs ; 
There,  cold  falutes ;  but  here,  a  lover's  kifs. 
Thus  have  I  fcen  a  rapid,  headlong  tide,  • 
With  foaming  waves  the  paflive  Soane  divide ; 
Whofe  lazy  waters  without  motion  lay, 
While  he,  with  eager  force,  urg'd  his  impetuous  way. 

The  privilege  that  ancient  poets  claim. 
Now  tum'd  to  licenie  by  too  juft  a  name, 
Bedongs  to  none  but  an  cftablifh'd  fame. 
Which  fcoms  to  take  it— 
Abfurd  expreffions,  crude,  abortive  thoughts, 
All  rtic  lewd  legion  of  exploded  faults, 
Bafe  fugitives  to  that  afylum  fly, 
And  facrcd  laws  with  infolence  defy. 
Not  thus  our  heroes  of  the  former  days, 
Deferv'd  and  gainVl  their  never-fading  bays  ; 
For  I  miflakc,  or  far  the  greatcft  part 
Of  what  fome  call  negleft,  was  ftudy'd  art. 
When  Virgil  feems  to  trifle  in  a  line, 
'Tis  like  a  warning-piece,  which  gives  the  fign 
To  wake  your  fancy,  and  prepare  your  fight, 
To  reach  the  noble  height  of  fomc  unufual  flight, 
I  loie  my  patience,  when  with  faucy  pride, 
Bj  UAtun'd  ean  I  heai  Ids  numbers  try'd. 
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Reverfe  of  nature  !  Ihall  fuch  copies  then 
Arraign  th'  originals  of  Maro's  pen  1 
And  the  rude  notions  of  pedantic  fchools 
Blafphcme  the  &cred  founder  of  our  rules  ! 

The  delicacy  of  the  niceft  ear 
Finds  nothing  harfli  or  out  of  order  there. 
Sublime  or  low,  unbended  or  intenie, 
The  found  is  ftill  a  comment  to  the  ienie. 

A  ikilful  ear  in  numbers  fhould  prefide. 
And  all  difputes  without  appeal  decide. 
This  ancient  Rome  and  elder  Athens  found. 
Before  miftaken  flops  debauch'd  the  found. 

When,  by  impulfe  from  heaven,  Tyrtaeus  fung. 
In  drooping  foldiers  a  new  courage  fprung ; 
Reviving  Sparta  now  the  fight  maintained,  ^ 

And  what  two  generals  loft  a  poet  gained.. 
By  fccret  influence  of  indulgent  fkies, 
Empire  and  poefy  together  rife.  , 

True  poets  are  the  guardians  of  a  ftate, 
And,  when  they  fail,  portend  approaching  fate.. 
For  that  which  Rome  to  conqueft  did  infpire, 
Was  not  the  Veftal,  but  the  Mufes*  fire  j 
Heaven  joins  the  blefiings :   No  declining  age 
E'er  felt  the  raptures  of  poetic  rage. 

Of  many  faults,  rhyme  is  (perhaps)'the  caufe; 
Too  ftrift  to  rhyme,  we  flight  more  ufeful  laws, 
For  that,  in  Greece  or  Rome,  vvas  never  known^ 
Till  by  barbarian  deluges  overflown : 
Subdued,  undone,  they  did  at  laft  obey. 
And  change  their  own  for  their  invaders'  viv^. 
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I  grant  that  from  ibme  mofly,  idol  oak,  -     ' 

In  double  rhymes  our  Thor  and  Woden  fpoke  | 
And  by  rucccflk)n  of  unlearned  times, 
As  Bards  began,  fo  Monks  rung  on  the  chimes. 

But  now  that  Phoebus  and  the  facred  Nine, 
With  all  their  beams  on  our  bleft  ifland  ihine. 
Why  (hould  not  wc  their  ancient  rites  rcftore. 
And  be,  what  Rome  or  Athens  were  before  ? 

*  *  Have  we  forgot  how  RaphaePs  numerous  pro(e 

*  Led  our  exalted  fouls  through  heavenly  camps, 

^  And  mark'd  the  ground  where  proud  apoftate  thrones 

*  Defy'd  Jehovah  !    Here,  'twixt  hoft  and  hoft, 

*  (A  narrow,  but  a  dreadful  interval) 

*  Portentous  fight !  before  the  cloudy  van 

*  Satan  with  vaft  and  haughty  ftrides  advanced, 

*  Came  towering  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

*  There  bellowing  engines,  with  their  fiery  tubes, 

*  Di(pers*d  aethereal  forms,  and  dowTi  they  fell 

*  By  thoufands,  angels  en  arch-angels  rolPd ; 

*  Recovered,  to  the  hills  they  ran,  they  flew, 

*  Which  (with  their  ponderous  load,  rocks,  waters, 

*  woods) 

*  From  their  firm  feats  torn  by  the  fliaggy  tops 

*  They  bore  like  fliields  before  them  through  the  air, 

*  Till  more  incens'd  they  hurld  them  at  their  foes. 

*  All  was  confufion,  heaven's  foundations  ihook, 

*  Threatning  no  lefs  than  univerfal  wreck, 

*  For  Michael's  arm  main  promontories  flung, 

*  An  cffay  on  blank ycrfc,  out  of  Paradifc  Loft,  B.  VI. 

*    ^^vd 
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*  And  over-preft  whole  legions  weak  with  fin  : 

*  Yet  they  blafphera'd  and  draggled  as  they  lay,    * 
<  Till  the  great  enfign  of  Meffiah  blaz'd, 

*  And  (arm^d  with  vengeance)  God's  vi€b>riou8  Son* 

*  (Effulgence  of  paternal  deity) 

*  Grafping  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 

*  Drove  th*  old  original  rebels  headlong  down, 

*  And  fent  th^ta  flaming  to  the  vaft'  abyfs.* 
O  may  I  live  to  hail  the  glorious  day, 

And  fihg  loud  paeans  through  the  crowded"  Way, 
When  in  triumphant  ftatc  the  Britifh  Mufe, 
True  to  herfelf,  fhall  barbarous  aid  refufc, 
,  And  in  the  Roman  majefty  appear, 
Which  none  know  better,  and  none  come  (b  near. 


A        PARAPHRASE. 

ON     THE 

CXLVIIIth  P     S     A  '  L     M, 


O  Azure  vaults  !  O  cr3rftal  Iky  1     ' 
The  world's  tran(parcht  canopy, 
Break  your  long  filence,  and  let  mortals  know 
With  what  contempt  you  look  on  things  below. 

Wing*d  fquadrons  of  the  god  of  war. 
Who  conquer  whcrefoe'er  you  arc, 
J^t  echoing  anthems  make  his  praifes  known 
Oil  earth  his  footflool,  as  in  heaven  his  tbiODJ^. 
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Great  eye  of  all,  whofe  glorious  ray 
Rules  the  bright  empire  of  the  day, 
O  praife  his  namey  without  whofe  purer  Jight 
Thou  hadft  been  hid  in  an  abyfs  of  night. 

Ye  moon  and  planets,  who  di^nfe. 
By  God*s  command,  your  influence ; 
Refign  to  him,  as  your  Creator  due. 
That  veneration  which  men  pay  to  you# 

Faircft,  as  well  as  firft,  of  things. 
From  whom  all  joy,  all  beauty  fprings  ; 
O  praife  tji'  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  globe. 
Who  ufeth  thee  for  his  empyreal  robe. 

Praile  him  ye  loud  harmonious  fpheres, 
Whofe  facred  (lamp  all  nature  bears, 
Who  did  all  forms  fiom  the  rude  chaos  draw. 
And  whofe  command  is  th'  univerlal  law : 

Ye  watery  mountains  of  the  fky. 

And  you  fo  far  above  our  eye, 
Vaft  ever-moving  orbs,  exalt  his  name, 
Who  gave  its  being  to  your  glorious  frame. 

Ye  dragons,  whofe  contagious  breath 

Peoples  the  daik  retreats  of  death. 
Change  your  fierce  hilfrng  into  joyful  fong. 
And  praife  your  Maker  with  your  forked  tongue. 


"^t^vfe 
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Praife  him,  ye  monfters  of  the  deep. 

That  in  the  Teas  vaft  boibrnt  fleep ; 
At  whofe  command  the  foambg  billows  roar^ 
Yet  know  their  limits,  tremble  and  adore. 

Ye  mifls  and  vapours,  hail  and  fnow. 
And  you  who  through  the  concave  blow. 
Swift  executors  of  his  holy  word,  ^ 

Whirl^nnds  and  tempefts,  praife  th'  Almighty  Lord,    .. 

Mountains,  who  to  your  Maker's  view. 

Seem  lefs  than  mole-hills  do  to  you. 
Remember  how,  when  firft  Jehovah  (poke. 
All  heaven  was  fire,  and  Sinai  hid  in  fmoke. 

Praife  him,  fwcct  offspring  of  the  ground. 
With  heavenly  nedar  yearly  crown 'd  j 
And  ye  tall  cedars,  celebrate  his  praife, 
.^    That  in  his  temple  iacred  altars  raife* 

Idle  muficians  of  the  ipring, 

Whofe  only  care  '&  to  love  and  fing. 
Fly  through  the  world,  and  let  your  trembling  throat 
Praife  your  Creator  with  the  fwcetcft  note. 

Praife  him  each  favage  furious  beaft. 

That  on  his  ftores  do  daily  fcafl : 
And  you  tame  flaves  of  the  laborious  plo^v, 
You^r  weary  knees  to  your  Creator  bow. 
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Majeftic  monarchs,  mortal  gods, 
Whofe  power  hath  here  no  periods, 
Bilay  all  attempts  againfl  yom*  crowns  be  vain  I 
But  fiill  remember  by  whofe  power  you  icign. 

Let  the  wide  world  his  praifes  fing. 
Where  Tagus  and  Euphrates  ^ring, 
And  from  the  Danube's  frofty  banks,  to  tho(e 
Where  from  an  unknown  head  great  Nilus  flows. 

You  that  dtfpoie  of  all  our  lives, 
Praife  hira  from  whom  your  power  derives ; 
Be  true  and  juft  like  him,  and  fear  his  word> 
As  much  a«  malefactors  do  your  fword. 

Praife  him,  old  monuments  of  time; 

O  praife  him  in  your  youthful  prime  ; 
Praife  him,   fair  idols  of  our  greedy  fenfe ; 
Exalt  his  name,  fweet  age  of  innocence. 

Jehovah's  name  fhall  only  laft. 

When  heaven,  and  earth,  and  all  is  paft  : 

Nothing,  great  God,  is  to  be  found  in  thee. 

But  unconceivable  eternity.  - 

Exalt,  O  Jacob's  facred  race. 
The  God  of  gods,  the  God  of  grace  ; 
Who  will  above  the  ftars  your  empire  raife. 
And  with  his  glory  recorapenfe  your  praife. 

A  P 
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A         PROLOGUE, 

SPOKENTO 

His  Royal  Highnefs  the  DUKE  of  YORK, 

At  Edinburgh. 

X7  O  L  L Y  and  vice  are  eafy  to  defcribe, 

^     Tl^c  common  fubjc^ls  of  oqr  fcribbling  tribe; 

Kut  when  true  virtues,  with  unclouded  light. 

All  great,  all  royal,  Ihine  divinely  bright, 

Our  eyes  are  dazzled,  and  our  voice  is  weak  ; 

Let  England,  Flanders,  let  all  Europe  fpeak, 

Let  France  acknowledge  that  her  (haken  throne 

Was  once  fupported,  Sir,  by  you  alone  : 

lianidi'd  from  thence  for  an  ufurper's  lake. 

Yet  tr.;ikd  liicn  with  her  laft  delpcratc  flake  : 

When  \\  ealthy  nci;:hbours  ilrovc  witii  us  for  power. 

Let  ti'.e  lla  tell,  how  in  their  fatal  hour, 

Swift  as  an  eade,  our  viLWioas  prince, 

Crreat  iiritaiii's  genius,  flew  to  her  dcreace ; 

His  name  ftruck  fear,  his  condu6l  won  the  day. 

He  can^e,  lie  faw,  he  feiz'd  tlie  (Iruggling  prpy. 

And  while  the  heavens  were  fire  and  th'  ocean  blood, 

Confinn'd  our  empire  o'er  the  conquer'd  flood. 

O  happy  illands,  if  you  knew  your  blifs  ! 
Strong  by  the  fca's  protection,  fafe  by  his  ! 
Kxprefs  your  gratitude  the  only  way, 
And  humbly  own  a  debt  too  vaft  to  pay  : 

CL4  I.er 
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Let  Fame  aloud  to  future  ages  tell. 

None  e'er  commanded,  none  obey'd  fo  well ; 

While  this  high  courage,  this  undaunted  mind^ 

So  loyal,  fo  fubmiffively  refign*d. 

Proclaim  that  fuch  a  hero  never  fprings, 

But  from  the  uncomipted  blood  of  kings. 

S  O  N  G. 

On  a  young  Lady  who  fung  finely,   and  wt 
afraid  of  a  Cold, 

WINTER,  thy  cruelty  extend. 
Till  fatal  tempefts  fwell  the  iea. 
In  vain  let  finking  pilots  pray ; 

Beneath  thy  yoke  let  Nature  bend. 
Let  piercing  froft,  and  lading  fnow. 
Through  woods  and  fields  deftru6lion  fow  ! 

Yet  we  unmov'd  will  fit  and  finile. 
While  you  thefe  leffer  ills  create, 
Thefe  we  can  bear ;  but,  gentle  Fate, 
And  thou,  bleft  Genius  of  our  ifie, 
From  Winter's  rage  defend  her  voice. 
At  which  the  lifiening  Gods  rejoice. 
May  that  celeltial  found  each  day 
With  extafy  tranQ)ort  our  fouls, 
Whilil  all  our  paiiions  it  controls. 

And  kindly  drives  our  cares  away  | 
Let  no  ungentle  cold  deftroy. 
All  tafte  we  have  of  heavenly  joy ! 

VIRGILM 
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VIRGIL'S    SIXTH    ECLOGUE, 
6        I         L        E         N        U        S. 

THE        ARGUMENT. 

Two  young  (hepherds,  Chromis  and  Mnafylui,  having 
been  often  promifed  a  fong  by  Silemis»  chance  to 
catch  him  adcep  in  this  Eclogue  i  where  they  bind 
him  hand  and  foot,  and  then  claim  his  promife. 
Silcnus,  finding  they  would  be  put  off  no  longer, 
begins  his  fong,  in  which  he  defcribes  the  fbrmation 

'Of  the  univcrfe,  and  the  original  of  animals,  ac- 
cording to  the  Epicurean  philofophyt  and  then  runt  . 

'through  the  moft  furprifing  transformation!  which 
have  happened  in  Nature  fmce  her  birth.  This 
Eclogue  was  dcfigned  as  a  compliment  to  Syro  the 
Epicurean,  who  in(lru6led  Virgil  and  Varus  in  the 
principles  of  that  philofophy.  Silenus  a£ts  as  tutor« 
Chromis  and  Mnafylus  at  the  t^'o  pupils. 

T  Firil  of  Ronrani  (loop'd  to  rural  drains, 
'^  Nor  blufh'd  to  dwell  among  Sicilian  fwaint^ 
When  my  Thalia  rait'd  her  bolder  voice, 
And  kings  and  battles  vrttt  her  lofty  choice, 
Phoebus  did  kindly  humblo-  thoughts  infufe, 
Jknd  withthii  whifper  check  th'  afpiring  MuTe 


And  though  I  once  prefum'd,  I  only  now  obey. 

But  yet  (if  any  with  indulgent  eyes 
Can  look  on  this,  and  fuch  a  trifle  prize) 
Thee  only,  Varus,  our  glad  fwains  (hall  ling, 
And  every  grove  and  every  echo  ring. 
Phoebus  delights  in  Varus'  favourite  name. 
And  none  who  under  that  prote6tion  came 
Was  ever  ill  received,  or  unfecure  of  fame. 
.  Proceed  my  Mufe. 
Young  Chromis  and  Mnafylus  chanc'd  to  ftray 
Where  (fleeping  in  a  cave)  Silenus  lay, 
Whofc  conftant  cups  fly  fuming  to  his  brain, 
And  always  boil  in  each"  extended  vein ; 
His  trufty  flaggon,  full  of  potent  juice. 
Was  hanging  by,  worn  thin  with  age  and  ufc ; 
Drop*d  from  his  head,  a  wreath  lay  on  the  groun< 
In  hafle  they  feizM  him,  and  in  hade  they  bound  j 
Eager,  for  both  had  been  deluded  long 


! 
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The  promis'd  verfc  no  longer  I'll  delay 

(She  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  another  way). 

With  that  he  rais'd  his  tuneful  voice  aloud. 

The  knotty  oaks  their  likening  branches  bow^d. 

And  favage  beafts  and  Sylvan  Gods  did  crowd ; 
For  lo  !  he  fung  the  world's  flupendous  birth, 

How  fcatter'd  feeds  of  Tea,  and  air,  and  earth. 

And  purer  fire,  through  univerfal  night 

And  empty  fpace,  did  fruitfully  unite  ; 

From  whence  th'  innumerable  race  of  things. 

By  circular  fuccefiive  order  fprings. 

By  what  degrees  this  earth's  compared  fpherc 

Was  hardened,  woods  and  rocks  and  towns  to  bear ; 

How  finking  waters  (the  firm  land  to  drain) 

Fiil'd  the  capacious  deep,  and  fbrm'd  the  main. 

While  from  above,  adom'd  with  radiant  light, 

A  new-born  fun  furpriz'd  the  dazzled  fight ; 

How  vapours  turn'd  to  clouds  obfcure  the  fky,    ' 
And  clouds  diflblv'd  the  thirfty  ground  fupply ; 
How  the  firft  foreft  rais'd  its  fliady  head, 
Till  when,  few  wandering  beafts  on  unknown  mountains 
.   fed. 
Then  Pyrrha's  ftony  race  rofe  from  the  ground. 
Old  Saturn  reign'd  with  golden  plenty  crown'd. 
And  bold  Prometheus  (whofe  untam'd  defire 
Rival'd  the  fun  with  his  own  heavenly  fire) 
Now  doom'd  the  Scythian  vulture's  endlefs  prey, 
Sc\-erely  pays  for  animating  clay. 
He  nam'd  the  nymph  (for  who  but  Gods  could  tell  ?) 
Into  whoie  anns  the  lovely  Hylas  fell  \ 


And  imitated  lowings  fill'd  the  ikies , 
(Though  metamorphosM  in  their  wild  conceit) 
Did  never  bum  with  fuch  unnatural  heat. 
Ah  !  wretched  queen  !  while  you  on  mountains  ftn 
He  on  foft  flowers  his  fnowy  fide  does  lay  ; 
Or  feeks  in  herds  a  more  proportioned  love  : 
Surround,  my  nymphs,  ihe  cries,  furround  the  gro' 
Perhaps  ibme  footileps  printed  in  the  clay, 
Will  to  my  love  direft  your  wandering  way  ; 
Perhaps,  while  thus  in  fearch  of  him  I  roam. 
My  happier  rivals  have  intic'd  him  home. 

He  fung  how  Atalanta  was  betrayed 
By  thofe  Hefperian  baits  her  lover  laid. 
And  the  fad  fillers  who  to  trees  were  tum'd. 
While  with  the  world  th'  ambitious  brother  bumV 
All  he  defcrib'd  was  prefent  to  their  eyes. 
And  as  he  rais'd  his  verfe,  the  poplars  feem'd  to  ri£ 

He  taught  which  Mufe  did  by  Apollo's  will 
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Charm'd  by  thefe  ftrings,  trees  darting  from  the  ground » 
Have  follovvM  with  delight  the  powerful  founds 
Thus  confecrated,  thy  Grynaean  grove 
Shall  have  no  equal  in  Apollo's  love. 

Why  ihould  I  fpeak  of  the  Megarian  maid. 
For  love  perfidious,  and  by  love  betray'd  ?  " 
And  her,  who  round  with  barking  monfieit  annM, 
The  wandering  Gredcs  (ah  frighted  men  ?)  alann'd  | 
Whofe  only  hope  on  ihatter'd  ihips  depends. 
While  fierce  fea-dogs  devour  the  mangled  frieadf • 

Or  tell  the  Thracian  tyrant's  aker'd  Akjpe, 
And  dire  revenge  of  Philoinela's  rape. 
Who  to  thofe  woods  diieds  her  moamful  cooAp 
Where  ihe  had  fuflfer'd  by  inceftuous  foroe. 
While,  loth  to  leave  the  palace  too  well  known, 
Progn^  flies,  hovering  round,  and  thinks  it  ftill  her  own  P 

Wliatcver  near  Eurota's  happy  ftream 
With  laurels  crown'd,  had  been  Apollo's  theme, 
Silenus  fmgs  ;  the  neighbouring  rocks  reply. 
And  fend  his  myftic  numbers  through  the  &y ; 
Till  night  began  to  fprcad  her  gloomy  veil. 
And  call'd  the  counted  iheep  from  every  daJei 
The  weaker  light  unwillin^y  declin'd. 
And  to  prevailing  (hades  the  murmuring  world  rdign'd* 


o\>^ 


1 


ftat       ROSCOMMON'S    POEMS. 
ODE     UPON     SOLITUDE. 


TT  A I L»  facrcd  Solitude !  from  this  calm  bay, 
■*•-■••  I  view  the  world's  tempefhious  fea. 

And  with  wife  pride  defpife 

Ail  thofe  ienfeiefs  vanities  : 
With  pity  mov'd  for  others,  caft  away 
On  rocks  of  hopes  and  fears,  I  fee  them  tofs'd 
On  rocks  of  folly,  and  of  vice,  I  fee  them  loll : 
Some  the  prevailing  malice  of  the  great. 

Unhappy  men  or  advcrfe  Fate, 
Sunk  deep  into  the  gulphs  of  an  affli£led  ftate. 
IJut  more,  far  more,  a  numberlefs  prodigious  train, 
Whilft  Virtue  courts  them,  but  alas  in  vain. 

Fly  from  her  kind  embracing  arms. 
Deaf  to  her  fondeft  call,  blind  to  her  greateft  charms. 
And,  funk  in  pleafurcs  and  in  brutifli  eafe. 
They  in  their  ihipwreck'd  ftatc  chemfelves  obdurate  pleafe. 

II.    -^ 
Hail,  facred  Solitude  !  foul  of  my  foul. 

It  is  by  thee  I  truly  live. 
Thou  doft  a  better  life  and  nobler  vigour  give  ; 
Doft  each  unruly  appetite  control : 
Thy  conftant  quiet  fills  my  peaceful  breaft. 
With  unmix'd  joy,  uninterrupted  reft. 

Prcfuming  love  does  ne*er  invade 

This  private  folitary  Ihade  ; 
And|  with  fantaftic  wounds  by  beauty  made, 

The 
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The  joy  has  no  allay  of  jealoufy,  hope,  and  fear, 
The  folid  comforts  of  this  happy  fpherc  : 

Yet  I  exalted  Love  admire, 

Fricndfhip,  abhorring  fordid  gain, 
And  purify *d  from  Luft's  diihoneil  ftain  : 
Nor  is  it  for  my  folitude  unfit, 

For  I  am  with  my  friend  alone^ 

As  if  we  were  but  one  ; 
'Tis  the  polluted  love  that  multiplies, 
But  friendlhip  does  two  fouls  in  one  comprifi;/ 

III. 
Here  in  a  full  and  conftant  tide  doth  flow 

All  bleffings  man  can  hope  to  know ; 
Here  in  a  d^  recefs  of  thought  we  find 
Pleafures  which  entertain,  and  which  exalt  the  mind ; 
Plcafures  which  do  from  friendfliip  and  from  know* 

ledge  rife, 
Which  make  us  happy,  as  they  make  us  wife  : 
Here  may  I  always  on  this  downy  grafs. 
Unknown,  unfeen,  my  eafy  minutes  pafs  : 
Till  with  a  gentle  forc'e  vi6U)rious  death 

My  folitude  invade. 
And,  ilopping  for  a  while  my  breath. 
With  eafe  convey  me  to  a  better  iliade. 


T  Ha; 
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OF       THE 

FIRST    BOOK    OF    HORACE. 

"ITIRTU'E,  deaf  friend,  needs  no  defence, 
^    The  flireff  guard  is  innocence  : 
None  knew,  till  guilt  created  fear. 
What  darts  or  poifon'd  arrows  were.. 

Integrity  undaunted  goes 
Through  Libyan  fands  and  Scythian  inows^ 
Or  vAkere  Hydafpes'  wealthy  fide 
Pays  tribute  to  the  Perfian  pride. 

For  as  (by  amorous  thoughts  betray 'd)^ 
Garelefs  in  Sabine  woods  I  flray'd,. 
A  grifly  foaming  wolf  unfed, 
Met  me  unarm*d,  yet  trembling  fled. 

No  beaft  of  more  portentous  fize 
In  the  Hercinian  foreft  lies  ; 
None  fiercer,  in  Numidia  bred. 
With  Cartilage  were  in  triumph  ledi- 

Set  me  in  the  rcmoteft  place. 
That  Neptune* s  frozen  arms  embrace ;. 
Where  angry  Jove  did  never  fpare 
One  breath  of  kind  and  temperate  air. 

Set  me  where  on  fome  pathlefs  plain 
■Hic/wtrthy  Africans  complain, 

T9- 
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To  fee  the  chariot  of  the  Sun 

So  near  their  fcorching  country  run. 

The  burning  zone^  the  frozen  ifles. 
Shall  hear  me  fing  of  Caelia's  (miles  : 
All  cold  but  in  her  breaft  I  will  defpifey 
And  dare  all  heat  but  that  in  Caelia's  eyes. 


THE     SAME     IMITATED. 

I. 

VIRTUE  (dear  friend)  needs  no  defence. 
No  arms,  but  its  own  innocence : 
Quivers  and  bows,  and  poiibn'd  dartt. 
Arc  only  us*d  by  guilty  hearts. 

II. 

An  honefl  mind  fafely  alone 
May  travel  through  the  burning  zone ; 
Or  through  the  deepeft  Scythian  fno^vs, 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Hydafpes  flows. 

III. 

While,  ruIM  by  a  refiftlefs  fire, 
Our  great  f  Orinda  I  admire, 
The  hungry  wolves  that  fee  me  (hay. 
Unarmed  and  (ingle,  run  away. 

t  Mrs.  Catharine  Philips. 

R  IV. 
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IV. 

Set  me  in  the  remoteft  place 
That  ever  Neptune  did  embrace ; 
When  there  her  image  fills  my  bitaft. 
Helicon  is  not  half  {o  bleft. 

V. 

Leave  me  upon  fome  Libyan  plain. 

So  ihe  my  fancy  entertab, 

And  when  the  thirfty  monfters  meet. 

They  '11  all  pay  homage  to  my  feet, 
VI. 

The  magic  of  Orinda's  name, 

Not  only  can  their  fiercenefs  tame, 

But,  if  that  mighty  word  I  once  r^arfe. 
They  feem  fubmiffively  to  roar  in  vcrfe. 

Part  of  the  Fifth  Scene  of  the  Second  Act  In 
GUARINI^S    PASTOR    FIDO, 

TRANSLATED. 

A  H  happy  grove !  dark  and  fecure  retreat 
"^^  Of  lacred  filcnce,  reft's  eternal  featj 
How  well  your  cool  and  unfrequented  fhade 
Suits  with  the  chafte  retirements  of  a  maid  ; 
Oh  !  if  kind  heaven  had  been  fo  much  my  friend. 
To  make  my  fate  upon  my  choice  depend  j 
All  my  ambition  I  would  here  confine. 
And  only  this  Elyfium  ihonld  be  mine  : 

Fond 
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Fond  men,  by  paffion  wilfully  betray'd, 

Adore  thofe  idols  which  their  hncy  made ; 

Purchafing  riches  with  our  time  and  care. 

We  lofe  our  ftvedom  in  a  gilded  fnare ; 

Andy  having  all,-  all  to  ourielves  refuie, 

Oppreft  with  bleflings  which  we  fear  to  ufe. 

Fame  is  at  beft  but  an  inconfiant  good. 

Vain  are  the  boafled  titles  of  our  blood ; 

We  (boned  lofe  what  we  moft  highly  prize, 

And  with  our  youth  our  fliort-liv'd  beauty  dies ;    . 

In  vain  our  fields  and  Hocks  increafe  our  (tore. 

If  our  abundance  makes  us  wi(h  for  more ; 

How  happy  is  the  harmlefs  country-maid, 

Who,  rich  by  natm'e,  fcoms  fupcrfluous  aid ! 

Wliofe  modeft  deaths  no  wanton  eyes  invite. 

But  like  her  foul  pre(ervcs  the  native  white ; 

Whole  little  {brc  her  well-taught  mind  docs  plea(e, 

Nor  pinch'd  with  iJV-ant,  nor  cloy'd  with  wanton  cafe. 

Who,  free  from  ftorms,  which  on  the  great-ones  fall. 

Makes  but  few  wiOies,  and  enjoys  them  all  1 

No  care  but  love  can  difcompole  her  bread. 

Love,  of  all  cares,  the  fweeteft  and  the  beft  : 

While  on  (weet  grafs  her  bleating  charge  4oes  lie. 

Our  happy  lover  feeds  upon  her  eye  1 

Not  one  on  whom  or  Gods  or  men  impofe. 

But  one  whom  love  has  for  this  lover  chofe. 

Under  (bme  favourite  myrtle's  (hady  boughs^ 

They  fpcak  their  paflions  in  repeated  vows. 

And  whilft  a  blulh  confeifcs  how  (he  bums, 

tils  futhful  heart  makes  as  (inccre  tctuxa%  \ 
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Thus  in  the  arms  of  love  and  peace  they  lie» 
And  while  they  live,  their  flames  can  never  die*^ 

THE        DREAM. 

TO  the  pale  tyrant,  who  to  horrid  graves 
Condemns  fo  many  thouiand  helplefs  0aves^ 
Ungrateful  we  do  gentle  fleep  compare. 
Who,  though  his  vi£^ones  as  numerous  are. 
Yet  from  his  (laves  no  tribute  does  he  take, 
But  woeful  cares  that  load  men  while  they  wake» 
When  his  foft  charms  had  eas'd  my  weary  fight 
Of  all  the  baleful  troubles  of  the  light, 
Dorinda  came,  divefted  of  the  fcom 
Which  the  unequal 'd  maid  fo  long  had  worn  j 
How  oft,  in  vain,  had  Love's  great  God  eflay'd 
To  tame  the  ftubborn  heart  of  that  bright  maid  ! 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  the  pride  that  fwells  her  mind. 
The  humble  God  of  Sleep  can  make  her  kind. 
A  rifmg  blufh  increased  the  native  ftore 
Of  charms,  that  but  too  fatal  were  before. 
Once  more  prefcnt  the  vifion  to  my  view. 
The  fweet  illufion,  gentle  Fate,  renew ! 
Ho^v  kind,  how  lovely  Ihe,  how  ravifli'd  1 1 
Shew  me,  blefl  God  of  Sleep,  and  let  me  die* 


'TLU^ 
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THE         GHOST 

OF  THE  OLD  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS, 

To  the  New  One,  appointed  to  meet  at  Oxford. 

FROM  deeped  dungeons  of  eternal  night, 
The  feats  of  horror,  fbrrow,  pains,  and  fpite, 
I  have  been  fent  to  tell  you,  tender  youth, 
A  feafonable  and  important  truth. 
I  feel  (buty  oh !  too  late)  that  no  difeafe 
Is  like  a  furfeit  of  luxurious  eafe : 
And  of  all  others,  the  mod  tempting  things 
Are  too  much  wealth,  and  too  indulgent  kings. 
None  erer  was  fuperlatively  ill, 
But  by  degrees,  with  induftry  and  ikill : 
And  fbme,  whofe  meaning  hath  at  firft  been  fair. 
Grow  knaves  by  uie,  and  rebels  by  defpair. 
My  time  is  paft,  and  yours  will  foon  begin. 
Keep  the  firft  bloflbms  from  the  blail  of  fin ; 
And  by  the  fate  of  my  tmultuous  ways, 
Preierve  yourielves,  and  bring  fcrener  days, 
Thebufy,  fubde  (erpents  of  the  law. 
Did  firft  my  mind  from  true  obedience  draw  s 
While  I  did  limits  to  the  king  preicribe. 
And  took  for  oratles  diat  canting  tribe, 
I  chang'd  true  freedom  for  the  name  of  free. 
And  grew  ieditious  for  variety  ? 
All  that  oppos'd  me  were  to  be  acau^d, 
Apd  by  1^  laws  illegally  abus'd  \ 
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The  robe  was  fummon'dy  Maynard  in  the  head^ 
In  legal  murder  none  fo  deeply  read ; 
1  brought  him  to  the  bar,  where  once  he  flood, 
Stain'd  with  the  (yet  nncxpiated)  blood 
Of  tlie  brave  Strafiford,  when  three  kingdoms  run^ 
With  his  accumulative  hackney-tongue  j 
Prifoners  and  witneiTes  were  waiting  by, 
Thefe  had  been  taught  to  fwear,  and  thofe  to  61c, 
And  to  expe£t  their  arbitrary  fates. 
Some  for  ill  faces,  fome  for  good  eftates. 
To  fright  the  people,  and  alarm  the  town, 
Bedloe  and  Oates  employed  the  reverend  gown. 
But  while  the  triple  mitre  bore  the  blame. 
The  king's  three  crowns  were  their  rebellious  aim  : 
I  ieem'd  (and  did  but  feem)  to  fear  the  guards. 
And  took  for  mine  the  Bethels  and  the  Wards  ; 
Anti-monarchic  Heretics  of  ftate. 
Immoral  Atheifts,  rich  and  reprobate  : 
But  above  all  I  got  a  little  guide. 
Who  every  ford  of  villainy  had  try*d  : 
None  knew  fo  well  the  old  pernicious  way. 
To  ruin  fubje£ls,  and  make  kings  obey  ; 
And  my  fmall  Jehu,  at  a  furious  rate. 
Was  driving  Eighty  back  to  Forty-eight, 
This  the  king  knew,  and  was  relblv'd  to  bear. 
But  I  miftook  his  patience  for  his  fear. 
All  that  this  happy  ifland  could  afford. 
Was  facrific'd  to  my  voluptuous  board. 
In  his  whole  paradife,  one  only  tree 
He  had  excepted  by  a  ftn&.  ^ct^^  \ 
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A  lacicd  tree,  wliicij  loya-  iil.--  <:>''  m,.t'^ 

Vet  it  in  piece:  i  tonii^ir  u  v,  iui: 

Beu-arc,  my  child  I  djviiniy  j    ti*ci«  . 

This  fo  undid  all  1  iiad  douc  'uc'njt* , 

1  could  attempt,  and  h'j  uiuui<:  iio  luoi'. ; 

My  unpiepat'd,  and  Uiiicpciiliu,:^  unMr.y 

Was  fnatch'd  away  by  thv  ivvii*  ij^i**!  o*  d^aii. 

And  I,  witli  all  my  fmo  au^ur  jai ,  huf '  '' 

To  th'  utter  uarkiid.  of   tw:  iuwti  v^oji'i 

A  dix:adiul  place  '   vviticii  vou  llkj  luo'.  »vi:i  k.< , 

If  you  believe  ieuuccr^  iiiOi<:  tiM^.  jif  . 

O     r.        'J     jJ     I. 
DEATH    OF    A     LAJ^V'i*     h<j<.., 
*'  I  '  11  O  U,  hdppy  cie<ttui< ,  ai  r  jc  ^ji 

"*"       I*'lUllt  Lii   l.lL   IWJiljCii'  -    V.<.  CflC^if.  ^ 

Defpair.  aiixLrii.u/.,   hjc.oui.; 
Lol:  i'ljtncl  ,  jii-^  iu\'  .  c.ii^  .j*  ■  u... . , 
A  rL.!iv:    I'lacici'iC'.  uicv.  t.n,-  .,i  ..t,-, 
FroiTi  i*>ir.,  ijsiu-.'..  an'i  iiUj>vr..i*iL:iv  . 
Ti'Ou*:  .  ill'-  el-c:v  G  i:.'.  iuici.  .■•;j' , 
Gildiu''  it.'.i:    v.j:;i  J^auiu  ^  n-  .«-. 

Kov  Cil'J:-  V...-.  iwUi.'i  ill'.  .  t.  .»*■..  t^..  ;ii  , 
Tiiu;.  V.  .,j  c.7-1''  K  wJtti'.  "lOi.:  i,«j.  .  ,  rt.  1... 
PoorCw.r'.f.       i'!.i  UiCU.il.i.      .  :.i,u 

Th;  a\  . -i  iiiu.ijiui^  ti.  ij.  -  ^• 
A>  w;i*;;i  o.':  juiciuia  a  la,^  /Ow  x,»  , 
Chidijj;;  iijt  Morti^cj^  uc»«v^  L..€i  . 
Hov.  iun diy  liuiuai.  palii«^«. .  :»ii 
M'iiat  »t  uai.  ti**y'.  ,  ;.^..   ■„..  iu*-^v.. 
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EPILOGUE 

T   O 

ALEXANDER     THE     GREAT, 

WHEN  ACTED  AT  THE  THEATRE  IN  DUBLIN. 

VOy  've  feen  to-night  the  gloiy  of  the  Eaft, 
*^     The  man,  who  all  the  then  Known  world  pofie^ 
That  kings  in  chains  did  fon  of  Ammon  call. 
And  kingdoms  thought  divine,  by  treafon  fall. 
Him  Fortune  only  favour'd  for  her  (port ; 
And  when  his  condu£l:  wanted  her  Tupport, 
His  empire,  courage,  and  his  boafted  line, 
Were  all  prov'd  mortal  by  a  flave's  defign. 
Great  Charles,  whofe  birth  has  promised  milder  fway, 
Whofe  awful  nod  all  nations  muft  obey, 
Secur'd  by  higher  powers,  exalted  (lands 
Above  the  reach  of  (acrilegious  hands  j 
Thofe  miracles  that  guard  his  crowns,  declare 
That  heaven  has  form*d  a  monarch  worth  their  care ; 
Bom  to  advance  the  loyal,  and  depofe 
His  own,  his  brother's,  and  his  father's  foes. 
Fa6tion,  that  once  made  diadems  her  prey. 
And  ilopt  our  prince  in  his  trium^^nt  way. 
Pied  like  a  mift  before  this  radiant  day. 
So  when,  in  heaven,  the  mighty  rebels  rofe, 
Proud^  and  xctolv'd  thax  «k^\ik  to  depofe. 


1 
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Angels  fought  firft,  but  unfuccefsful  prov'd. 

Cod  kept  the  conqueft  for  his  bed  belov'd  : 

At  (ight  of  fuch  omnipotence  they  fly. 

Like  leaves  before  autumnal  winds,  and  die. 

All  who  before  him  did  afcend  the  throne. 

Laboured  to  draw  three  reftive  nations  on. 

He  boldly  drives  them  forward  wirfiout  pain. 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  fh^ght  obey  the  rein. 

Such  terror  (peaks  him  deftin'd  to  command  { 

We  worihip  Jove  with  thunder  in  his  hand ; 

But  when  his  mercy  without  power  appears. 

We  flight  his  a]tars>  and  negle6i  our  prayers. 

How  weaken  arms  did  civil  difeord  ihew  I 

Like  Saul,  flie  ftruck  with  fury  at  her  foe. 

When  an  immortal  hand  did  ward  the  blow. 

Her  offspring,  made  the  royal  hero's  fcom. 

Like  fons  of  earth,  all  fell  as  foon  as  bom : 

Yet  let  us  boafl,  for  (ure  it  is  our  pride. 

When  with  thtir  blood  our  neighbour  lands  were  dy'd^ 

Ireland's  untainted  loyalty  remained. 

Her  people  guiltlefs,  and  her  fields  unilain'd. 

ON     THE 

DAY     OF     JUDGMENT. 


nn}I  E  day  ^f  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
-*-    Shall  the  whole  world  in  aihcs  lay, 
A«  DBvld  and  the  Sibyls  lay. 


! 
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II. 

What  horror  will  invade  the  mind, 

WTicn  the  flri£k  Judge,  who  would  be  kind. 

Shall  have  few  venial  faults  to  find  ! 

III. 

The  laft  loud  trumpet's  wondrous  found. 
Shall  through  the  rending  tombs  rebound. 
And  wake  the  nations  under  ground. 

IV. 
Nature  and  Death  (hall,  with  fuiprize. 
Behold  the  pale  offender  rife. 
And  view  the  Judge  with  confcious  eyes. 

V. 
Then  ihall,  with  univerfal  dread. 
The  (acred  myftic  book  be  read. 
To  try  the  living  and  the  dead. 

VI. 
The  Judge  afcends  his  awful  throne. 
He  makes  each  fecret  (in  be  known, 
And  all  with  fhame  confefs  their  own* 

VII. 
O  then  !  what  intereft  Hiall  I  make, 
To  favc  my  laft  important  ftake. 
When  the  moft  juft  have  caufe  to  quake  ? 

VIII. 
Thou  mighty,  formidable  king. 
Thou  tnercy's  unexhaufted  fpring. 
Some  comf  oitabk  ^\t^  brin^ ! 
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IX. 

Forget  not  what  my  ranfom  coft. 
Nor  let  my  dear«bought  foul  be  loft. 
In  ftorms  of  giiilty  tenor  toft. 

X. 
Thou  who  for  me  didft  feel  fuch  pain, 
Whofe  precious  blood  the  crofs  did  ftain^ 
Let  not  thoie  agonies  be  vain. 

XL 

Thou  whom  avenging  powers  obey. 
Cancel  my  debt  (too  great  to  pay) 
Before  the  fad  accounting-day. 

XII. 
Surrounded  with  amazing  fears, 
Whofe  load  my  foul  with  anguifh  bears^ 
I  figh,  I  weep :    Accept  my  tears. 

XIII. 
Thou  who  wert  mov'd  with  Mary's  grief^ 
And,  by  abfolving  of  the  thief. 
Haft  given  me  hope,  now  give  relief. 

XIV. 
Reje£t  not  my  unworthy  prayer, 
Preierve  me  from  that  dangerous  fnare 
Which  death  and  gaping  hell  prepare. 

XV. 
Give  my  exalted  foul  a  place 
Among  thy  choien  right-hand  race  j 
The  fbns  <^  God,  and  heirs  of  grace* 


Profbrate  my  contrite  heart  I  rend. 
My  Gody  my  Father,  and  my  Friend ; 
Do  not  foriake  me  in  my  end. 

XVIII. 
Well  may  they  curfe  their  fecond  breati 
Who  rife  to  a  reviving  death ; 
Thou  great  Creator  of  Mankind, 
I«et  guilty  man  compaffion  find ! 

P      R      O      L      O      G      U 

T   O 

POMPEY,      A      TRAG 
Tranilated  by  Mrs.  Cath.  Phil 
From  the  French  of  Monfieur  Cox.Nl 
And  afted  at  the  Theatre  in  Dubli 

TPHE  mighty  rivals,  whofe  deftru6Uve  ra 

■*"     Did  the  whole  world  in  civil  arms  eng 

Are  now  agreed  ;  and  make  it  both  their  ch 
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When  he  the  Thames,  the  Danube,  and  the  Nile, 
Had  flain'd  with  blood,  Peace  flourifh'd  in  this  iile  j 
And  you  alone  may  boaft,  you  never  law 
Caifar  till  now,  and  now  can  give  him  law. 

Great  Pompey  too,  comes  as  a  fuppliant  here^ 
But  fays  he  cannot  now  begin  to  fear : 
He  knows  your  equal  juftice,  and  (to  tell 
A  Roman  truth)  he  knows  himfelf  too  well, 
Succefs,  'tis  true,  waited  on  Caefar's  fide, 
But  Pompey  thinks  he  conquer'd  when  he  died. 
His  fortune,  when  fhe  prov'd  the  moft  unkind, 
Chang'd  his  condition,  but  not  Gate's  mind* 
Then  of  what  doubt  can  Pompey 's  caufe  admit. 
Since  here  fo  many  Cato's  judging  fit. 

But  you,  bright  nymphs,  give  Caefar  leave  to  woo^ 
The  greatcft  wonder  of  the  world,  but  you  ; 
And  hear  a  Mu(e,  who  has  that  hero  taught 
To  fpcak  as  generouily  as  e'er  he  fought ; 
W'^hofe  eloquence  from  fuch  a  theme  deters 
All  tongues  but  Englifli,  and  all  pens  but  hert. 
By  the  juft  Fates  your  fex  is  doubly  bleft. 
You  conquer'd  Caefar,  and  you  praife  him  bcft. 

And  you  (*  illuftrious  Sir)  receive  as  due, 
A  prefent  deftiny  prelerv'd  for  you. 
Rome,  France,  and  England,  join  their  forces  hexe^ 
To  make  a  poem  worthy  of  your  ear. 
Accept  it  then,  and  on  that  Pompey's  brow. 
Who  gave  fo  many  crowns,  beftow  one  now. 

*  To  the  Lord  Lieutenant. 

xoss't 
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ROSS'S       GHOST 

SHAME  of  my  life,  difhirber  of  my  tomb. 
Safe  as  thy  modier's  proftituted  womb ; 
Huffing  to  cowaixlsy  fawning  to  the  bnure. 
To  knayes  a  fool»  to  credulous  fools  a  knave. 
The  king's  betrayer,  and  the  people's  (lave. 
Like  Samuel,  at  thy  necromantic  call, 
I  rile,  to  tell  thee,  God  has  left  thee,  Saul. 
I  ftrove  in  vadn  th'  infe^d  blood  to  cure ; 
Streams  will  run  muddy  where  the  fpiing  *$  impfiu 
In  all  your  meritorious  life,  we  iee 
Old  TaaPs  invincible  fobriety. 
Places  of  Mafter  of  the  Horfe,  and  Spy, 
You  (like  Tom  Howard)  did  at  once  fupply  : 
From  Sidney's  blood  your  loyalty  did  fprinjg. 
You  fhew  us  all  your  parents,  but  the  king. 
From  vvhofe  too  tender  and  too  bounteous  arms 
(Unhappy  he  who  fuch  a  viper  warms  ! 
As  dutiful  a  fubjefl  as  a  Ton !) 
To  your  true  parent,  the  whole  town,  you  run. 
Read,  if  you  can,  how  th'  old  apoftate  fell. 
Out-do  his  pride,  and  merit  more  than  hell : 
Both  he  and  you  were  glorious  and  bright. 
The  firft  and  faireft  of  the  fons  of  light : 
But  when,  like  him,  you  offer'd  at  the  crown. 
Like  him,  your  angry  father  kick'd  you  dowDv 
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THE      SIXTH      ODE 

OF       THE 

THIRD     BOOK    OF     H  O  R  A  C  E. 

Of  the  Corruption  of  the  Times. 

THOSE  ills  your  anceftors  have  done, 
Romansy  are  now  become  your  own  f 
And  they  will  coft  you  dear, 
Unlefs  you  foon  repair 
The  falling  temples  which  the  gods  provoke. 
And  ilatues  fully'd  yet  with  facrilcgious  fmoke. 

Propitious  heaven,  that  rais'd  your  fathers  high. 

For  humble,  grateful  piety, 

(As  it  rewarded  their  re(pe£^) 

Hath  iharply  punifh'd  your  negle£^ ; 

All  empires  on  the  gods  depend, 
Begun  by  their  command,  at  their  command  they  end. 

Let  CraiTue*  ghoft  and  Labienus  tell. 
How  twice  by  Jove's  revenge  our  legions  fell. 

And,  with  unfulting  pride, 
3hining  in  Roman  ipoils,  the  Parthian  vi^^ors  ride« 

The  Scythian  and  Egyptian  fcum 

Had  almoft  ruin'd  Rome, 
While  our  feditions  took  their  pait, 
Fill*d  each  JEgyptian  fail;and  wing'd  cadiSc^i^lEcaxk^^sx.. 
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Firfty  thole  flagitious  times 
(Pregnant  with  unknown  crimes) 
Conipire  to  violate  the  nuptial  bed. 
From  which  polluted  head 
InfeAioos  ftreams  of  crowding  fins  begpn. 
And  through  the  fjpurious  breed  and  guilty  nation  n 

Behold  a  ripe  and  melting  m^d. 
Bound  prentice  to  the  wanton  trade  ; 
Ionian  artifts,  at  a  mighty  price, 
Inffaruft  her  in  the  myfleries  of  vice ; 
What  nets  to  fpread,  where  fubtle  baits  to  lay. 
And  with  an  early  hand  they  fonn  the  tempered  da] 

Marry'd,  their  leiTons  (he  improves 
By  pra£tice  of  adulterous  loves. 
And  fcoms  the  common  mean  delign 
To  take  advantage  of  her  hulband*s  wine. 
Or  fnatch,  in  fome  dark  place, 
A  hafty  illegitimate  embrace. 

No  !  the  brib'd  huiband  knows  of  all. 
And  bids  her  rife  when  lovers  call  i 
Hither  a  merchant  from  the  fbaits. 
Grown  wealthy  by  forbidden  freights. 
Or  city  cannibal,  repairs, 
Who  feeds  upon  the  flefh  of  heirs ; 
Convenient  brutes,  whofe  tributary  flame 
Pays  the  full  price  of  lull,  and  gilds  the  flighted  fha 
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'Twas  not  the  fpawn  of  fuch  as  thefe. 
That  dy*d  with  Punick  blood  the  conquered  fexi, 
And  quaih'd  the  ftun  JEacides  ; 
Made  the  proud  Afian  monarch  feel  ^ 

How  weak  his  gold  was  againft  Europe's  fteel, 
Forc'd  even  dire  Hannibal  to  yield ; 
And  won  the  long-di(puted  woiid  at  Zama's  fatal  field. 

But  Ibldiers  of  m  ruftic  mould. 
Rough,  hardy,  feafon'd,  manly,  bold. 
Either  they  dug  the  ftubbom  ground, 
Or  through  hewn  woods  their  weighty  flrokes  did  found. 

And  after  the  declining  fun 
Had  changed  the  ihadows,  and  their  tafk  was  done^ 
Home  with  their  weary  team  they  took  their  Nvay, 
And  drown'd  in  friendly  bowls  the  labour  of  the  day, 

TTime  ienfibly  all  things  impairs ; 
Our  fathers  have  been  worfe  than  theirs  j 
And  we  than  ours ;  next  age  will  fee 
A  race  more  profligate  than  we 
(With  all  the  pains  we  take)  have  (kill  enough  to  be. 

Tranflation  of  the  follwing  Vcrfe  from  L  u  c  a  n, 
Vi^ix  Caufa  Diis  placuit,  fed  Vi£hi  Catoni. 


'TPHE  gods  were  plcas'd  to  chufe  the  conquering  fidc^ 
"*■    But  Cato  thought  he  conquered  "wYwiivVvft  dV^. 
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HORACE'S 
ART       OF         POETRY*, 

"  Scribendi  re6ke,  fapere  eft  &  principmm  &  fons." 

T  HAVE  feldom  known  a  trick  fucceed^  and  will  put 
''-  none  upon  the  reader;  but  tell  him  plainly  that  I 
think  it  could  never  be  more  feafonable  than  now  to 
lay  down  fuch  rules,  as,  if  they  be  obferved,  will 
nudce  men  write  more  corre£lly,  and  judge  more  dif- 
creetly :  but  Horace  muft  be  read  ferioufly  or  not  at 
all,  for  elfe  the  reader  won't  be  the  better  for  him^ 
and  I  ihall  have  loft  my  labour.  I  have  kept  as  clofe 
as  I  could,  both  to  the  meaning  and  the  words  of  the 
author,  and  done  nothing  but  what  I  believe  he  would 
forgive  if  he  were  alive  ;  and  I  have  often  afked  myfelf 
that  queftion.     I  know  this  is  a  field, 

•*  Per  quern  magnus  equos  Auruncae  flexit  Alunmus.'* 

But  with  all  the  refpeft  due  to  the  name  of  Ben 
Jonfon,  to  which  no  man  pays  more  veneration  than 
I ',  it  cannot  be  denied,  that  the  conftraint  of  rhyme, 
and  a  literal  tranflation  (to  which  Horace  in  this  book 
declares  himfeif  an  enemy),  has  made  him  want  a  com* 
fiaent  in  many  places. 

♦  Printed  from  Dr.  Rawlinfon's  copy,  corre£bd  by 
the  Earl  of  Rofcoromou'^  o>wii.\«xA% 
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My  chief  care  has  been  to  write  intelligibly  ;  and 
where  the  Latin  was  obfcure,  I  have  added  a  line  or 
two  to  explain  it. 

I  am  below  the  envy  of  the  critics;  but,  if  I  durily 
I  would  beg  them  to  remember^  that  Horace  owed  his 
favour  and  liis  fortune  to  the  chara6^er  given  of  him 
by  Virgil  and  Varius,  that  Fundanius  and  Pollio  are 
ill  11  valued  by  what  Horace  fays  of  them,  and  that# 
in  their  golden  age,  there  was  a  good  underilanding^ 
among  the  ingenious,  and  thofe  who  were  the  moft 
efleemed  were  the  beft  natured. 


TF  in  a  pi6lure  (Pifo)  you  ihould  fee 

•*■  A  hand  feme  \Yoman  with  a  fi(hes  tail, 

Or  a  man's  head  upon  a  horfc*s  neck. 

Or  limbs  of  bcafts  of  the  moft  different  kinds, 

Cover'd  with  feathers  of  all  forts  of  birds, 

Would  you  not  laugh,  and  think  the  painter  mad ! 

Truft  me,  that  book  is  as  ridiculous, 

Whofc  incoherent  ftyle  (like  fick  men's  dreams) 

Varies  all  fhapes,  and  mixes  all  extremes. 

Painters  and  Poets  have  been  ftill  allow'd 

Their  pencils,  and  their  fancies  unconfin'd. 

This  p^vilcge  we  freely  give  and  take ; 

But  Nature,  and  the  common  laws  of  fenie^ 

Forbid  to  reconcile  Antipathies,  ^ 

Or  make  a  fnakc  engender  with  a  dove, 

And  hungry  tigers  court  the  tender  lambs. 

Some,  that  at  firft  have  promis'd  mighty  things, 
Applaud  thcmfchres,  when  a  few  florid  lines  * 

S  £  Shine 
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Shine  through  th'  infipid  dulncfs  of  the  reft ; 

Hert  thfcy  defcribc  a  tcfnplc,  or  a  wood, 

Or  ftreams  that  through  delightful  meadows  run. 

And  there  the  rainbow,  or  the  rapid  Rhine  5 

But  they  mifplace  them  all,  and  cft>wd  them  in^ 

And  ate  as  much  to  feek  in  other  things. 

As  he  that  only  can  defign  a  tree. 

Would  be  to  draw  a  fliipwreck  or  a  ftorm. 

When  you  begin  with  fb  much  pomp  and  ihow. 

Why  is  the  -end  (b  little  anA  (b  low  ? 

Be  what  you  will,  fo  you  be  ftill  the  fame. 

Mod  poets  fall  iato  the  grofieft  faults, 
Deluded  by  a  feeming  excellence  : 
By  ftriving  to  be  ihort,  they  grow  obfcure. 
And  when  they  would  write  finoothly,  they  want  ibceag 
Their  fprits  (ink  ;  while  others,  that  aficf): 
^  A  lofty  ftyle,  fwell  to  a  tympany  5 
Some  timorous  wretches  flart  at  every  blafl. 
And,  fearing  tempefts,  dare  not  leave  the  fhore  ; 
Others,  in  love  with  wild  variety. 
Draw  boars  in  waves,  and  dolphins  in  a  wood  ; 
Thus  fear  of  erring,  join'd  with  want  of  Ikill, 
Is  a  moft  certain  way  of  erring  ftill. 

The  meaneft  workman  in  th*  ^milian  ^uare^ 
May  grave  the  nails,  or  imitate  the  hair« 
But  cannot  fini(h  what  he  hath  begun ; 
What  can  be  more  ridiculous  than  he  ? 
For  one  or  two  good  features  in  a  face. 
Where  all  the  relit  ait  fcandaloufly  ill. 
Make  it  but  more  TCioaTVsJo\i  ^qto^^ 
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Let  poets  match  their  fubje6t  to  their  ftrengtlj, 
And  often  try  what  weight  they  can  fupport. 
And  what  their  ihoulders  are  too  weak  to  bc|^. 
After  a  ferious  and  judicious  choice. 
Method  and  eloquence  will  never  fail. 

As  wel}  the  force  as  ornament  of  verfe 
Confift  in  choo^g  a  fit  time  for  things, 
And  knowing  when  a  Mufe  may  b^  indulg*4 
In  her  full  flight,  and  when  ihe  fl^ould  be  curVd. 

Words  muft  be  chofen,  and  be  placed  with  fkill : 
You  ga'ui  your  point^  when  by  the  noble  art 
Of  good  connexion,  an  unufual  word 
Is  made  at  firfl  familiar  to  our  ear. 
But  if  you  write  of  things  abflrufe  or  new. 
Some  of  your  own  inventing  may  be  us'd. 
So  it  be  fcldom  and  difcrcctly  done : 
But  }ic  that  hopes  to  have  new  words  allow'd> 
Muft  fo  dtnrive  them  from  the  Grecian  fpring^ 
As  they  may  ieem  to  flow  without  qonibrain^. 
Can  an  impartial  reader  difcommend 
In  Varius,  or  in  Virgil,  what  he  likes 
In  riautus  or  Ca'cilius  ?    Why  fliould  I 
Be  envy'd  for  the  little  I  invent. 
When  Ennius  and  Cato's  copious  ftyle 
Have  fo  enriched,  and  fo  adom'd  Qur  tongue  } 
Men  ever  had,  and  ever  will  have,  leave 
To  coin  new  words  well  fuited  to  tlie  age. 
Words  are  like  leaves,  ibmc  wither  every  year. 
And  every  year  a  younger  race  fucceeds. 
Death  is  a  tribute  all  things  owe  u>  idU^  \ 

S3  '^^ 
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The  Lucrinc  mole  (Caefar's  ftupendous  work) 
Protefts  our  navies  from  the  raging  north  ; 
And  (fince  Ccthegus  drained  the  Pontine  lake) 
We  plow  and  reap  where  former  ages  row'd. 
See  how  the  Tiber  (whofe  licentious  waves 
So  often  overflow'd  the  neighbouring  fields) 
Now  runs  a  fmooth  and  inoflfenfivc  courfe, 
Confin'd  by  our  great  Emperor's  command : 
Yet  this,  and  they,  and  all,  will  be  forgot; 
Why  then  ihould  words  challenge  eternity. 
When  greateft  men  and  grcateft  aftions  die  ? 
Ufe  may  revive  the  obfoleteft  words. 
And  banilh  thofe  that  now  are  moft  in  vogue ; 
Ufe  is  the  judge,  the  law,  and  rule  of  (peech. 

Homer  firft  taught  the  world  in  epick  verfe 
To  write  of  great  commanders,  and  of  kings. 

Elegies  were  at  firft  defign'd  for  grief. 
Though  now  we  ufe  them  to  exprefs  our  joy  : 
But  to  whofe  Mufe  we  owe  that  fort  of  vcrfc. 
Is  undecided  by  the  men  of  Ikill. 

Rage  with  lambicks  arm'd  Archilochus, 
Numbers  for  dialogue  and  a£l;ion  fit. 
And  favourites  of  the  Dramatic  Mufe. 
Fierce,  lofty,  rapid,  whofe  commanding  found 
Awes  the.  tumultuous  noiies  of  the  pit. 
And  whofe  peculiar  province  is  the  ftage. 

Gods,  heroes,  conquerors,  Olympic  crowns. 
Love's  pleafing  cares,  and  the  free  joys  of  wine. 
Are  proper  fubjefts  for  the  Lyric  fong. 

Why  is  he  hoiiO\3ifdm^^^^wx'\  Taaaaft^ 


"*^5\!«^ 
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Who  neither  knows  nor  would  obfcrve  a  rule ; 
And  choofes  to  be  ignorant  and  proud, 
Rather  than  own  his  ignorance,  and  learn  i 
Let  every  thing  have  its  due  place  and  time. 

A  comic  fubjefb  loves  an  humble  verfe, 
Thyeiles  fcoms  a  low  and  comic  ftyle. 
Yet  comedy  fometimes  may  raife  her  voice. 
And  Chremes  be  allow'd  to  foam  and  rail : 
Tragedians  too  lay  by  their  date  too  grieve ; 
Pelcus  and  Telephus  exil'd  and  poor. 
Forget  their  fwelling  and  gigantic  words. 
He  that  would  have  fpefbtors  Ihare  his  grief, 
Muft  write  not  only  well,  but  movingly. 
And  raife  men's  paffions  to  what  height  he  will. 
We  weep  and  laugh,  as  we  fee  others-do : 
He  only  makes  me  fad  who  (hews  the  way. 
And  firft  is  fad  himfelf ;  then,  Telephus, 
I  feel  the  weight  of  your  calamities. 
And  fancy  all  your  miferies  my  own  : 
But,  if  you  ad  them  ill,  I  deep  or  laugh  ; 
Your  looks  muft  alter,  as  your  fubjeft  docs. 
From  kind  to  fierce,  from  wanton  to  fcvcrc  : 
For  nature  forms,  and  foftens  us  within, 
And  writes  our  fortune's  changes  in  our  face. 
Plcafure  inchants,  impetuous  rage  tranfports. 
And  grief  deje£^s,  and  wrings  the  tortur'd  foul, 
And  thcfc  arc  all  interpreted  by  fpeech  ; 
But  he  whofc  words  and  fortunes  difagrec, 
Abfurd,  unpity'd,  grows  a  public  jeft. 
Obferve  the  charaiSlcrs  of  thofe  that  C^ak^ 

S  4  >N>M^«t 
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Whether  an  honeft  tervant,  or  a  thhil, 
Or  one  whofe  blood  boils  in  his  ydothful  veins^ 
Or  a  grave  matnm,  or  a  bufy  hnrle. 
Extorting  merchants,  carefal  hufbandmeny 
Argives  or  ThebibiSy  Afians  or  Greeks. 

Follow  report,  or  feign  coherent  diiogs^ 
Defcribe  Achilles,  as  Achilles  tvas. 
Impatient,  rafh,  inexomble,  proud. 
Scorning  all  judges,  and  all  law  but  arms ; 
Medea  mufl  be  all  feVenge  and  blood, 
Ino  all  tears,  Ixion  all  deceit, 
lo  muft  wander,  and  Oreftes  mourn. 

If  your  bold  Mufe  dare  tread  unbeaten  paths » 
And  bring  new  chara£^ers  upon  the  ibge, 
Be  fure  you  keep -them  up  to  their  firft  height. 
New  fubjefts  arc  not  eafily  explain*d, 
And  you  had  better  choofe  a  well-known  thcnoe. 
Than  truft  to  an  iftvention  of  your  own  : 
For  what  originally  others  writ, 
May  be  fo  well  difguis'd,  and  fo  improv'd, 
That  with  fbme  juftice  it  may  pafs  for  yours  | 
But  then  you  muft  not  copy  trivial  things, 
Nor  word  for  word  too  faithfully'tranllate. 
Nor  (as  fome  fervile  imitators  do) 
Preferibe  at  firft  fuch  ftri6l  uneafy  rules. 
As  you  muft  ever  flavifhly  obferve, 
Or  all  the  laws  of  decency  renounce. 

Begin  not  as  th*  old  poetafter  did, 
**  Troy's  famous  war,  and  Priam's  fate,  I  fing." 
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In  what  will  all  this  oftentation  end  > 
The  labouring  mountain  fcarce  brings  forth  a  mou£b  : 
How  far  is  this  from  the  Msonian  ftile  ? 
**  Mufe,  fpeak  the  man,  who,  fince  the  ficge  of  Troy, 
**  So  many  towns  ^uch  change  of  maimers  fimr*" 
One  with  a  flafh  begins,  and  ends  in  finoke. 
The  other  out  of  fmoke  brings  glorioos  lights 
And  (without  railing  expe£bition  high) 
Surprizes  us  with  daring  miracles, 
I'he  bloody  Le(lr}'gons,  Charybdis'  gulph. 
And  frighted  Greeks,  who  near  the  .£tna  ihore^ 
Hear  Scylla  bark,  and  Polyphemus  roar. 
He  doth  not  trouble  us  with  Leda's  eggs. 
When  he  begins  to  write  the  Trojan  war  i 
Nor,  wriung  the  return  of  Diomcdn 
Go  back  as  far  as  Mcleager's  death  : 
Nothing  is  idk,  each  judicious  line 
Infcnfibly  acquaints  us  with  the  plot ; 
He  choofes  only  what  he  can  improve, 
And  truth  and  fiction  are  fo  aptly  mix'd 
That  all  feems  uniform,  and  of  a  piece. 
Now  hear  what  every  auditor  cxp^t  1 
If  you  intend  that  he  fliould  (lay  to  hear 
The  epilogue,  and  (ce  the  curtain  fall  1 
Mind  how  our  tempers  alttr  in  our  years^ 
And  by  that  rule  form  all  your  chaia£Un* 
One  that  hath  newly  leam'd  to  fpeak  and  go, 
Ixnres  childifh  plays,  is  (bon  provok'd  and  plcas'd. 
And  changes  every  hour  his  wavering  mind. 
A  youth  that  Erft  cads  off  his  tutor's  y^^> 
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Loves  horfesy  hounds,  and  fports^  and  exercife^ 
Prone  to  all  vice,  impatient  of  reproof, 
Proud,  carelefs,  fond,  inconllant,  and  profufe. 
Oain  and  ambition  rule  our  riper  years^ 
And  make  ut  (laves  to  intereft  and  power. 
Old  men  are  only  walking  hofpitals. 
Where  ail  defe6^s  and  all  difeafes  croud 
With  reftlefs  pain,  and  more  tormenting  fear. 
Lazy,  morofe,  full  of  delays  and  hopes, 
Opprefs'd  with  riches  which  they  dare  not  *fe  j 
Ill-natur*d  cenfors  of  the  prefent  age. 
And  fond  of  all  the  follies  of  the  paft. 
Thus  all  the  treafure  of  our  flowing  years. 
Our  ebb  of  life  for  ever  takes  sfway. 
Boys  mufl  not  have  th'  ambitious  care  of  meny 
Nor  men  the  weak  anxieties  of  age. 

Some  things  are  afted,  others  only  told  ; 
But  what  we  hear  moves  lefs  than  what  we  fee  ; 
Spe6lators  only  have  their  eyes  to  truft, 
But  auditors  muft  truft  their  ears  and  you  ; 
Yet  there  are  things  improper  for  a  fcene, 
Which  men  of  judgment  only  will  relate. 
Medea  muft  not  draw  her  murdering  knife. 
And  fpill  her  childrens  blood  upon  the  fiage. 
Nor  Atreus  there  his  horrid* feaft  prepare. 
Cadmus  and  Progn^'s  metamorphofis, 
(She  to  a  fwallow  tum*d,  he  to  a  fnake) 
And  whatfoever  contradi6ts  my  fenfe, 
I  hate  to  fee,  and  never  can  believe. 
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Five  a£ls  are  the  juft  meafure  of  a  play. 
Never  prefume  to  make  a  God  appear. 
But  for  a  bufinefs  worthy  of  a  God ; 
And  in  one  fcene  no  more  than  three  fhould  fpeak. 

A  chorus  fhould  fupply  what  afUon  wants^ 
And  hath  a  generous  and  manly  part  5 
Bridles  wild  rage,  loves  rigid  honefhr. 
And  {fa:i£^  obfervance  of  impartial  laws. 
Sobriety,  fecurity,  and  peace, 
And  begs  the  Gods  who  guide  blind  fortune's  wheel. 
To  raife  the  wretched,  and  pull  down  the  proud. 
But  nothing  mufl  be  fung  between  the  a£b, 
But  what  fome  way  conduces  to  the  plot. 

Firft  the  (hrill  found  of  a  fmall  rural  pipe 
(Not  loud  like  trumpets,  nor  adom'd  as  now) 
Was  entertainment  for  the  infant  ilage, 
And  pleas 'd  the  thin  and  baihful  audience 
Of  our  well-meaning,  frugal  anceftors. 
But  when  our  walls  and  limits  were  enlarg'd. 
And  men  (grown  wanton  by  profperity) 
£tudy*d  new  arts  of  luxury  and  eafe. 
The  verfe,  the  mufic,  and  the  fcene,  's  improv'd  j 
For  how  fhould  ignorance  be  judge  of  wit, 
Or  men  of.  fenfe  applaud  the  jefls  of  fools  ? 
Then  came  rich  cloaths  and  graceful  a£tion  in. 
Then  inflruments  were  tought  more  moving  notes. 
And  eloquence  with  all  her  pomp  and  charms 
Foretold  us  ufeful  and  fentendous  truths. 
As  thofe  delivered  by  the  Del|^c  God. 

The  firil  tragedians  found  that  icrio^u  &^\a 
Too  ^ye  for  their  imculdTatied  tge* 
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And  fo  brought  wild  and  naked  fetyrs  in, 

Whofe  motion,  words,  and  fliape,  were  all  a  farce» 

(As  oft  as  decency  woidd  give  them  leave> 

Becaufe  the  mad  ungovernable  rout. 

Full  of  confufion,  and  the  fumes  of  wme^ 

Lov'd  fuch  vaiiety  and  antic  tricks. 

But  then  they  did  not  wrong  themselves  (a  much 

To  make  a  god,  a  hero,  or  a  king, 

(Stript  of  his  golden  crown  and  puxple  robe) 

Deicend  to  a  mechanic  diale£^. 

Nor  (to  avoid  fuch  meanncfs)  foaring  high 

With  empty  found  and  airy  notions  fly  ; 

For  tragedy  ihould  blufli  as  much  to  (loop 

To  the  low  mimic  follies  of  a  farce, 

As  a  grave  matron  would  to  dance  with  girla  r 

You  muft  not  think  that  a^  fatiric  ftylc 

Allows  of  fcandalous  and  brutifh  words^ 

Or  the  confounding  of  your  charadcrs. 

Begin  with  Truth,  tiien  give  Invention  fcope. 

And  if  your  ftylc  be  natural  and  fmooth, 

All  men  will  try,  and  hope  to  write  as  well ; 

And  (not  without  much  pains)  be  undecciv'd. 

So  much  good  method  and  connexion  may 

Improve  the  common  and  the  plaineft  things. 

A  (atyr  tliut  crimes  faring  finom  the  woods, 

Mu0  not  at  iirft  fpcak  like  an  orator : 

But,  though  his  language  (bould  not  be  re6n'd» 

It  mull  not  be  obfcenc  and  impudent ; 

The  better  fort  abhors  fcunility. 

And  often  Cjeik(axu>i«taxxhi:  cabbie  likes. 
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Unpolifh'd  verfes  pafs  with  many  men, 
And  Rome  is  too  indulgent  in  that  point ; 
But  then  to  write  at  a  loofe  rambling  rate, 
In  hope  the  world  will  wink  at  all  our  faulty 
Is  fudi  a  raih  ill-grounded  cmifidcnce. 
As  men  may  fArdon,  but  will  never  praiie. 
Be  perfe6i:  in  the  Greek  originals. 
Read  them  by  day,  and  think  of  them  by  night. 
But  Plautus  was  admir'd  in  former  time 
With  too  much  patience  (net  to  call  it  worie)  ? 
His  harfh,  unequal  yerie  was  mufic  then, 
And  rudenefe  had  the  privilege  of  wit. 

When  Thefpis  firft  expos'd  the  Tragic  Mule, 
Rude  were  the  a6tor8,  and  a  cart  the  fcene. 
Where  ghaftiy  faces  ftain'd  widi  lees  of  wine 
Frighted  the  children,  and  amus*d  the  croud ; 
This  ^fchylus  (with  indignation)  iaw, 
And  built  a  ftage,  found  out  a  decent  drefs. 
Brought  vizards  in  (a  civiler  difguife), 
And  taught  men  how  to  fpeak  and  how  to  ad. 
Next  Comedy  appeared  with  gieat  apji^aufe* 
Till  her  licentious  and  abufive  tongue 
Waken'd  the  magifbrates  coercive  power, 
And  forc'd  it  to  fupprefe  her  iniblenoe. 

Our  writers  have  attempted  every  way  i 
And  they  deferve  our  praife,  whole  darkig  Muie 
Difdain*d  to  be  beholden  to  the  Greeks, 
And  found  fit  fubje^  for  her  ver&  at  home. 
Nor  (hould  we  be  lefs  famous  for  our  wit. 
Than  for  the  force  of  our  vi£konou%  «rDM\ 
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But  that  the  time  and  care  that  are  requir'd 
To  overlook,  and  file,  and  polifh  well, 
Fright  poets  from  that  neceflary  toil. 

Democritus  was  fo  in  love  with  wit. 
And  fome  men*s  natural  impulfe  to  write. 
That  he  defpis'd  the  help  of  art  and  rules. 
And  thought  none  poets  till  their  brains  were  aid 
And  this  hath  fo  intoxicated  fome. 
That  (to  appear  incorrigibly  mad) 
They  cleanlinefs  and  company  renounce 
For  lunacy  beyond  the  cure  of  art, 
With  a  long  beard,  and  ten  long  dirty  nails, 
Pafs  current  for  Apdllo's  livery. 
O  my  unhappy  liars !  if  in  the  Spring 
Some  phyfic  had  not  curM  me  of  the  fpleen, 
None  would  have  writ  with  more  fuccefs  than  I  j 
But  I  muft  reft  contented  as  I  am, 
And  only  ferve  to  whet  that  wit  in  you. 
To  which  I  willingly  refign  my  claim. 
Yet  without  writing  I  may  teach  to  write. 
Tell  what  the  duty  of  a  poet  is  ; 
Wherein  his  wealth  and  ornaments  confift, 
And  how  he  may  be  form'd,  and  how  improv'd. 
What  fit,  what  not,  what  excellent  or  ill. 

Sound  judgment  is  the  ground  of  writing  well  j 
And  when  Philofophy  dire6ls  your  choice 
To  proper  fubjefts  rightly  underftood. 
Words  from  your  pen  will  naturally  flow  j 
He  only  gives  the  proper  charaders. 
Who  knows  the  dv]^^  oi^V^^Tvks  of  men. 
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And  what  we  owe  our  country,  parents,  friendi. 

Plow  judges  and  how  fenators  fhould  a^i^ 

And  what  becomes  a  general  to  do; 

Thofe  are  the  likeft  copies ,  which  are  dnwn 

By  the  original  of  human  life. 

Sometimes  in  rough  and  undigefted  playt 

We  meet  with  fuch  a  lucky  character. 

As,  being  humour'd  right,  and  well  purfued. 

Succeeds  much  better  than  the  ihallow  verie 

And  chiming  trifles  of  more  (hidious  pens. 

Greece  had  a  genius,  Greece  had  eloquence^ 
For  her  ambition  and  her  end  was  fame. 
Our  Roman  youth  is  diligently  taught 
Tlie  deep  myfterious  art  of  growing  rich, 
And  the  firft  words  that  children  learn  to  (peak 
Arc  of  the  value  of  the  names  of  coin  i 
Can  a  penurious  wretch,  that  with  his  milk 

Hath  fuck'd  the  bafeft  dregs  of  ufury. 

Pretend  to  generous  and  heroic  thoughts  i 

Can  mil  and  avarice  write  lafting  lines  ? 

But  you,  brave  youth,  wife  Numa's  worthy  hcir» 

Remember  of  what  weight  your  judgment  is. 

And  never  venture  to  commend  a  book. 

That  has  not  pafs'd  all  judges  and  all  teftt. 
A  poet  fhould  in(lru£i,  or  pleafe,  or  both : 

r^et  all  your  precepts  be  fuccinfb  and  clear, 

That  ready  wits  may  comprehend  them  (bon. 

And  faithful  memories  retain  them  long ; 

All  fuperfluitics  are  foon  forgot. 

Never  be  fo  conceited  of  your  pait«| 
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To  think  you  may  perTuade  us  what  you  pleaft^ 

Or  venture  to  hring  in  a  child  alive, 

That  Canibals  have  murdered  and  devour'd. 

Old  age  explodes  all  but  morality ; 

Aufterity  offends  aipiring  youths ; 

But  he  that  joins  ioftru^ion  with  delight, 

Profit  with  pleafurc,  cfurries  all  the  votes  : 

Theie  are  the  volumes  that  enrich  the  (hops, 

Thefe  pafs  with  admiration  through  the  world. 

And  bring  their  author  to  eternal  fame. 

Be  not  too  rigidly  cenibrious, 
A  firing  may  jar  in  the  beft  maker's  hand, 
And  the  moft  ikiUiil  archer  mifs  his  aim ; 
But  in  a  poem  elegantly  writ, 
I  would  not  quarrel  with  a  flight  miftake^ 
Such  as  our  nature^s  frailty  may  ^xcufe  ; 
But  he  that  hath  been  often  told  his  fault, 
And  dill  perfifls,  is  as  impertinent 
As  a  mufician  ^at  will  always  play, 
And  yet  is  always  out  at  the  fame  note  : 
When  luch  a  pofitive  abandoned  fop 
(Among  his  numerous  abfurdities) 
Stumbles  upon  fome  tolerable  line, 
I  fret  to  fee  them  in  fuch  company, 
And  wonder  by  what  magic  they  came  there. 
But  in  long  works  flcep  will  fometimes  furpriie  | 
Homer  himfdf  hath  been  obferv'd  to  nod. 

Poems,  like  pi6hires,  are  of  different  forts. 
Some  better  at  a  diftance,  others  near, 
teme  love  the  dark,  Conu^  On^^  ^^  d«.axeft  light, 
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And  boldly  challenge  the  moft  piercing  eye, 
Sotpt  pleafe  for  once^  fome  will  for  ever  pletife. 
But,  Piib,  (though  your  Knowledge  of  the  world, 
Join'd  with  your  father's  precepts,  make  yoa  wife) 
Remember  this  as  an  impprtant  truth : 
Some  things  admit  of  ipediocrity, 
A  counfellor,  or  pleader  at  the  bar. 
May  want  Meflala's  powerful  eloquence. 
Or  be  lefs  read  than  deep  Cafcellius ; 
Yet  this  indijOferent  lawyer  is  efleem'd  i 
But  no  authority  of  gods  nor  men 
Allow  of  any  mean  in  poefy. 
As  an  ill  concert,  and  a  coarfe  perfume, 
Difgrace  the  delicacy  of  a  fcaft. 
And  mig^t  with  more  difcretion  have  been,  ipar'd ; 
So  poefy,  whofe  end  is  to  delight. 
Admits  of  no  degrees,  but  mufl  be  ftill 
Sublimely  good,  or  defpicably  ill. 
In  other  .things  men  have  Tome  reafbn  left, 
And  one  that  cannot  dance,  or  fence,  or  run, 
Defpairing  of  fucccfs,  forbears  to  try  j 
But  all  (without  confideration)  write  ; 
Somc,thinking  that  th'  omnipotence  of  wealth 
Can  turn  them  into  poets  when  they  pleafe. 
But,  Pifo,  you  are  of  too  quick  a  fight 
Not  to  difcern  which  way  your  talent  lies, 
Or  vainly  with  your  genius  to  contend  ; 
Yet  if  it  ever  be  your  fate  to  write, 
Let  your  produ£lions  pafs  the  ftrid^eft  hands, 
31ine  and  you^  Other's,  and  not  fee  the  li^bt 
,    .  T  '^^VJ 
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Till  time  and  care  have  ripened  evwy  line. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and  meiU 

But  inrords  once  fpoke  can  never  be  recdrd. 

OrplieuSy  ui^ptr'd  by  more  than  Imman  ponrer^ 
Did  not,  as  poets  feign,  tame  (kvage  beafts. 
But  men  as  lawlefs  and  as  wild  as  they. 
And  firil  difluaded  them  from  rage  and  blood  i 
Thus,  when  AraffhioB  built  die  Theban  wall. 
They  feign'd  the  fiones  obey'd  his  magic  lute ; 
Poets,  the  firfl  inftrufknrs  of  mankind. 
Brought  all  things  to  th^r  proper,  native  u(e  « 
Some  they  appropriated  to  the  gods. 
And  fome  to  public,  fomt  to  private  ends  : 
Promifcuous  love  by  mairiage  was  reftrain'd, 
Cities  were  built,  and  uieful  laws  were  made  ^ 
So  great  was  the  divinity  of  veiie^ 
And  fuch  obfervance  to  a  poet  paid. 
Then  Homer's  and  Tyrtaeus*  martial  Mufe 
Waken'd  the  world,  and  foimded  loud  alarms^ 
To  verie  we  owe  the  lacred  oracles> 
And  our  beft  precepts  of  morality ; 
Some  have  by  verfe  obtained  the  love  of  kings, 
(Who,  with  the  Mufes,  «afe  their  weary'd  minds) 
Then  blufli  not,  noble  Pifo,  to  protect 
What  gods  infpire,  and  kings  delight  to  hear« 
Some  think  that  poets  may  be  form'd  by  art, 
Others  maintain  that  Nature  makes  them  Co  j 
I  neither  fee  what  art  without  a  vein, 
Nor  wit  without  the  help  of  art  can  do. 
But  mutually  ^bc^  cta^it  carici  Qtiier's  aid« 
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He  that  intends  to  gain  th*  Olympic  priic 
Muft  ufe  himfelf  to  hunger^  heat^  and  cold, 
Take  leave  of  wine,  and  the  foft  joys  of  lore; 
And  no  mufician  dares  pretend  to  ikiti, 
Without  a  great  cxpenoe  of  time  and  pains  1 
But  every  little  bufy  fcribMer  now 
Swells  with  the  praifet  which  he  gives  himlelf  | 
And,  taking  ran6^uary  in  the  crowd, 
Brags  of  his  impudence,  and  fcoms  to  mend. 
A  wealthy  poet  takes  more  pains  to  hire 
A  flattering  audience,  than  poor  tradefmen  do 
To  porfuade  cuilomers  to  buy  their  goods. 
'Tis  hard  to  find  a  man  of  great  eilate. 
That  can  diftinguifh  flatterers  from  fdcnds. 
Never  delude  yourfelf,  nor  read  your  book 
Before  a  brib'd  and  fawning  auditor. 
For  he  '11  commend  and  feign  an  extafy, 
Grow  pale  or  weep,  do  any  thing  to  pleafc  : 
True  friends  appear  lefs  mov'd  than  counterfeit ; 
As  men  that  truly  grieve  at  funerals, 
Are  not  fo  loud  as  thofe  that  cry  for  hire. 
Wife  were  the  kings,  who  never  chofe  a  friend. 
Till  with  full  cups  they  had  unmalk'd  his  foul, 
And  feen  the  bottom  of  his  dccpeft  thoughts ; 
You  camiot  arm  yourfelf  with  too  much  care 
Againft  the  fmiles  of  a  dcfigning  knave. 

Quintilius  (if  his  advice  were  a(k*d) 
Would  freely  tell  you  what  you  fhould  con'c6L 
Or,  if  you  could  not,  bid  you  blot  it  out, 
And  with  more  care  (upply  the  vacancy  \ 

T  z  ^^^ 


17*        ROSCOMMON'S    POEMS/ 

But  if  he  found  you  fond  and  obftinate 

(And  apter  to  defend  than  mend  your  fauhs). 

With  iilence  leave  you  to  admire  yourielf. 

And  without  rival  hug  your  darling  book. 

The  prudent  care  of  an  impaitial  friend 

Will  give  you  notice  of  each  idle  line. 

Shew  wh^t  founds  harlh,  and  what  wants  onminenfii 

Or  where  it  is  too  lavifhly  beftow'd ; 

Make  you  explain  all  that  he  finds  obfcure. 

And  with  a  AnGt  enquiry  mark  your  faults ; 

Nor  for  thefe  trifles  fear  to  lofe  your  love  : 

Thoic  things  which  now  feem  frivolous  and  flighty. 

Will  be  of  a  mod  ierious  confequence. 

When  they  have  made  you  once  ridiculous. 

A  poetafler,  in  his  raging  fit, 
(Followed  and  pointed  at  by  fools  and  boys) 
Is  dreaded  and  profcrib*d  by  men  of  fenfe  ; 
They  make  a  lane  for  the  polluted  thing. 
And  fly  as  from  th*  infeftion  of  the  plague, 
Or  from  a  man  whom,  for  a  juft  revenge, 
Fanatic  jrfirenzy  fent  by  heaven  purfues. 
If  (in  the  raving  of  a  frantic  Mufe) 
And  minding  more  his  verfes  than  his  way, 
Any  of  thefc  (hould  drop  into  a  well. 
Though  he  might  burft  his  lungs  to  call  for  help, 
No  creature  would  aflift  or  pity  him, 
But  feem  to  think  he  fell  on  purpofe  in. 
Hear  how  an  old  Sicilian  poet  dy'd  ; 
Empedocles,  mad  to  be  thought  a  god. 
In  a  cold  &tka^*dVDXo  Sxba'%  flames. 
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Give  poets  leave  to  make  themfelves  away, 
Why  fhould  it  be  a  greater  fin  to  kill, 
Than  to  keep  men  alive  againll  their  will  ? 
Nor  was  this  chance,  but  a  deliberate  choice  j 
For  if  Empedocles  were  now  rcviv'd. 
He  would  be  at  his  frolic  once  again. 
And  his  pretentions  to  divinity  : 
*Tis  hard  to  fay  whether  for  facrilege, 
Or  inceft,  or  fbme  more  unheard-of  crime,  ' 

The  rhyming  fiend  is  fent  into  the(e  men; 
But  they  are  all  moft  vifibly  pofleft,  • 

And,  like  a  baited  bear  when  he  breaks  loofe. 
Without  di{lin£Uon  feize  on  all  they  meet ; 
None  ever  fcap'd  that  came  within  their  reach. 
Sticking  like  leeches,  till  they  burft  with  blood. 
Without  remorfe  infatiably  they  read. 
And  never  leave  till  they  have  read  men  dead.  ' 

%♦  Lord  Roscommon's  verfes  on  the  "  Relied 
**  Laici^'  are  printed  in  the  firft  volumq  of 
Dryden's  Poems. 
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\        DIALOGUE. 

STREPQON. 

PR'YTHEE  now,  fond  fool,  j^vc  o'erj 
Since  my  heart  is  gone  before. 
To  what'purpofe  ihould  I  ffay  ? 
Love  commands  another  way. 
.DAPHNE. 

Perjur'd  fwaln,  I  knew  the  time 
When  diiTembling  was  your  crime. 
In  pity  now  employ  that  art. 
Which  firft  betray'd,  to  eaie  my  heart* 

ST&EPHON. 

Women  can  with  pleafure  fcigii : 

What 
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What  advantage  will  it  prove. 
If  I  lye,  who  cannot  love  ? 

V         D  A  P  1  N  £. 

Tell  me  then  the  reafon,  why 
Love  from  hearts  in  love  does  fly  ? 
Why  the  bird  ^11  build  a  tieft. 
Where  ihe  ne'er  intends  to  reft? 

Love,  like  other  Httle  boys. 
Cries  for  hearts,  as  they  for  toy^ : 
Which  when  gain*d,  in  childiih  play^ 
Wantonly  are  thrown  away.  ^ 
D  A  P  H  N  E.^' 
Still  on  wing,  or  on  his  knees, 
Lovt.  doe»  notll^g  by  degrees  |      <{ 
Bafely  flying  when  moft  priz'd. 
Meanly  fawning  when  defpisM. 
,      Flattering  or  Infulting  ever,  . ,     .      ,  , 
Generous  and  grateful  never  V      '   .    • 
All  his  joys  are.  fleeting  dreams. 
All  his  woes  Tevcre  extremes. 

'STREPHON. 

Nymph,  unjuftly  you  inveigh; 

Love,  iike'^vj,  muft  Fate  obey. 

Since  *tfa'  Natui«*s  law  to  cha^g*,' 

Conftancy  aloAe  is  Itrange.- 

See  the  hieatvens  in  lightnings'  break. 

Next  in  florraflfof  thundet  fy^ak  i 

Till  a  kixid  flIiA  fnMn  aboVi      -     ■       \ 

Makes  a  ^i!iiifer^f^'i^%  'imilmi  •'>     ^ 


^^ 
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Flames  begin  our  firft  addrefty 
Like  meeting  thunder  we  embxace ; 
Then,  you  kiidv#»  tht  fliowers  that  fall 
Quench  the  h»,  m&  qwiefi  all. 

H(m  ftkmld  I  the  ilKMrafi  Inget »  * 
'Twas  fo  pleafiuit  t*  be  wtt  I    . 
They  kiU'd  love,  I  ktMW  ie  weU, 
I  dy'd  all  the  while  thty  fclL 
Say  at  leaft  whac  nymph  ie  Up 
Robs  ray  bfeaft  of  ib  mueh  biifr  t 
If  (he  's  fair,  I  ihall  be  eas'd. 
Through  my  ruin  you  *11  be  pleas'd* 

Daphne  never  was  ib  fair, 

Strephon,  fcai'ccly,  fo  fmcserc. 

Gentk,' innocent^  andfree. 

Ever  pleas'd  with  only  me. 

Many  charms  my  hear?  enthral ,r: 

But  there  's  one  above  them  all : 

With  averfion,  ihe  does  Ajf 

Tediousi  tiadingy  cooftaney^  ; 

D  A  P  H  M  E« 
Cniel  fliepheid  i  I  fubmit. 
Do  what  love  aad  you  think  fit : 
Change  is  fate«  ^uid  not  deQgn* 
Say  you  would  have  ftill  been  ouiiei 

•  T  &  E  P  H  O  N. 

Nymph,  I  cannot :   'tis  too  tnie^ 
Ch9afe  faai  gieacer  charms  than  you* 
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Be,  by  my  example,  wife ; 
Faith  to  pleafure  facrifice. 

DAPHNE. 

Silly  Twain,  Til  have  you  know, 
'Twas  my  pra6tice  long  ago  : 
Whilft  fou  vainly  thought  me  true, 
I  was  falfe,  in  icorn  of  you. 
By  my  te^urs,  my  heart's  difguiie, 
I  thy  love  and  thee  defpife. 
Womankind  more  joy  difcovers 
Making  fools,  than  keeping  lovers. 


A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

ALEXIS    AND    STREPHON. 

Written  at  the  Bath  in  the  Year  1674. 

ALEXIS. 

THERE  fighs  not  on  the  plain 
So  loft  a  fWain  as  I ; 
Scorch'd  up  with  love,  froze  with  difdain. 
Of  killing  fweetnefs  I  complain. 

STREPHON. 

If  'tis  Corinna,  die. 
Since  firft  my  dazzled  eyes  were  thrown 

On  that  bewitching  face. 
Like  roin'd  birds  robb'd  of  their  young, 

Lamenting, 
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Lamenting,  frighted,  and  undone^ 

I  fly  from  place  to  place* 
Fram'd  by  fome  cruel  powers  above. 
So  nice  (he  is,  and  fair; 
None  from  undoing  cim^  remove 
Since  all,  who  are  not  blind,  muft  lovei 

Who  are  not  vain,  defpair. 

ALEXIS. 

The  gods  no  (boner  give  a  grace. 
But,  fond  of  their  own  art, 
Severely  jealous,  ever  place. 
To  guard  the  glories  of  a  face, 

A  dragon  in  the  heart. 
Proud  and  ill-natur'd  powers  they  are. 

Who,  peevi(h  to  mankind. 
For  their  own  honour's  fake,  with  care 
Make  a  fweet  fonn  divinely  fair : 

Then  add  a  cruel  mind. 

STREPHON. 

Since  (he  's  infenfible  of  love. 

By  honour  taught  to  hate ; 
If  we,  forc'd  by  decrees  above, 
Muft  (enfible  to  beauty  prove. 

How  tyrannous  is  Fate  ! 
I  to  the  nymph  have  never  nam'd 

The  caufe  of  all  my  pain. 

ALEXIS. 

Such  baflifulnefs  may  well  be  blam'd  ; 

For,  (ince  to  fcrvc  we  're  not  a(ham'd. 

Why  (hould  (he  blu(h  to  reign } 
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STREPHOK. 

But,  if  her  haughty  heart  defpife 

My  humble  proffer'd  one, 
The  juft  compaffion  (he  demes, 
I  may  obtain  firom  others'  eyes ; 

Hers  are  not  har  alone. 
Devouring  flames  require  new  food  f 

My  heart 's  confum'd  almoft  : 
New  fires  muft  kindle  in  her  blood. 
Or  mine  go  out,  and  that 's  as  good. 

ALEXIS. 

Would'ft  live  when  love  is  loft  ? 
Be  dead  before  thy  pafllion  dies  ; 

For  if  thou  (hould*ft  furvivc, 
What  anguifh  would  thy  heart  fuiprizey 
To  fee  her  flames  begin  to  liley 

And  thine  no  more  alive  ? 

S  T  R  E  P  H  O  N. 

Rather  what  pleafure  ihould  I  meet 

In  my  triumphant  fcom. 
To  fee  my  tyrant  at  my  feet ; 
While,  taught  by  her,  unmov'd  I  fit 

A  tyrant  in  my  turn. 

ALEXIS. 

Ungentle  ihepherd !  ceafe,  for  fhame. 

Which  way  can  you  pretend 
To  merit  fi>  divine  a  flame. 
Who  to  dull  life  make  a  mean  cl^m. 
When  lovt  u  iX  2j\  ^nd  > 


^ 
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As  trees  are  by  their  baric  embraced » 

Love  to  my  foul  doth  cling ; 
When  torn  by  die  herd^s  giwdy  tafte. 
The  injuf  d  plants  feel  they're  dcfac'd^ 

They  wither  in  the  fpring« 
My  rifled  lore  would  {bon  retire^ 

Diffolving  into  air, 
-Should  I  that  nymph  ceafe  to  admire, 
Blefs*d  in  whofe  arms  I  will  expire. 

Or  at  her  feet  delpair. 


THE      APVICE. 

A  LL  things  fubmit  themfelves  to  your  command, 
-^^  Fair  Caelia,  when  it  does  not  love  withftand  : 
The  power  it  borrows  from  your  eyes  alone ; 
All  but  the  god  muft  yield  to,  who  has  none. 
Were  he  not  blind,  fuch  are  the  charms  you  have. 
He  *d  quit  his  godhead  to  become  your  flave : 
Be  proud  to  a6l  a  mortal  hero's  part, 
And  throw  himfelf  for  fame  on  his  own  dart. 
But  fate  has  othenvife  difposM  of  things, 
In  different  bands  fubje£bed  flaves  and  kings : 
Fetter'd  in  forms  of  royal  ftatc  are  they, 
W^hile  we  enjoy  the  freedom  to  obey. 
That  fate,  like  you,  refiftlefs  does  ordain 
To  Love,  that  over  Beauty  he  ihall  reign. 
By  harmony  the  univerie  does  move, 
And  what  is  harmony  but  mutual  love  ? 

Who 
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Who  would  refift  an  empire  fo  divine. 

Which  univerfal  natore  does  enjoin  ? 

See  gentle  brooks,  how  quietly  they  glide, 

Kifltng  the  ragged  banks  cm  either  fide ; 

While  in  their  cryfial  ftrtams  at  once  they  ihow. 

And  with  them  feed  the  flowers  which  they  beflow 

Though  rudely  throng'd  by  a  too  near  embrace. 

In  gentle  myrmurs  they  keep  on  their  pace 

To  the  loy*d  Tea }  for  ftreams  have  their  defircs ; 

Cool  as  they  are,  they  feel  love's  powerful  fires. 

And  with  fuch  pailion,  that  if  any  force 

Stop  or  moleft  them  in  their  amorous  courle. 

They  fwell,  break  down  with  rage,  and  ravage  o'er 

The  banks  they  kifs'd,  and  flowers  they  fed  before. 

Submit  then,  Caelia,  ere  you  be  rcduc'd, 

For  rebels,  vanquifh'd  once,  arc  vilely  U8*d. 

Beauty  's  no  more  but  the  dead  foil,  which  Love 

Manures,  and  docs  by  wife  commerce  improve  : 

Sailing  by  fighs,  through  Teas  of  tears,  he  fends 

Courtfliips  from  foreign  hearts,  for  your  own  ends  : 

Chcrifli  the  trade,  for  as  with  Indians  we 

Get  gold  and  jewels,  for  our  trumpery, 

So  to  each  other,  for  their  ufelefs  toys. 

Lovers  aflbrd  whole  magazines  of  joys. 

But,  if  you  're  fond  of  baubles,  be,  and  flarve. 

Your  gewgaw  reputation  ftill  prefer\'e : 

Live  upon  modefty  and  empty  fame. 

Foregoing  fenfe  for  a  fantafiic  name* 


THE 
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THE    DISCOVERY. 

CJELIA9  diat  fkithful  iexrant  yoa  difown^ 
Would  in  obedience  keep  his  love  his  own : 
But  bright  ideas»  fuch  as  you  in^ire. 
We  can  no  more  conceal  than  not  admire. 
My  heart  at  home  in  my  own  breaft  did  dwell, 
Like  humble  hermit  in  a  peaceful  cell : 
Unknown  and  undifhirb'dit  refted  there. 
Stranger  alike  to  Hope  and  to  Defpair. 
Now  Love  with  a  tumultuous  train  invades 
The  facred  quiet  of  thofe  hallow'd  (hades ; 
His  fatal  flames  ihine  out  to  every  eye. 
Like  blazing  comets  in  a  winter  iky. 
How  can  my  pafTion  merit  your  oflfence, 
That  challenges  fo  little  recompencc  } 
For  I  am  one  bom  only  to  admire, 
Too  humble  e*er  to  hope,  fcarce  to  defm;. 
A  thing,  whofe  blifs  depends  upon  your  will. 
Who  would  be  proud  you'd  deign  to  ufe  him  ill* 
Then  give  me  leave  to  glory  in  my  chain. 
My  fruitlefs  (ighs,  and  my  unpity'd  pain* 
Let  me  but  ever  love,  and  ever  be 
Th'  example  of  your  power  and  cruelty. 
Since  fo  much  fcom  does  in  your  breaft  refide. 
Be  more  indulgent  to  its  mother  Pride. 
Kill  all  you  ftrike,  and  trample  on  their  graves  1 
But  own  the  fates  of  your  ncgle^cd  Haves  r 

V  Whea 
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When  in  the  crowd  yours  undifHnguiih'd  lies. 
You  give  away  the  triumph  iff  yottr  eyti. 
Perhaps  (obtaining  this)  you  '11  think  I  find 
More  mercy,  than  your  asger  has  defigu'd : 
But  Love  hat  carefully  defign'd  for  Hm, 
The  laft  pcrfeftion  of  mifery. 
For  to  my  fiate  the  hopes  of  common  peace. 
Which  etery  wretch  enjoys  in  death,  mnft  ctafe. 
My  woifl  of  fates  attend  mc  in  my  grave. 
Since,  dying,  I  moil  be  no  ddore  your  fltve* 

W  O  M  A  N'S     H  O  NO  U  R, 
A  S        O        K        O. 

1. 

LOVE  bid  me  hope,  and  I  obey'd ; 
Phillis  continued  ftill  unkind  : 
Then  you  may  e*cn  defpair,  he  faid. 
In  vain  I  fbrive  to  change  her  mind. 
II. 
Honour's  got  in,  and  keeps  her  heart, 

Duift  he  but  venture  once  abroad. 
In  my  own  right  I  'd  take  your  part. 
And  ihew  myielf  a  mightier  god. 
III. 
This  huffing  Honour  domineers 

In  breafts^  where  he  alone  has  place  : 
But  if  true  generous  Love  appears. 
The  be^Qi  daxft^  ti.Qt  (hew  his  face. 

lY,  Lei 
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iV. 

Let  me  (liil  ianginik  ami  oompiaii^ 

Be  moft  mhuiwMi&fidtey'i}  t  .> 

I  have  foBtic  phadhn  «i<  nfy-paiD^    .  .  i 

She  can  have  lume  widi  all  her  pride. 
V. 
I  fall  ft  ftcriicft^to  tofc, 

She  lives  a  wfetch  for  Honour's  fake. 
Whofe  tyrant  ^foe?  mctt  cr&el  pro^, 

The  difference  is  not  hard  to  make. 
VI. 
Confider  Real  Honour  then,'  '  '  ^ 

You'll  find  htts  c«inot  be  the  faAre  /' 
'Tis  noble  confidcntc  in  men,         '[' *'* 

In  women  meati  Ittiftniftful  ihafti^. 


GRECIAN     KINDN  ES-S, 

A        s     o     N     a.     :  : 
I. 

THE  utmdft  grace  chie  Greeks  could  thew, 
When  to  the  Trojans  they  grew  kind^ 
Was  widi  their  aTtos  to  let  diem  go, 

And  leave  their  lirigirihg  wives  behind. 
They  beat  the  men,  and  burnt  the  tovm^ 
Then  all  the  baggage  was  their  own. 

11 
Them  the  kind  deity  of  ^ine 
^ifs'd  the  foft  wanton  ged  of  lOVe  \ 
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This  clapp'd  his  wings,  that  prefs'd  his  vine; 

And  their  beft  powers  united  move. 
While  each  brave  Greek  embrac'd  his  punk, 
LuU'd  her  afleqpy  and  then  grew  dnmk. 

THE     MISTRESS. 
A        SONG. 

I. 

A  N  age,  in  her  embraces  p^, 
-^*"   Would  fccm  a  winter's  day ; 
Where  life  and  light,  with  envious  hafte. 
Are  torn  and  fiiatch'd  away* 
II. 
But,  oh !  how  flowly  minutes  roll. 

When  abfent  from  her  eyt% ; 
That  fed  my  love,  which  is  my  (bul, 
Xt  languiihes  and  dies. 
III. 
For  then,  no  more  a  foul,  but  fhade. 

It  mournfully  does  move  ; 
And  haunts  my  breaft,  by  abfence  made 
The  living  tomb  of  love. 
IV. 
You  wifcr  men  defpife  me  not ; 
Whofe  love-iick  fancy  raves. 
On  ihades  of  fouls,  and  heaven  knows  what  r 
Shoit  agfti  U^e  in  graves. 

N.'Wscne'ei 
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V. 
Whene'er  thofe  wounding  eyes,  fo  full 

Of  fwcetnefs  you  did  fee. 
Had  you  not  been  profoundly  duU^ 

You  had  gone  tnad  like  me.  : 

VI. 
Nor  ccnfurc  us,  you  who  peyceive 

My  beft-bclov*'d  and  me. 
Sigh  and  lament,  complain  and  grieve, . 

You  think  we  difagree. 

VII. 

Alis1  'tis  facrcd  jcaloufy, 

LfOve  rais'd  to  an  extreme  ; 
The  only  proof,  '^wixt  them  and  me, 

We  love,  and  do  not  dream. 

VIHv- 
Fantadic  fancies  fondly  move. 

And  in  fiail  joys  believe  : 
Taking  falfc  plcafure  for  true  love ; 

But  pain  can  ne'er  deceive. 

IX. 

Kind  jealous  doubu,  tormenting  fean. 

And  anxious  cares,  when  paft. 
Prove  our  heart's  treafure  fiz'd  and  dear. 

And  make  us  blefs'd  at  laft, 


V  3  A.  %O^Qi. 
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A  SONG. 

I. 
A  BSENT  from  thee  I  languilh  ftill  ( 
•*^   Then  a(k  me  not,  When  I  return  ? . 
The  (haying  fool 't  vriil  plainly  kill* 

To  wi(h  all  day,  all  oigbt  to  mourn. 
JI. 
Dear,  from  thine  arms  then  let  me  fly. 

That  my  fantaftic  mind  may  prove 
The  torments 'it  deier\xs  to  try, 

That  tears  my  fix'd  heart  from  my  love. 
III. 
When  wearied  with  a  world  of  woe 

To  thy  fafe  bofbm  I  retire, 
W^ere  love,  and  peace,,  iand  truth,  does  flow. 

May  I  contented  there  expire  ! 
IV. 
Led,  once  more  wandering  from  that  heaven^ 

I  fall  on  fome  bafe  heart  unUeft ; 
Faithlefs  to  thee,  falfe,  unforgivcn. 

And  ioie  my  everlafiing  reft. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

■pHILLIS,  be  gentler,  I  advifc, 
■■•     Make  up  for  time  mif-fpent. 
When  beauty  on  its  death-bed  lies, 
*Tis  hig\i  umc  xo  iti^xix. 


W.'W 
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II. 

Such  is  the  malice  of  your  fate. 

That  makes  you  old  fo  ibon ; 
Your  pleafure  ever  comes  too  late,  \ 

How  early  e'er  beguiii 
III. 
Think  what  a  wretched  thing  is  ihe^ 

Whofe  ilars  contrive,  in  ^^i^t. 
The  morningV  her  love  ihould  b« 

Her  fading  beauty's  night. 
IV. 
Then  if,  to  make  your  ruin  more, 

You  'II  pceviihly  be  coy^ 
Die  with  the  fcandal  of  a  whore. 

And  never  knpw  the  joy. 

TO      CORINNA. 
A        S    0    N    G, 

i. 

■tTTH  AT  cruel  pains  Corinna  takes^ 
^^     To  force  that  harmlefs  frown  s 
jlVhen  not  one  charm  her  face  foHakes. 
Love  cannot  loft  his  own. 

n. 

So  fweet  a  fisice,  la  fbft  a  beart,  ^ 

Such  eyes  fo  very  kind,  '  ^ 

Betray,  alas  I  the  filly  art  '   '  *  " 

VvMc  had  ill  defign'd. 

U  4  in.  Poor 


^        ROCHESTER'S    POEM& 

III. 

Poor  feeble  tyrant  I  who  in  vain 

Would  proudly  take  upon  her, 
Againft  kind  Nature  to  maintain 

AScGted  rules  of  honour. 
IV. 
The  fcom  fhe  bears  fo  hdplefs  proves, 

Whoi  I  plead  paffion  to  her. 
That  much  ihe  fears  (but  more  ihe  loves) 

Her  vaflal  ihould  undo  her. 


LOVE     AND     LIFE^ 
A  SONG. 

I. 

ALL  my  paft  life  is  mine  no  more. 
The  flying  hours  are  gone ; 
Like  tranfitpry  dreams  given  o*er, 
Whofe  images  are  kept  in  ftore 
By  memory  alone. 
II. 
The  nme  that  is  to  come  is  not ; 

How  can  it  then  be  mine  ? 
The  prefent  moment 's  all  my  lot  i 
And  that,  as  faft  as  it  is  got, 
PhiUiS}  is  only  thine. 

UL  Thn 
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III. 

Then  talk  not  of  inconftancy, 

Falfe  hearts,  and  broken  vows ; 
If  If  by  miracle,  can  be 
This  live-long  minute  true  to  thee^ 

'Tis  all  that  heaven  allows. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

"ITTHILE  on  thofe  lovely  looks  I  gaze, 
^  ~     To  fee  a  wretch  purfuing. 
In  raptures  of  a  blefs'd  amaze^ 

His  pleafing  happy  ruin ; 
*Tis  not  for  pity  that  I  move ; 

His  fate  is  too  afpiring^ 
Whofe  heart,  broke  with  a  load  of  love. 

Dies  wiihing  and  admiring. 
II. 
But  if  tftiis  murder  you  'd  forego. 

Your  (lave  from  death  removing; 
Let  me  your  art  of  charming  know, 

Or  learn  you  mine  of  loving. 
But,  whether  life  or  death  betide. 

In  love  'tis  equal  meafure ; 
The  vi£br  lives  with  empty  pride. 

The  vanquiih'd  die  with  pleafuxc. 
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A         S     O     N     G. 

I. 
'T^O  this  moment  a  rebel,  I  throw  down  my  apns, 
•*■    Great  Love,  at  firft  fight  of  Olinda's  bright  charms : 
Made  proud  and  fecure  by  fuch  forces  as  thefe. 
You  may  now  play  the  tyraat  as  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

II. 
When  innocenpe,  beauty,  apd  wit,  do  pOQfpire 
To  betray,  and  engagp,  and  inflame  my  deiire  i 
Why  fhould  I  decline  what  I  caxuiot  gvoid. 
And  let  pleafing  hope  by  bafe  fear  be  dellroy'd  ? 

HI. 

Her  innocence  cannot  contrive  to  undo  me, 

Her  beauty  *s  inclin'd,  or  why  fhould  it  purfue  me  ? 

And  wit  has  to  pleafure  been  ever  a  friend  ; 

Then  what  room  for  dcfpair,  fince  delight  is  Love's  end? 

IV. 
There  can  be  no  danger  in  fweetneik  and  youth, 
Where  love  is  fecuf'd  by  good-ijatupe  and  truth. 
On  her  beauty  1  '11  gaze,  and  of  ple^ure  comphin ; 
While  every  kind  look  adds  a  link  to  my  chain. 

V. 
'Tis  more  to  maiatam,  dian  k  was  to  fivpriae. 
But  her  wit  leads  in  triumph  die  flate  of  her  eyes : 
I  beheld,  with  the  lofs  of  my  freedom  before; 
But,  hearing,  for  ever  mufl  ferve  and  adore. 
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VI. 

Too  bright  is  my  goddefs,  her  temple  too  weak : 
Retire,  divine  image  1  I  feel  my  heart  break. 
Heipf  Lots  ;  I  diflblvie  in  a  myvjK  9(€ltmfm$, 
At  the  thought  of  thole  joys  I  fliould  meet  in  her  aims* 


UPON  HIS  LEAVING  HIS  MISTRESS. 

L 
'T'  I S  not  that  I  am  weary  gsDwn 
•*•    Of  being  yours^  and  yours  alone : 
But  with  what  face  can  I  incline 
To  damn  you  to  be  only  mine : 
You,  whom  fome  kinder  power  did  failuon* 
By  merit,  and  by  inclination, 
Tlie  joy  at  leaft  of  a  whole  nation  ? 

II. 
I^  meaner  fpirits  of  your  iex. 
With  humble  aims  their  thoughts  perpliex : 
And  boafl,  if,  by  their  arts,  they  can 
Contrive  to  make  one  happy  man. 
While,  mov'd  by  an  impartial  fenfe. 
Favours,  like  Nature,  you  dilpenie, 
With  univerfal  influence. 


i 


) 


^-^  ^^ 
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UPON 

DRINKING    IN    A    BOWL. 

I. 

1^7  U  L  C  A  N,  contrive  me  fuch  a  cup 
.  V    At  Neftbr  us'd  of  old ;  ^ 

Shew  all  thy  (kill  to  trim  it  up, 
Bamaik  it  round  with  gold. 
II. 
Make  it  fo  large,  that,  filPd  with  iack 

Up  to  the  fwelling  brim, 
Vaft  toafts  on  the  delicious  lake, 
Like  (hips  at  Tea,  may  fwim. 
III. 
Engrave  not  battle  on  his  cheek ; 
With  war  I  *vc  nought  to  do  j 
I  *m  none  of  thole  that  took  Maefbick, 
Nor  Yarmouth  leaguer  knew. 
IV. 
Let  it  no  name  of  planets  tell, 
Fix'd  (hurs,  or  conftcllations  : 
For  I  am  no  Sir  Sidrophel, 
'  Nor  none  of  his  relations. 
V. 
But  carve  thereon  a  fpreading  vine ; 

Then  add  two  lovely  boys ; 
Their  limbs  in  amorous  folds  intwine, 
The  ty^  o£  tjLX.>jTC  \o>5^. 
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VI. 
Cupid  and  Bacchus  my  faints  are. 

May  drink  and  love  (till  reign  1 
With  wine  I  wafh  away  my  cares. 

And  then  to  Love  again. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

AS  Chloris  full  of  harmlefs  thoughts 
Beneath  a  willow  lay, 
Kind  Love  a  youthful  Ihepherd  brought. 
To  pafs  the  time  away. 
IL 
She  bluih*d  to  be  encounter'd  fo. 
And  chid  the  amorous  Twain  ; 
But,  as  fhc  ftrove  to  rife  and  go, 
He  puird  her  down  again. 
III. 
A  fudden  paflion  feiz'd  her  heart, 

III  fpight  of  her  difdain  ; 
She  found  a  pulfc  in  every  part, 
And  love  in  every  vein. 
IV. 
Ah,  youth !    (faid  (he)  what  charms  are  theic. 
That  conquer  and  furprize  ? 

Ah  I  let  me for,  unlefs  you  pleaie, 

I  have  no  power  to  nfe. 
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V. 

She  fainting  fpoke,  and  trembling  lay» 

For  fear  lie  fhould  comply  j 
Her  lovely  eye«  her  heart  betray, 

And  give  her  tongue  the  lye. 

VI. 
Thus  ihe,  .who  priirces  had  deny'd. 

With  all  their  pomp  and  train. 
Was  in  the  lucky  minute  try'd, 

And  yielded  to  a  Avain. 

A  S        O        1^        G. 


f^  I V  E  me  ^eave  to  rail  at  you, 
^^  I  alk  nothin<5  but  my  due ; 
To  call  you  falfe,  and  then  to  fay 
You  Ihall  not  keep  my  heart  a  day  ; 
But,  alas  !  againft  my  will, 
I  muft  be  your  captive  ftill. 
Ah !  be  kinder  then  ;  for  I 
Cannot  change,  and  would  not  die. 

Kindnefs  has  refifllefs  chanhs. 
All  befides  but  \veak4y  move, 
Fierceft  anger  it  difarms. 
And  clips  the  v^Vtv^^  ol  ^^\x^%\we» 
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Beauty  does  the  heart  invade^ 
Kindnefs  only  can  perfuade  1 
It  gilds  the  lover'»  fenrile  cfatm^ 
And  makes  the  (laves  gromr  |>l8a8'd  again. 


THE       ANSWER. 


l^OTHING  addstoyourfoBd  M 
•*^^       More  than  fcom,  and  cold  difdain  : 
I,  to  cherilh  your  deiire» 
Kindnefs  us'd",  but  'twas  in  Valin. 

II. 

You  infifted  on  your  (lave, 

Humble  love  you  fbon  refus'd  | 

Hope  not  then  a  power  to  have 
Which  ingloriouily  you  us'd. 

s  III. 

Think  not,  Thyifis,  I  will  e'er 

By  my  love  my  empire  lofe ; 
You  grow  conftant  through  de^air. 

Love  rtturn'd  you  would  abuiib. 

IV. 

Though  you  ftill  pofiefi  my  heart. 
Scorn  and  rigour  I  muft  feign : 

Ah  !  forgive  that  only  art 
Love  has  left  your  love  to  gafin. 
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V. 
You  that  could  my  heart  fubdue, 

To  new  conquefts  ne'er  pretend  : 
Let  th'  example  make  me  true. 

And  of  a  conquered  foe  a  friend. 
VI. 
Then,  if  e'er  I  fhicmld  complain 

Of  your  empire,  or  my  chain,  , 
Summon  all  the  powerful  channs. 

And  kill  the  rebe^  in  your  arms.  ^     - 

C     O     N     S     T    A     N     C     Y. 

A  SONG. 

I. 
T  Cannot  change,  as  others  do, 
•*      Though  you  unjuftly  fcom  ; 
Since  that  poor  fwain  that  fighs  for  you, 

For  you  alone  was  born, 
No,  Fhillis,  no,  your  heart  to  movt 

A  furerway  I  '11  try; 
And,  to  revenge  my  flighted  love. 

Will  fUll  love  on,  will  ftill  love  on,  and  die* 
II. 
When,  killM  with  grief,  Amyntas  lies. 

And  you  to  mind  fhall  call 
The  fighs  that  now  unpity'd  rife. 

The  tears  that  vainly  fall : 

That 


I  ^* 
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That  welcome  hour  that  ends  this  fman, 

Will  then  begin  your  pain; 
For  fuck  a  faithful  tender  heart 

Can  never  break,  can  never  break  in  vain. 

.        •    .        .  .    .  ..i-    't 

A       song: 

I.  ;'^) 

lyr Y  dear  mittrefs  has  ^  hc^rt 

•^^•^       Soft  as  thofe  kind  lodks  fhe  gave  me, 

When,  with  love's  rcfiftlcfs  art,  ' 

And  her  eyes,  fhe  did  enflave  me. 
But  her  conftancy  's  fo  weak, 

She  's  fo  wild  and  apt  to  ^^'ander, 
That  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

fehouldwc  live  one  day  afundcr. 

n. 

IVielting  joys  about  her  niove. 

Killing  pleafures,  wounding  blifles  ; 
She  can  drcfs  her  eyes  in  love. 

And  her  lips  can  warm  with  kifles. 
Angels  liften  when  (he  fpeaks. 

She  *s  my  delight,  all  mankind's  wonder  j 
But  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 


K    1.^^- 
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A         LETTER 

From  A  R  T  E  M  I  S  A   in  the   Town, 
To  C  L  O  E  in  the  Country. 

CLOE,  by  your  command  in  verfc  I  write ; 
Shortly  you  '11  bid  mc  ride  aftride  and  fight  : 
Such  talcnu  better  with  our  fcx  agree. 
Than  lofty  flights  of  dangerous  poetry. 
Among  the  men,  I  mean  the  men  of  wit, 
(At  leaft  they  pafs*d  for  fuch  before  diey  writ) 
How  many  bold  adventurers  for  tlie  bays. 
Proudly  defigning  large  returns  of  praife  ; 
Who  durft  that  ftormy  pathlefs  world  explore, 
Weie  foon  dafliM  back,  and  wreckMon  the  dull  fhore, 
Broke  of  that  little  ftock  they  had  before  ! 
How  would  a  woman's  tottering  barque  be  toft. 
Where  ftouteft  (hips  (the  men  of  wit)  are  loft  ! 
When  I  rcfleft  on  this,  I  ftraight  grow  wife, 
And  my  own  fclf  I  gravely  thus  advifc  : 

Dear  Artemifa  !  poetry 's  a  fnare  j 
Bedlam  has  many  manfions,  have  a  care ; 
Your  Mufe  diverts  you,  makes  the  reader  fad  ; 
You  think  yourfelf  infpir'd,  he  thinks  you  mad. 
Confider  too,  'twill  be  difcreetly  done. 
To  make  youi-felf  the  fiddle  of  the  town. 
To  find  th'  ill-humour'd  pleafure  at  their  need  : 
Curs*d  when  ^ou  l^i\,  ^xA^wsrtiJd  when  you  fucceed. 


•) 
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Thus,  like  an  arrant  woman  as  I  am, 

No  fooner  well  convinc'd  writing  's  a  (hame. 

That  Whore  is  fcarce  a  more  reproachful  name 

Than  Poctefs 

Like  men  that  mairy,  or  like  maids  that  woo, 
Bccaufe  'tis  th'  very  worft  thing  they  can  do  : 
Pleas'd  with  the  contradi£tion  and  the  (In, 
Methinks  I  dand  on  thorns  till  I  begin. 

Y'  expeft  to  hear,  at  leaft,  what  love  has  paft 
In  this  lewd  town,  iince  you  and  I  faw  lafl ; 
What  change  has  happened  of  intrigues,  and  whether 
The  old  ones  laft,  and  who  and  who's  together. 
But  how,  my  dcareft  Cloc,  (hould  I  fet 
My  pen  to  write  what  I  would  fain  forget! 
Or  name  that  loft  thing  L«ve,  without  a  tear, 
Since  fo  dcbauch*d  by  ill-bred  cuftoms  here  ? 
Love,  the  moft  generous  paiTion  of  the  mind| 
TTie  fofteft  refuge  innocence  can  find  ; 
The  fafc  diiic£S?r  of  unguided  youth, 
Fraught  with  kind  wilhcs,  and  fecur'd  by  ti-uth ; 
That  cordiil-drop  heaven  in  our  cup  has  thrown, 
To  make  the  naufeous  draught  of  life  go  down  i 
On  which  one  only  blclfin^  God  might  raifc, 
In  lands  of  Athcifts,  fubfidics  of  praifc  : 
Por  none  did  e*cr  fo  dull  and  ftupid  prove, 
But  felt  a  God,  and  blefs'd  his  power,  in  love : 
This  only  joy,  for  which  poor  we  are  made, 
Is  grown,  like  play,  to  be  an  arrant  trade  : 
The  rooks  creep  in,  and  it  has  got  of  late 
A$  many  little  cheats  and  tricks  as  that  \ 
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But,  what  yet  more  a  woman's  heart  would  vex, 

'Tis  chiefly  carry 'd  on  by  our  own  fcx ; 

Our  filly  fcx,  who  born,  like  monarchs,  free, 

Turn  Gipfies  for  a  meaner  liberty, 

And  hate  relVraint,  though  but  from  infamy  : 

That  call  whatever  is  not  common  nife, 

j\nd,  deaf  to  Nature's  rule,  or  Lovers  adrice> 

Forfake  the  pleafure,  to  purfue  the  vice. 

To  an  cxa£l  perfedion  they  have  brought 

The  action  Love,  the  pafiion  is  forgot. 

' Tis  below  wit,  they  tell  you,  to  admire. 

And  tv'n  without  approving  they  dcfuie : 

Their  pri\'aie  wifh  obeys  the  public  voice, 

'Twixt  good  and  bad  whimfy  decides,  not  choice 

Faihions  grow  up  for  tafte,  at  forms  they  ftrikc. 

They  know  wh^t  they  would  have,  not  what  thty  like. 

Bovy  's  a  bcautVy  it'  fume  few  agree 

To  call  liim  fo,  the  rtfl  to  iliat  degree 

Afieded  arc,  that  with  their  ears  tliey  fee. 

Where  1  was  vifiting  the  other  night, 
Comes  a  fine  lady,  with  her  humble  knight, 
Who  had  prevail'd  with  lier,  through  her  own  Ikill,     • 
At  his  rcqucfl,  though  much  s^ainfl  his  will, 

To  come  to  London - 

As  the  coach  flopt,  I  heard  her  voice,  more  loud 

Than  a  great -bclly*d  woman's  in  a  croud  j 

Telling  the  knight,  that  her  affairs  require 

He,  for  fomc  hours,  obfequiouAy  retire. 

I  think  (he  was  alham'd  he  ihould  be  feen  :  "^ 

Hard  fate  of  huibaii^^\  x5ftfc^^\Uiit  had  been,  t 

1'hough  a  dileas'  A,  \\\-i^^tQ>ix'  e^l^^\,  \i\wi!^\ Vs.,     J 
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I5ifpatch,  fays  flic,  the  bufincfs  you  pretend," 

Your  beaftly  vifit  to  your  drunken  friend, 

A  bottle  ever  makes  you  look  fo  fine  j 

Methinks  I  long  to  fmell  you  ftiilk  of  wine.  -  ^ 

Your  country  drinking  breath 's  etiougif  to  kill  1 

Sour  ale  corre6ted  with  A  lemon^peel. 

Pr'ythec,  j^mewel ;  we'll  meet  again  'atfon  :    * 

The  neceffary  rtiing  bo^v8,  and  is  gone. 

She  flies  up  ftairs,  and  all  the  haflc  docs  fliow 

That  fifty  antic  pofturcs  will  allow ;  * 

And  then  burfts  out Dear  madam,  am  not  I  ' 

Tlie  ftrangeft,  altered,  creature  :  let  me  die, 

I  find  myfelf  ridiculoufly  grown, 

Embanaft  with  my  being  out  of  town  :  '  '^ 

Rude  and  untaught,  like  any  Indian  queen. 

My  country  nakedncfs  is  plainly  fcen.  ''  ■    * 

How  is  Love  govem'd  ?    Love  that  rules  the  ftatil ;       ' 

And  pray  who  are  the  men  moft  worn  of  late  ? ' ' 

\Vhcn  I  was  marry 'd,  fools  were  i-la-modc, 

Tl)c  men  of  wit  were  then  held  incommode  : 

Slow  of  belief,  and  fickle  in  dcfire,  - 

Who,  ere  they  *11  be  perfuaded,  muft  enquire, 

As  if  they  came  to  fpy,  and  not  t'  admire  : 

With  fearching  wfdom,  fatal  to  their  cafe. 

They  ftill  find  out  why  what  may  fliould  not  pleafe  1 

Nay,  take  themfelves  for  injured,  when  we  dare 

Make  them  think  better  of  us  than  we  arc  j 

And  if  wc  hide  our  frailties  from  their  fightSj^ 

Call  us  deceitful  jilts  and  hypocrites ; 

X3  Twt>^ 
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They  little  guefs,  who  at  our  am  are  grier'd. 
The  pcrfeft  joy  of  being  wcU  deceived  j 
Inquifitivc  as  jealous  cuckolds  grow ; 
Rither  than  not  be  Knowing,  diey  will  know 
What,  being  known,  creates  their  ceruun  woe. 
Women  fhould  theie,  of  all  mankind)  avoid* 
For  wonder,  by  clear  knowledge,  is  deftroy'd. 
Woman,  who  is  an  arrant  bird  of  night, 
Bold  in  the  duik,  before  a  fool's  dull  (ig^ 
Muft  fly,  when  Reaibn  briiigs  the  glaring  light* 
But  the  kind  eafy  fool,  apt  to  admire 
Himfclf,  trufts  us  ;  his  follies  all  confpire 
To  flatter  his,  and  favour  our  defire  : 
Vain  of  his  proper  merit,  he  with  eafe 
Believes  we  love  him  bed,  who  beft  can  pleafe ; 
On  him  our  grofs,  dull,  common  flatteries  pafsy 
Ever  moft  happy  when,  moft  made  an  afs  ; 
Heavy  to  apprehend,  though  all  mankind 
Perceive  us  falfe,  the  fup  himfclf  is  blind  ; 

Who,  dootiog  on  himfelf 

Thinks  every  one  that  fees  him  of  his  mind. 

Thcfe  are  true  womens  men Here,  forc'd  to  ceafe 

Through  want  of  breath,  not  will,  to  hold  her  peace. 
She  to  the  window  runs,  where  fhe  had  fpy'd 
Her  much-efleem'd  dear  friend,  the  monkey,  ty'd ; 
With  forty  fmiles,  as  many  anric  bows. 
As  if  't  had  been  the  lady  of  the  houfc. 
The  dirty  chattering  monftcr  fhe  embraced. 
And  made  it  this  fine  tcudcr  fpeech  at  lail : 

Kifs 


} 
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Kifs  me,  thou  curious  miniature  of  manj 
How  odd  thou  art,  how  pretty,  how  japan ! 
Oh  !  I  could  live  and  die  wkb  thee :  then  on» 
For  half  ap  hour>  in  comj^liments  (he  ran : 
I  took  this  time  to  think  what  Nature  meant, 
When  this  mixt  thing  into  the  world  (he  ient. 
So  very  wife,  yet  fo  impertijtient  : 
One  that  knows  ever}'  thing  that  God  thought  fit. 
Should  be  an  afs  through  choice,  not  want  of  witj 
Whofe  foppery,  without  the  help  of  ienfe, 
Could  ne'er  have  rofe  to  fuch  an  excellence : 
Nature 's  as  lame  in  making  a  true  fop 
Asa  philofopher ;  the  very  top 
A  nd  dignity  of  folly  we  attain 
By  ftudious  fearch  and  labour  of  the  brain. 
By  obfervation,  counlel,  and  deep  thought : 
God  never  made  a  coxcomb  worth  a  groat  j 
We  owe  that  name  to  indullry  and  arts  : 
An  eminent  fool  muft  be  a  fool  of  parts. 
And  fuch  a  one  was  (he,  who  had  turn'd  o'er 
As^  many  books  as  men,  lov'd  much,  read  more. 
Had  a  difceming  wit ;  to  her  was  known 
Every  one's  fault,  or  merit,  but  her  own. 
All  the  good  qualities  that  ever  bleft 
A  woman  fo  diftinguifti'd  fron\  the  reft. 
Except  difcrction  only,  ilic  poffeft. 
But  now,  mott  cher,  dear  Pug,  fhc  cries,  adieu; 
And  the  diicourfe  broke  off  dpes  thus  renew  : 

You  fmile  to  fee  me,  who  the  world  perchance 
Mj^kcs  to  liavc  fome  wit,  fo  far  advance 

X  4  tKx^ 
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TTie  intereft  of  fools,  that  I  approve 

Their  merit  more  than  men  of  wit  in  love' ; 

But  in  oar  fex  too  many  proofs  there  are 

Of  fuch  whom  wits  undo,  and  fools  repair. 

'f  his,  in  my  time,  was  fo  obferv'd  a  rule, 

Hardly  a  wench  in  town  but  had  her  fool  \ 

The  meaneft  common  Hut,  who  long  was  grown 

The  jcft  and  fcom  of  every  pit  buflfoon, 

Had  yet  left  charms  enough  to  have  fubdued 

Some  fop  or  other,  fond  lo  be  thought  lewd. 

Fofter  could  make  an  Irifhlord  a  Nokes, 

And  Betty  Morris  had  her  city  cokes. 

A  woman 's  ne'er  fo  ruin'd,  but  Ihe  can 

Be  ftill  reveng'd  on  her  undoer,  man  : 

How  loft  foe'er,  (he'll  find  fome  lover  more 

A  lewd  abandon'd  fool  than  (he  a  whore. 

That  wretched  thing  Corinna,  who  has  run 

Through  all  the  feveral  ways  of  being  undone  : 

Cozen'd  at  firft  by  love,  and  living  then 

By  turning  the  too-dear-bought  cheat  on  men  : 

Gay  were  the  hours,  and  wing'd  with  joy  they  flew. 

When  firft  the  town  her  early  beauties  knew  ; 

Courted,  admir'd,  and  lov'd,  with  prefents  fed. 

Youth  in  her  looks,  and  pleafure  in  her  bed  j 

Till  fate,  or  her  ill  angel,  thought  it  fit 

To  make  her  doat  upon  a  man  of  wit ; 

Who  found  *twas  dull  to  love  above  a  day. 

Made  his  ill-naturM  jeft,  and  went  away. 

Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  forfaken  and  oppreft. 

She 's  a  memento  inorl  xoiiiafc\^\ 
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Difcas'd,  decay 'd,  to  take  up  half  a  crown 
Muft  mortgage  her  long  fcarf  and  numtua  gown ; 
Poor  creature,  who,  unheard-of,  as  a  fly  ■ 
In  fome  dark  hole  muft  all  die  winter  lie^ 
And  want  and  dirt  endare  a  whole  half-year^ 
That  for  one  month  (he  tawdry  may  appear. 
In  Eaficr-term  (he  gets  her  a  new  gown  ;  - 
When  my  young  mafter's  worfhip  comes  to  town. 
From  pedagogue  and  mother  juft  fet  free,   " 
The  heir  and  hopes  of  a  great  family  ; 
Who  with  ftrong  beer  and  beef  me  country  rules^ 
And  ever  fince  the  Conqueft  have  been  fools | 
And  now,  with  careful  profpe^l  to  maintain 
This  charafter,  left  crofling  of  the  ftrain 
Should  mend  the  booby  breed,  his  friends  provide 
A  coufm  of  his  own  to  be  his  bride  : 

And  thus  fei  out 

With  an  eftate,  no  xvit,  and  a  young  wife, 
The  (olid  comforts  of  a  coxcomb's  life, 
Dunghill  and  peafc  foribok,  he  comes  to  town, 
Turns  fpark,  learns  to  be  lewd,  and  is  undone ; 
Nothing  fuits  worfe  with  vice  than  want  of  ienie^ 
Fools  are  flill  wicked  at  their  own  expence. 
This  o*er-grown  fchool-boy  loft  Corinna  wins  j 
At  the  firft  daih  to  make  an  afs  begins : 
Pretends  to  like  a  man  that  has  not  known 
The  vanities  -or  vices  of  the  town ; 
Fjtih  is  the  youth,  and  faithful  in  his  love. 
Eager  of  joys  which  he  does  feldom  prove  i 
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Heafthful  and  (bong,  he  does  no  pains  endure 
But  what  the  fair*one  he  adores  can  cvre ; 
Grateful  for  fayours,  docs  the  fex  efteem. 
And  libels  none  for  being  kind  to  him ; 
Then  d  the  lewdnefs  of  the  town  complains. 
Rails  at  the  wits  and  atheifts,  and  maintains 
'Tis  better  than  good  (enfe,  than  power  or  wealth. 
To  halre  a  blood  untainted,  youth,  and  health. 
The  unbred  puppy,  who  had  never  fecn 
A  creature  look  fo  gay,  or  talk  fo  fine. 
Believes,  then  fells  in  love,  and  then  in  debtj 
Mortgages  all,  ev'n  to  the  ancient  feat, 
To  buy  hii  miftrefs  a  new  houie  for  life. 
To  give  her  plate  and  jewels,  robs  his  wif6  $ 
And  when  to  th*  height  of  fondnefs  he  is  grown, 
*Tis  time  to  poifon  him,  and  all 's  her  own  : 
Thus  meeting  in  her  common  arms  his  fate. 
He  leaves  her  baftard  heir  to  his  eftate ; 
And,  as  the  race  of  fuch  an  owl  defer\'e, 
His  own  dull  lawful  progeny  he  ftarvcs. 
Nature  (that  never  made  a  thing  in  vain, 
But  dees  each  inre£^  to  fome  end  ordain) 
Wifely  provokes  kind  keeping  fools,  no  doubt. 
To  patch  up  vices  men  of  wit  wear  out. 

Thus  fhc  ran  on  two  hours,  fome  grains  of  (enfc 
Still  mixt  with  follies  of  impertinence. 
But  now  'tis  time  I  fliould  fome  pity  (how 
To  Cloe,  fince  I  cannot  choofe  but  If  now, 
Readers  muftjwa^  vj^^x.  d\3ilcft  writers  fow. 

By 
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By  the  next  poft  I  will  fuch  ftoities  tell, 
As,  join'd  to  thcfe,  ihall  to  a  volmne  fwcll ; 
As  true  as  heaven,  mor^  m^vpaous  than.  hdl. 
But  you  are  tir'dy  smd  fi)  ^m  X.    F«rewcIU 
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DEAR  friend,  I  hear  this  town  does  fo  ahound    - 
In  faucy  cenfurers,  that  faults  are  found- 
With  what  of  late  we,  in  poetic  rage 
Bellowing,  threw  away  on  the  dull  age. 
But  (howfoc'er  envy  their  fpleen  may  railc. 
To  rob  my  brows  of  the  deferred  bays) 
Their  thanks,  at  leait,  I  merit ;  fince  through. me 
They  are  partakers  of  your  poetry. 
And  this  is  all  I  '11  fay  in  my  defence, 
T'  obtaiir  one  ILae  of  your  well-worded  feoie, 
I  *11  be  content  t*  have  writ  the  "  Britilh  Prince." 
I  'm  none  of  thofe  who  think  themfelves  in^'d^ 
I^or  write  with  the  vain  hope  to  be  admir'd  s 
But  from  a  rule  I  have  (upon  long  trial) 
T*  avoid  with  care  all  fort  of  felf-deniaL 
Which  way  foe'er  deiire  and  fancy  lead» 
(Coi\(emning  fame)  that  path  I  boldly  troad.: 

And 


1 


) 
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And  if  expoiing  what  I  take  for  wit, 

To  my  dear  felf  a  pleafure  I  beget. 

No  matter  though  the  cenfuring  critics  fret. 

Thefe  whom  my  Mufe  difpleafes  arc  at  ftrifc. 

With  equal  fpleen,  againft  my  courfe  of  life ; 

The  leail  delight  of  which  I  '11  not  forego. 

For  all  the  flattering  praifc  man  can  beftow. 

If  I  de%n'd  to  pleafe,  the  way  were  then 

To  mend  my  manners,  rather  than  my  pen  : 

The  firft  *s  unnatural,  therefore  unfit ; 

And  for  the  fecond  I  defpair  of  it. 

Since  grace  is  not  fo  hard  to  get  as  wit : 

Perhaps  ill  verfes  ought  to  be  confin'd. 

In  mere  good -breeding,  like  unfavouiy  wind. 

Were  reading  forc'd,  I  ihould  be  apt  to  diink^ 

Men  might  no  more  write  fcurvily  than  ftink. 

I  -11  own  that  you  write  better  than  I  do. 

But  I  have  as  much  need  to  write  as  you. 

In  all  I  write,  fhould  fenfe,  and  wit,  and  rhyme. 

Fail  me  at  once,  yet  fomething  fo  fublime 

Shall  ftamp  my  poem,  that 'the  world  may  fee, 

It.could  have  been  produced  by  none  but  me. 

And  that 's  my  end ;  for  man  can  wilh  no  more 

Than  fo  to  write,  as  none  e'er  writ  before  5 

Yet  why  am  I  no  poet  of  the  times  ? 

I  have  allufions,  fimilies,  and  rhymes. 

And  wit  J  or  elfe  'tis  hard  that  I  alone. 

Of  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  ihould  have  nonef. 

Unequally  die  ipatu^\  V^axvd  of  heaven 

Has  all  but  t\\is  ot^t  oi\>i\^sS&a.'SL^^'««^* 
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The  world  appears  like  a  great  family, 

Whofc  lord,  oppre&'d  with  pride  and  poverty, 

(That  to  a  few  great  bounty  he  may  fhow) 

Ii>  fain  to  fiarve  the  numerous  train  below. 

Juft  fo  fccms  Providence,  as  poor  and  vain. 

Keeping  more  creatures  than  it  can  maintain : 

Here  'tis  profufe,  and  there  it  meanly  iaves, 

And  for  one  prince,  it  makes  ten  thoufimd  ilaves. 

In  wit  alone  't  has  been  magnificent. 

Of  which  fo  juft  a  (hare  to  each  is  fent, 

That  the  mofl:  avaricious  are  content. 

I'or  none  e'er  thought  (the  due  divifion  *s  fuch) 

His  own  too  little,  or  his  friend's- too  much. 

Yet  moft  men  ihcw,  or  find,  great  wjint  of  wit, 

Writing  therpfelves,  or  judging  what  is  writ. 

But  I,  who  am  of  fprightly  vigour.full, 

Look  on  mankind  as  envious  and  dull. 

Bom  to  myfclf,  I  like  myfelf  alone, 

And  nnift  conpludc  my  judgment  good,  or  none : 

For  could  my  fcnfe  be  naught,  how  fhould  I  know 

Whether  another  roan's  were  good  or  no  ? 

Thus  I  refolve  of  my  own  poetry, 

That  'tis  the  bcft  ;  and  there  's  a  fame  for  me. 

If  then  I  'm  happy,  what  docs  it  advance,. 

AVhether  to  merit  due,  or  arrogance  > ' 

Oh,  but  the  world  will  take  offence  hereby ! 

Why  then  die  world  (hall  fuffer  for 't,  not  I. 

Did  e'er  this  faucy  world  and  I  agree, 

To  let  it  have  its  bcaftly  will  on  me  ? 
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Why  ihould  my  profthnted  {enfe  be  drswn. 
To  every  mle  tfaeir  mufty  cufioms  fyxam  > 
But  men  may  cenfute  yoa  ;  'tis  two  to  one. 
Whene'er  th^  cenfore,  they  'il  be  in  the  wmi^. 
There  's  not  a  thing  on  eaith,  that  I  can  name. 
So  foolifliy  and  (b  falfe,  as  common  fame. 
It  calls  the  coiHrtier  knave,  the  plain-man  rude. 
Haughty  the  giave,  and  die  delightful  lewd. 
Impertinent  the  briik,  morofe  die  iad, 
Afcan  die  familiar,  the  reierv'd-oae  mad. 
Poor  helplefs  woman  is  not  (avour'd  more^ 
She  's  a  fly  hypocrite,  or  public  whore. 
Then  who  the  devil  would  give  diis — to  be  free 
From  th'  innocent  reproach  of  infamy  ? 
Thefe  things  confider'd,  make  me  (in  defpi^ic 
Of  idle  rumour)  keep  at  home  and  write. 


A  SATYR 

AGAINST      MANKIND. 


TT^ERE  I«  who  to  my  cod  already  am 
^^     One  of  thofe  Ibange  prodigious  creatures  man, 
A  fpirit  free,  to  choofe  for  my  own  (hare, 
\\'hat  fort  of  flefli  and  blood  I  pleas 'd  to  wear, 
I  *d  be  a  dog,  a  monkey,  or  a  bear. 
Or  any  thing,  but  that  vain  animal. 
Who  is  (b  proud  oi  \Kvii^i^VAtA.\. 


} 


ROCHESTER'S    POEMS.        3x9 

The  fenfes  are  too  grofs,  and  he  '11  contrive 
A  fixth,  to  contradift  the  other  five  j 

And,  before  certain  inftinft,  will  prefer  -JffS^ 

'  Reafon,  which  fifty  times  for  otie  does  err. 
Reafon,  an  igmsfstuMS  of  the  mindy 
Which  leaves  the  light  of  nature,  fenfe,  behind  t 
Pathlefs  and  dangert)us  wandering  ways  it  takes. 
Through  error's  fenny  bogs,  and  thorny  brakes ; 
Whilft  the  mifguidcd  follower  climbs  with  pain 
Mountains  of  whimfies,  hcapt  in  his  own  brain : 
Stumbling  from  thought  to  thought,  falls  headlong 

down 
Into  Doubt's  boundlefs  Tea,  where  like  to  drown 
Books  bear  him  up  a  while,  and  make  him  try 
To  fwim  with  bladders  of  philofophy ; 
In  hopes  ftill  to  overtake  the  fkipping  light. 
The  vapour  dances  in  his  dazzled  fight. 
Till,  fpent,  it  leaves  him  to  eternal  night. 
Then  Old  Age  and  Experience,  hand  in  hand. 
Lead  him  to  Death,  and  make  him  underftand. 
After  a  fcarch  fo  painful  and  fo  long. 
That  all  his  life  he  has  been  in  the  wrong. 
Huddled  in  dirt,  this  rcafoning  engine  lies. 
Who  was  fo  proud,  fo  witty,  and  fo  wile  : 
Pride  drew  him  in,  as  cheats  their  bubbles  catch. 
And  made  him  venture  to  be  made  a  wretch; 
Hi^  wifdom  did  his  happinefs  de(hx)y. 
Aiming  to  knmv  the  world  he  (hould  enjoy  : 
And  xvit  was  his  vain  frivolous  pretence, 
Of  pleafiag  others  at  his  own  expence; 

For 


) 
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For  wits  are  treated  jufl  like  common  whores, 

Firfl  they  're  enjoy 'd,  and  then  kick'd  out  of  doors 

The  pleafurc  pail,  a  threatening  doubt  remains. 

That  frights  th'  enjoyer  with  fuccecding  pains. 

Women,  and  men  of  wit,  are  dangerous  tools. 

And  ever  fatal  to  admiring  fools. 

Pleafure  allures  ;  and  when  the  fops  cfcape, 

'Tis  not  that  tliey  are  lov'd,  but  fortunate  ; 

And  therefore  what  tliey  fear,  at  heart  they  hate. 

But  now,  methinks,  fome  formal  band  and  beard 

Takes  me  to  talk.:   come  on,  Sir,  I  *m  prepared. 

Then,  by  your  favour,  any  thing  that 's  writ, 

Againft  this  gibing,  gingling  knack,  call'd  Wit, 

I/ikes  me  abundantly ;  but  you  '11  take  care. 

Upon  this  point,  not  to  be  too  fcvere ; 

Perhaps  my  Mufe  were  fitter  for  this  part ; 

For,  1  profefs,  I  can  be  very  fmart 

On  wit,  which  I  abhor  with  all  my  heart. 

I  fong  to  lalh  it  in  fomc  fharp  clTay, 

But  your  grand  indifcretion  bids  mc  ftay, 

And  turns  my  tide  of  ink  another  way. 

What  rage  ferments  in  your  degenerate  mind. 

To  make  you  i*ail  at  reafon  and  mankind  ? 

Bled  glorious  man,  to  whom  alone  kind  heaven 

An  everlafting  foul  hatli  freely  given  ; 

Whom  his  great  Maker  took  fuch  care  to  make. 

That  from  himfelf  he  did  the  image  take. 

And  this  fair  frame  in  ihining  reafon  drcft, 

To  dignify  his  nature  above  bead : 

Reafon, 
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Keafon,  by  whofc  afpiring  influence, 

We  take  ?.  flight  beyond  material  fenffe. 

Dive  into  rayftcries,  then  foaring  pierce 

The  flaming  limits  of  the  iiniverfe, 

Search  heaven  and  hell,  find  out  what  ^s  a£bd  there. 

And  give  the  world  true  grounds  of  hope  and  fear. 

HoM,  mighty  man,  I  cry  j  all  this  we  know 
From  the  pathetic  pen  of  Ingelo, 
From  Patrick's  Pilgrim,  Sibb''s  Soliloquies,     . 
And  'tis  this  very  reafon  I  defpife 
This  fupematural  gift,  that  makes  a  mite 
Think  he  *8  the  image  of  the  Infinite ; 
Comparing  his  (hort  life,  void  of  all  refl;, 
To  the  Eternal  and  the  Evcr-blcft  : 
Thw  "bufy  puzzling  iHrrcr  up  of  doulft,     . 
That  frames  deep  myflerics,  then  finds  them  out, 
Filling  with  frantic  crou'ds  of  thinking  fools, 
The  reverend  bedlams,  colleges  and  Ichools, 
Borne  on  whofe  wings,  each  heavy  lot  can  pierce 
The  Hmits  of  the  boundkfs  univci-fc. 
So  charming  ointments  make  an  old  \\Ttch  fly. 
And  bear  a  crippled  carcafe  through  the  iky. 
'Tis  this  exalted  power,  whofe  bufinefs  lies 
In  nonienfe  and  impoflibilities : 
This  made  a  whimfical  philofbpher. 
Before  the  fpacious  world  liis  tub  prefer ; 
And  we  have  many  modem  coxcombs,  who 
Retire  to  think,  'caufe  they  have  nought  to  do. 
But  thoughts  were  given  for  aftions*  government. 
Where  aftion  ceafes,  thought 's  impertinent. 

Y  Our 
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Our  fphcrc  of  aftion  is  life's  happinefs, 
And  he  that  thinks  beyond,  thinks  like  an  afs. 
Thus  whilft  againft  falfe  rcafbning  I  inveigh, 
I  own  right  reafon,  which  I  would  obey ; 
That  rcafon,  which  diftinguiflies  by  fenfe. 
And  gives  us  rules  of  good  and  ill  &om  thence ;         \ 
That  bounds  defires  with  a  reforming  will. 
To  keep  them  more  in  vigour,  not  to  kill : 
Your  reafbn  hinders,  mine  helps  to  enjoy. 
Renewing  appetites,  yours  would  deftroy. 
My  rcafon  is  my  friend,  yours  is  a  cheat ; 
Hunger  calls  out,  my  rcafon  bids  me  eat ; 
Perverfely  yours,  your  appetite  does  mock ; 
This  afks  for  food ;  that  anfwers,  what 's  a  clock  * 
This  plain  diflin£iion,  Sir,  your  doubt  fecures  ; 
*Tis  not  true  reafon  I  defpife,  but  yours. 
Thus  I  think  rcafon  righted  :  but  for  man, 
1*11  ne'er  recant,  defend  him  if  you  can. 
For  all  his  pride,  and  his  philofophy, 
'Tis  evident  beafts  are,  in  their  degree. 
As  wife  at.leaft,  and  better  far  than  he. 
Thofe  creatures  are  the  wifcft,  who  attain. 
By  furcft  means,  the  ends  at  which  they  aim. 
If  therefore  Jowler  finds,  and  kills  his  hare. 
Butter  than  Meres  fupplics  committee-chair  ; 
Though  one  's  a  ftatefman,  th*  other  but  a  hound, 
Jowler  in  jufticc  will  be  wifer  found. 
You  fee  how  far  man's  wifdom  here  extends  : 
Look  next  if  human  nature  makes  amends ; 

Whofc 
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Wliofc  princijiJes  arc  m©ft  generous  and  juft  i 

And  to  whoft-  montU  you  would  fooncr  truft  : 

Be  judge  yourfdf,  I  Hi  bring  k  to  the  teft. 

Which  is  the  bafcH  creature,  man  cir  btsft  t 

Birds  fctd  on  birds,  beslta  on  each  other  prey. 

But  favage  man  alone  does  man  betray. 

Preft  by  ncecflity,  thty  kill  for  food  i 

Man  undoes  maji,  to  do  hisBCdf  no  good  .* 

With  teeth  and  claws  hy  nature  iirm*d,  they  hun^ 

Nature's  allawancc,  to  fuppiy  thdr  waijl* 

But  mant  with  fmilcs,  embiacct,  fncndfiiips,  pirailt, 

Inhumanlv' htjf  ftfllow's  life  betrays; 

With  volunt^ii  y  pains  works  his  difrrefi  j 

Not  ilirougH  ncc^'rtity,  but  Vk^utonncfa. 

For  hiingtr  or  for  love*  th€¥  bite  or  tear, 

WhiUl  MTetched  mafi  U  ftili  in  arms  for  far  : 

For  fe;ar  he  aimi,  and  is  of  arms  afimidf 

From  fear  to  fear  fuccefiirdv  bctrpy'd  : 

Bafe  h^f  tilt:  loarce  wiitnce  hk  hdk  ^afliimt  casuBj 

His  hoalied  honour,  and  his  dcar-bongj^u  fame; 

Th«  JuH  of  power,  to  which  he  's  fueh  a  flavc* 

And  for  the  which  ak^nc  he  dares  be  brave  f 

To  which  his  various  projects  are  dcfign'd. 

Which  rnal^ea  him  |;cnciiovi%,  aCibk,  and  kind  s 

For  which  he  take*  fuch  paiut  to  be  thought  vitih, 

Atid  f crews  his  anions  in  a  forc*d  di%uife ; 

Leads  a  m«4l  tedious  liFet  ii^  tnifery^ 

Under  laborions,  mean  hypocrify. 

Look  to  the  bottom  of  hh  vail  deiign, 

Wli£i  t;in  man'$  wilHom,  |iowa,  aud  ^ori  '^k^  ^ 
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The  good  he  z6t*,  the  ill  he  does  endure, 

'Tis  all  fiom  fear,  to  make  himfelf  fecure. 

Merely  for  fafety,  after  fame  they  thirft ; 

For  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  durft : 

And  honefty  's  againft  all  common  fenfe ; 

Men  muft  be  knaves  ;  'tis  in  their  own  defence. 

Mankind  's  dilhoneft ;  if  you  think  it  fair, 

Amongft  known  cheats,  to  play  upon  the  fquare* 

You  'li  be  undone—— 

Nor  can  weak  truth  your  reputation  iaye ; 

The  knaves  will  all  agree  to  call  you  knave. 

Wrong*d  ihall  he  live,  infulted  o*er,  oppreft. 

Who  dares  be  lefs  a  villain  than  the  reft. 

Thus  here  you  fee  what  human  nature  ccaves, 

Moft  men  are  cowards,  all  men  ihould  be  knaves. 

The  difference  lies,  as  far  as  I  can  iee. 

Not  in  the  thing  itfelf ,  but  the  degree ; 

And  all  the  fubje6^-matter  of  debate. 

Is  only  who 's  a  knave  of  the  firft  rate. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

ALL  this  with  indignation  have  I  hurl'd, 
At  the  pretending  part  of  the  proud  world, 
Who,  fwoln  with  fclfiih  vanity,  devife 
Falfe  freedoois,  holy  cheats,  and  formal  lyes. 
Over  their  fellow-flavcs  to  tyrannize. 

But  if  in  court  fo  juft  a  man  there  be, 
(In  court  a  juil  man,  yet  unknown  to  me) 


Who 
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Who  does  his  needful  flattery  dire£i. 
Not  to  opprefs  and  ruin,  but  protect ; 
Since  flattery,  which  way  foever  laid. 
Is  ftill  a  tax  on  that  unhappy  trade  1 
If  Co  upright  a  ftatefinan  you  can  find» 
Whofe  pailions  bend  to  his  unbiafs'd  mind  i 
Who  does  his  arts  and  policies  apply. 
To  raife  his  country,  not  his  family. 

Is  there  a  mortal  who  opd  God  lelies  ? 
Whole  life  his  faith  and  do6^rine  julbfics  } 
Not  one  blown  up  with  vain  afpiring  pride. 
Who,  for  reproof  of  fms,  does  man  deride : 
Whofc  envious  heart  with  faucy  eloquence, 
JDares  chide  at  kings,  and  rail  at  men  of  fenfe  & 
Who  in  his  talking  vents  more  peevilh  lyes, 
More  bitter  railings,  fcandalu,  calumnies. 
Than  at  a  goifipin^  ave-  thrown  about^ 
When  the  good  wives  drink  hecp  and  then  fall  out. 
None  of  the  icnfual  tribe,  whofe  talents  lie 
In  avarice,  pride,  in  doth,,  and  gluttony ; 
Who  hunt  preferment,  but  abhor  good  lives,  «| 

•Whofe  lull  exalted  to  that  height  arrives,  ^ 

They  a6k  adultery  with  their  own  wives  >  J 

And»  ere  a  (core  of  years  completed  be, 
Can  from  the  lofty  ftage  of  honour  fee, 
Half  a  large  parifli  their  own  progeny. 

Nor  doasing  • who  would  be  ador'd. 

For  domineering  at  the  council-board, 
A  greater  fop,  in  bufinefs  at  fourfcore, 
Fonder  of  fcrious  toys,  afTeflcd  more^ 

y  3  Than 
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ThsLU.  the  gay  glitteiing  fool  at  twenty  proves, 
With  all  his  noife,  his  tawdry  cloaths,  and  love$. 

But  a  meek  humble  man  of  modeft  (enfe. 
Who,  preaching  peace,  does  pra£^ire  continence  ; 
Whofe  pious  life 's  a  proof  he  does  believe 
Myilerious  troths ,  which  no  man  can  conceive. 
If  upon  earth  there  dwell  fuch  godlike  men, 
I  '11  here  recant  my  paradox  to  them ; 
Adore  thofe  ihrines  of  virtue,  homage  pay, 
And,  with  the  dunking  world,  their  laws  obey. 
If  fuch  there  are,  yet  grant  me  this  at  leafi, 
Man  di£fers  more  from  man,  than  man  from  beaft. 

THE    MAIMED    DEBAUCHEE. 

I. 

A  S  fome  brave  admiral,  in  former  war 
•^"^   Deprived  of  force,  but  preft  with  courage  ftill. 
Two  rival  fleets  appearing  from  afar. 
Crawls  to  the  top  of  an  adjacent  hill : 
II. 
From  whence  (with  thoughts  full  of  concern)  he  view* 

The  wife  and  daring  conduft  of  the  fight  : 
And  each  bold  a£tion  to  his  mind  renews 
His  prefent  glory  and  his  paft  delight. 
III. 
From  his  fierce  eyes  flafhes  of  rage  he  throws. 

As  from  black  clouds  when  lightning  breaks  away, 
Tranfported  thinks  himfelf  amidft  his  foes. 
And  abfent,  yetta^a^^  xi»  bloody  day. 
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IV. 
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lays  of  itnpotencc  approach, 
y  mm  and  bvt'«  unlucky  chance. 
Driven  from  the  pkafmg  billQVVs  of  debauch, 
On  the  dull  Ihoiie  of  Isty  ttmpcrance  : 
V. 

■My  painK  at  laft  fome  rcfpitc  fhall  afToidt 
I    While  I  behold  the  battles  you  mauitaid  | 
*      When  fleets  of  glaJl'*^?  IMI  around  thi.-  Uafd> 

From  whofe  broadilde^  vol  lies  oi  \\k  Ihall  r^ttu 
VI. 
Kor  ^lail  the  fight  of  honourable  fears, 

Which  my  too  foward  valour  did  procure. 
Frighten  new -lifted  fo  I  diets  from  ilic  u^ars  ; 
Pail  joys  have  moi  c  than  paid  what  1  cadurc, 
ViL 

I  Should  fomc  brave  youth  (wortti  being  di  unlv )  piofc  nice, 
I    And  fronf)  h i s  fair  i  n vt tur  incanl y  fli  ri  n k , 
Kr would  pleafii  the  ghoil  uf  mv  diiparltd  vktif 
I    If  I  at  my  council  j  he  rqit'nt  and  drinks 
vm. 

Or  fliouM  fomc  cold-fompIeKiea'd  fot  fofhtd* 
With  hiii  dull  moniU,  uur  night's  bnik  aLir^i  f 

■  i  '11  hrt'  his  blood,  by  telling  what  I  did 
f  Wh<ii  I  was  fbrong,  and  able  to  bear  arms. 
'  DC. 

I'll  tell  of  whores  attacked  ll»ctr  lord*  at  home, 
Ba-svdif  %]•  itcrn  up,  and  fottref*  wan  ; 

/'indowsi  ■.  i,  watches  overcotne, 

Ddtbmc  ilii  by  my  ccmtrivaacc  d!»tvt> 
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X. 

With  talcs  like  thcfe  I  wifl  fuch  heat  inipire. 

As  to  important  mifchief  ihall  incline ; 
I  '11  make  him  long  ibra^  ancient  church  to  fire. 

And  fear  no  lewdnefs  they  *re  calPd  to  by  wine.. 
XI. 
Thus  ftatefman-like  I  *H  faucily  impofe, 

And,  fafe  from  danger^  valiantly  advi(e ; 
Shclter'd  in  impotence  urge  you  to  blows, 

And>  being  good  for  nothing  cl(e,  be  wife; 

UPON        NOTHING. 

r. 

NOTH  lUG  !   thou  elder  brother  tv^n  to  fhadt^ 
That  hadft  a  being  ere  the  world  was  made, 
'And  (well  fixt)  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid. 

11. 
ICrc  Time  and  Place  were.  Time  and  Place  were  not,. 
When  primitive  Notlung  Something  ilraight  begot. 
Then  all  proceeded  from  the  great  united— What, 

lU. 
Something,  the  general  attribute  of  all, 
Severed  from  thee,  its  fole  original,  * 

Into  thy  boundlcfs  (elf  mufl  undittinguifh'd  fall. 

IV. 
Yet  fomething  did  thy  mighty  power  command. 
And  from  thy  fruitful  emptinefs^s  hand. 
Snatched  men,  bc^%>  V^vcd^^  fire,  air,  and  land. 


3^9 
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V. 
Matter,  the  wick^'ft  offspnRg  of  thy  race, 

y  Foi-m  aflTvlUxl,  ftnv  from  thy  embrace, 
'And  Jtbd  liglit  ob{cur*d  thy  reverend  dufky  face* 

Vt. 

[With  Porm  and  Matter,  Time  and  Place  did  join; 
Bod? J  thy  foe,  with  thee  did  leagues  combine, 
To  fpo J  thy  peaceful  rea!m,  ^nd  ruin  alJ  thy  Ibc^ 
VIL 

Ml  lum-coat  Time  aflifts  the  foe  in  vain, 
lid,  brib*d  by  thee,  alfifts  thy  Jboit-liv'd  reign. 
And  to  thy  hungry  womb  drives  back  thy  (layci  again* 

VIU. 

Though  myilcries  are  barr'd  from  Taic  eyes, 
[And  the  divine  alone,  with  warrant,  pries 
to  ihy  bofom^  where  the  truth  in  private  lies : 
IX. 
Yet  this  of  thee  the  wife  may  freely  fay» 
fThou  from  the  virttious  norhing  tak*ft  away. 
And  to  be  iiatt  with  thct:  ihc  vvickLd  wifely  pray. 


L 


Negative  !  how  vainty  would  ihc  wife 
ire,  define  J  diftinguifhj  teach,  devife  f 
TDidfl  thou  not  fbnd  to  point  their  dull  phikraphia^ 

,  or  h  n^t,  the  two  great  ends  of  Fate, 
Arid,  true  Of  falfc,  tlie  fubje£l  of  debate. 
That  ptrfc^  or  deftroy  tlic  viift  de%ia*  of  Kate  j 


m 
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XII. 
When  they  have  rack*d  the  politician's  breaft. 
Within  thy  bofom  moft  fccurely  reft, 
Andy  when  reduced  to  thee,  are  leaft  unfafe  and  befL 

XIII. 
But  Nothing,  why  does  Something  ilill  permit. 
That  facred  monarchs  ihould  at  council  fit. 
With  perfons  highly  thought  at  beft  for  nothing  fit } 

XIV. 
Whilft  weighty  Something  modcftly  abftains 
From  princes'  cofifers,  and  from  (latefmens'  brains. 
And  nothing  there  like  ilatcly  Nothing  reigns • 

XV. 
Nothing,  who  dwell 'ft  with  fools  in  grave  difguife, 
For  whom  tlicy  reverend  (hapes  and  forms  devife. 
Lawn  ilceves,  and  furs,  and  gowns,  when  they  like 
thee  look  wife. 

XVI. 
French  truth,  Dutch  prowefs,  Britiih  policy, 
Hibernian  learning,  Scotch  civility, 
Spaniards'  difpatch,  Danes'  wit,  are  mainly  fcen  in  thee. 

XVII. 
The  great  man's  gratitude  to  his  beft  friend. 
Kings*  promifes,  whores'  vows,  towards  thee  they  bendj 
Flow  fwiftly  into  tlice,  and  in  thee  e\-er  end. 


"^  ^  A.  N  S- 
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TRANSLATION 

O      F 

SOME    LIKES    IN    LUCRETIUS. 

nn  H  E  Gods,  by  right  of  nature,  muft  poirefi 
■*■    An  cverUding  age  of  perfc£^  peace  1 
Far  off  rcmov'd  from  us  and  our  afTairs, 
Neither  approach'd  by  dangers  or  by  cares  1 
Rich  in  themfcivcs,  to  whom  we  cannot  add  1 
Not  pleas 'd  by  good  deeds,  nor  provok|d  by  bad. 

The  latter  End  of  the  CHORUS  of  the  Second 
Aft  of  SENECA'S  TROAS,  Tranflated. 

A  F  T  E  R  Death  nothing  is,  and  nothing  Death, 
-^^  The  utmoll  limits  of  a  gafp  of  breath. 
I>et  the  ambitious  zealot  lay  afide 
His  hope  of  heaven  (whofe  faith  is  but  his  pride)  ) 
Let  flaviih  fouls  lay  by  their  fear, 
Nor  be  concern 'd  which  way,  or  where, 
After  this  life  they  (hall  be  liurl'd  : 
Dead,  we  become  tlic  lumber  of  the  world. 
And  to  that  mafs  of  matter  (hall  be  fwept 
Where  things  dcdroy'd  with  things  unborn  are  kept  1 
Devouring  TioEie  fwallows  us  wliole. 
Impartial  Death  confounds  body  and  foul. 
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For  hell,  and  the  foul  Hend  that  rules 

The  cverlafting  fiery  gaols, 
Devis'd  by  rogues,  dreaded  by  foolsy 
With  his  grim  griily  dog  that  keeps  the  door, 
*  Are  fenfclefs  ftories,  idle  tak^ 
Dreams^  whimfies,  and  no  more. 

TO    HIS    SACRED    MAJESTY, 

ON        HIS 

RESTORATION  in  the  Year  i66<x 

VIRTUE'S  triumphant  fhrine  !  who  doft  engage 
At  once  three  kingdoms  in  a  pilgrimage  j 
Which  in  extatic  duty  ftrive  to  come 
Out  of  thcmfelves,  as  well  as  from  their  home  ; 
Whilft  England  gitjws  one  camp,  and  London  is 
Itfclf  the  nation,  not  metropolis ; 
And  loyal  Kent  renews  her  arts  again. 
Fencing  her  ways  with  moving  groves  of  men  ; 
Forgive  this  diftant  homage,  which  does  meet 
Your  bleft  approach  on  fedentary  feet ; 
And  though  my  youth,  not  patient  yet  to  bear 
The  weight  of  arms,  denies  me  to  appear 
In  ftcel  before  you  ;  yet,  great  Sir,  approve 
My  manly  wifhes,  and  more  vigorous  love  ; 
In  whom  a  cold  rcfpeft  were  treafon  to 
A  father's  afhcs,  greater  than  to  you  ; 
Whofe  one  ambition  't  is  for  to  be  known. 
By  daring  loyalty,  your  Wiimot's  fbn. 

Wadh.  Coil.  Rochester. 

T  O 
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TO       HER. 
SACRED  MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN-MOTHER, 

ON        THE 

D  E  AT  H  of  M  A  R Y,  Princcfs  of  Orange. 

RESPITE,  great  queen,  your  juftand  haftyfcars  : 
There  *s  no  iofe£^k)n  lodges  in  our  tears. 
Though  our  unhappy  air  be  arm'd  with  death. 
Yet  fighs  have  an  untainted  guiltleTs  breath. 
Oh !  ftay  a  wiule,  and  teach  your  equal  ikUl 
To  underftandy  and  to  fupport  our  ilL 
You  that  in  mighty  wrongs  an  age  have /pent. 
And  feem  to  have  out-liv*d  «v'n  banifhrnent  : 
Whom  traiterous  mifchief  (ought  its  etrlieil  pivy. 
When  to  moft  (acred  blood  it  made  its  way ; 
And  did  thereby  its  black  defigyi  impart. 
To  take  his  head,  that  wounded  firft  his  heart  t 
You  that  ummov'd  great  Charles's  ruin  fiood. 
When  three  great  nations  funk  beneath  the  load  $ 
Then  a  young  daughter  loft,  yet  bal(am  found 
To  ftanch  diat  new  and  fredily-bleeding  wound  1 
And,  after  this,  with  fixt  and  fteady  eyes 
Beheld  your  noble  Gloucefier's  obfequies  : 
And  tb^  iu(biin'd  the  royal  Princefs*  fall ) 
You  only  can  lament  her  funeral. 
But  you  will  hence  remove,  and  leave  behind 
Our  (ad  complaints  loft  in  the  cm^tj  hi>sA  \ 


While  (icknefs,  from  whofe  rage  you  poft  away, 
Relents,  and  only  now  contrives  your  ftay  ; 
Thfc  lately  fatal  and  infectious  ill 
Courts  the  fair  princefs,  and  forgets  to  kill  : 
In  vain  on  fevers  curies  we  difpenie. 
And  vent  our  paflion*s  angry  eloquence  : 
!  In  vain  \vt  blaft  the  minifters  of  Fate, 

"*  And  the  forlorn  phyficians  imprecate ; 

I  Say  they  to  death  new  poi((>ns  add  and  fire, 

[  Murder  fecurcly  for  rc\\'ard  and  hire ; 

k '  Arts  bafilifksy  that  kill  whomc'er  they  fee. 

Hi.  ;  And  truly  write  bills  of  mortality, 

Who,  left  the  bleeding  corpfc  fhculd  them  betray^ 
Firft  drain  thi-fe  vital  fpcaking  ftre.ims  away. 
And  will  you,  by  your  flight,  take  part  with  tliefc  I 
I  Become  yourfelf  a  third  and  new  diieafe  ? 

i  If  they  ha>-e  caus*d  our  lofs,  then  fo  have  you, 

'  Who  take  yourfelf  and  the  fair  princeft  too  : 
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AN        EPILOGUE. 

Q  O  M  E  few,  from  wit,  have  this  true  maxim  got, 

•^  ««  That 't  is  (till  better  to  be  pleas'd  than  not  ;'* 

And  thcrefoie  never  their  own  torment  plot. 

While  the  malicious  Critics  ftill  agree 

To  loath  each  play  they  come  and  pay  to  fee. 

The  firil  know  'tis  a  meaner  part  of  ienie 

To  find  a  fault,  than  tafie  an  excellence  : 

Therefore  they  praifc,  and  ftrive  to  like,  while  thefe 

Are  dully  vain  of  being  hard  to  pleaie. 

Poets  and  women  have  an  equal  right 

To  hale  the  dull,  who,  dead  to  all  delight. 

Feel  pain  alone,  and  have  no  joy  but  fpight. 

'Twas  impotence  did  firil  this  vice  begin ; 

Fools  cenfure  wit,  as  old  men  rail  at  fin : 

Who  envy  pleafure  which  they  cannot  taiie. 

And,  good  for  nothing,  woidd  be  wife  at  laft. 

Since  therefore  to  the  women  it  appean. 

That  all  the  enemies  of  wit  are  theirt. 

Our  poet  the  dull  herd  no  longer  fean. 

Whatever  his  fate  may  prove,  'twill  be  his  pride 

To  (land  or  fall  with  beauty  on  hin  fide. 


) 
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AN        ALLUSION 

TO         T    H    E 

Tenth  Satire  of  eke  Firft  Book  of  Hokace. 

WELL,  Sir,  't  h  granted ;  I  fkid Dryden't  rhymes 
Wtre  Ibleiif  untqual,  nay  dull  many  times : 
What  fnoliih  patron  is  there  found  of  his. 
So  blindly  jiarrial  to  deny  me  this  ? 
Hut  that  his  plnyi,  embroidered  up  and  down 
With  wit  and  learning,  juftly  pleased  the  to^vn, 
In  the  fame  paper  I  as  freely  own. 
Yet,  having  this  allow'd,  the  hea\7  mafs 
That  Huffs  up  his  looie  volumes,  muft  not  ^)aisi 
Vor  by  that  rule  1  might  as  well  admit 
Ch»\vn*!*  tedious  fcencs  for  poetry  and  wit. 
'Tin  thctrfin-c  not  enough,  when  your  falfe  fcnfe, 
tliu  t!u'  falfc  ]ud;;mcnt  of  an  audience 
t>f  \  liippiuft  f^^>^*  afl«ublint?,  a  \iift  crtm-d, 
Till  the  thivnpM  pUvhoulc  cracked  t^-ith  the  dull  load; 
'l^U)ih  cv*n  that  talent  merits,  in  (bme  fort. 
That  can  di\Tit  the  rabble  and  the  coxut* 
Which  blunderin;:  Settle  never  could  obtaiB, 
Ami  puttlinjit  ^^tway  labours^  at  in  vntn : 
Hut  within  due  pwjx^rtion  circumlc;  ibe 
\Vhate*ci  y\n»  write,  that  with  a  flawing  tide 
llw  llylc  m^y  rifr,  yet  in  its  rile  fcnteur 
With  ulicklV  wvids  t*  *Yi^^**  ^  xxxan'd  Cir. 
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Hci-e  be  your  language  lofty,  there  more  light, 
Your  rhetoric  with  your  poetry  unite, 
For  elegance  fake,  fometimes  allay  the  force- 
Of  epithets,  'twill  foften  the  difcourfe : 
A  jcft  in  fcorn  points  out  and  hits  the  thing 
More  home,  than  the  remoteft  iatire's  fting,. 
Shakefpeare  and  Jonfon  did  in  this  excel,, 
iind  might  herein  be  imitated  well, 
Whom  refm'd  Ether^c  copies  not  at  all. 
But  is  himlclf  a  ihecr  original. 
Nor  that  flow  drudge  in  fwift  Pindaric  drains, 
Flatman,  who  Cowley  imitates  with  pains, 
And  rides  a  jaded  Muie,  whipt,  with  loofe  reins. 
When  Lee  makes  temperate  Scipio  fret  and  rave, 
And  Hannibal  a  whining  amorous  (lave, 
I  laugh,  and  wifh  the  hot-braiu*d  fuftian  fool 
In  Buiby's  hands,  to  be  well  lafh'd  at  fchooL 
Of  all  our  modern  wits,  none  feem  to  mc 
Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy, 
But  ha  fly  Shad  well,  and  flow  Wyclierlcy. 
ShadwcU's  unfmifh'd  works  do  yet  impair 
Great  proofs  of  force  of  nature,  none  of  art ; 
With  jufl  bold  flrokes  he  dafhes  heie  and  there. 
Showing  great  maflcry  with  little  cai-c, 
Scorning  to  varnifh  his  good  touches  o'er. 
To  make  the  fools  and  women  praifc  them  mor«*. 
But  Wychcricy  earns  hard  whatever  he  gains, 
He  wants  no  judgment,  and  he  fpares  no  pains  : 
He  frequently  excels,  and,  at  the  Icafl, 
Makes  fiswcr  faults  than  any  of  the  rcfl. 

Z  i       Walki, 
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VVnllcr,  by  Nature  for  the  Bays  detign'd, 

With  force  and  Are,  and  fancy  unconfin'd. 

In  }).inc^'ric  d«)cs  excel  mankind. 

He  bcft  can  cum,  enforce,  and  (often  thingi. 

To  piailc  great  conquerors,  and  flatter  kings. 

For  pointed  latiie  I  would  Buckhurft  choofc. 

The  heft  good  man,  with  the  worft-natur'd  Mule. 

Fur  {bng!t  and  verlcs  mannerly  obfcene. 

That  can  ftir  Nature  up  by  (prings  unieen, 

And,  without  forcing  bluOies,  warm  the  queen  i 

ScUley  has  that  prevailing  gentle  art. 

That  can  with  a  lefuHcfs  power  impart 

The  loolcft  wilhes  to  the  chafteft  heart, 

Kaiie  tuch  a  confli^>,  kindle  luch  a  fire, 

Iktwixt  declining  virtue  and  defire. 

Till  the  pix>r  vanquiih*d  maid  diflblves  away, 

I  a  drcim«  all  night,  in  lighs  and  tears  all  day. 

Dndcn  ;n  vain  try'd  this  nice  way  of  wit  j 

for  he,  to  be  a  tearing  bUde*  thought  £t 

To  give  the  Udies  a  dry  bawdy  bob. 

And  thus  he  got  the  name  of  pxt  Squab. 

*>.-.t  to  l>e  mft.  *tw;il  to  his  pniic  be  JOttz.J, 

\\\t  cvocUenccs  more  th-m  faulrs  ibou:id  : 

N\>r  vijjK  I  tvom  his  tlicrc-i  tiun-^ica  3ur 

r!«  laurel,  which  he  Sat  dctcmes  so  weir 

But  4k>cs  ncc  Drrdca  r.sd  evm  Joc>:a  «i.ill  ^ 

O:  .cxvj.  *  r.<T«.  i<  >«  cilli  ±!esi '-    :§&kkerc«src'i  r^x 
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Allowing  all  the  juftice  that  his  pride 

So  arrogantly  had  to  thefe  deny'd  } 

And  may  not  I  have  leave  impartially 

To  fearch  and  cenfure  Dryden't  works,  and  try 

If  thofe  grofs  faults  his  choice  pen  doth  commit 

Proceed  from  want  of  judgoicnt,  or  of  wit? 

Or  if  his  lumpiih  fancy  does  refiiic 

Spirit  and  grace  to  his  loofe  (lattem  Muie  > 

Five  hundred  verfes  every  morning  writ. 

Prove  him  no  more  a  poet  than  a  wit : 

Such  fcribbling  authors  have  been  feen  before  $ 

Muftapha,  the  I  (land  Princefs,  forty  more, 

Were  things  perhaps  composed  in  half  an  hour. 

To  write  what  may  fecurely  iland  the  teft 

Of  being  well  read  over  thrice  at  leaft ; 

Compare  each  phrafc,  examine  every  line, 

Weigh  every  word,  and  every  thought  refine  j 

Scorn  all  applaufc  the  vile  rout  can  beilow. 

And  be  content  to  pleafe  thoie  few  who  know. 

Canfl  thou  be  fuch  a  vain  miibken  thing. 

To  wifh  thy  works  might  n^dce  a  play«houic  ring 

.With  the  unthinking  laughter  and  poor  praiie 

Of  fops  and  ladies,  fa£kious  for  thy  plays  ? 

Then  fend  a  cunning  friend  to  learn  thy  doom 

From  the  (hrewd  judges  in  die  diawii|§-rooiD. 

I  've  no  ambition  on  that  idle  fcore,- 

But  (ay  with  Betty  Morice  beietofbre, 

When  a  court  lady  call'd  her  Buckley's  whore  i 

I  pleaie  one  man  of  wit,  am  proud  on't  too. 

Let  allthe  aixcombt  dance  to  bed  to  you* 

Z  a,  Sliouli 
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Should  I  be  troubled  when  the  Purblind  Knight, 

Who  fquints  more  in  his  jodgment  than  his  fight. 

Picks  filly  faults,  and  cenfures  what  I  write  ? 

Or  when  the  poor-fed  poets  of  the  town 

For  ibibs  and  coadi-room  cry  my  Teries  down  } 

I  loath  the  rabble ;  'tis  enon^  for  me 

If  Scdley,  Shadwell,  Shephard,  Wychcriey, 

Godolphiuy  Butter,  Buddiurft,  Buckingham, 

And  (bme  few  more,  whom  I  omit  to  name, 

ApproYe  my  fenie :  I  count  their  ccnfure^ame. 


} 


Sir  Car  Scrope,  who  bought  himfelf  refie^ed 
on  at  the  latter  End  of  the  preceding  Poem, 
pablifhed  a  Poem  **  In  Defence  of  Satire^*' 
whicli  occafioned  the  following  Reply. 

To  Sir  Car    Scko  P£. 

'T*  O  lack  and  torture  thy  unmeaning  brain,  1 

"^    In  Satire's  praiic,  to  a  lov^-  unranM  ftrain,       f 
In  thee  was  mcft  impertinent  and  \-si3.  J 

When  in  thy  pcrfon  we  more  clearly  fee  "J 

Thar  iatirc's  c:  (;i\*ine  authoritv,  I 

For  God  made  one  on  man  uh^n  ize  made  thee ;      J 
To  faew  there  were  fomc  men,  as  there  are  apes, 
Fram'd  for  mcer  ffiity  \rfio  differ  but  in  ihapes  : 
In  thee  arc  ^l\  irxie  contiadiifnons  *oin*d. 
That  mskc  an  zd  prod?£:o\;s  ard  ix.":3*d. 
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A  lump  deform'd  and  fhapelefs  wert  thou  born, 
Begot  in  Love's  defpight  and  Nature's  fcom ; 
And  art  grown  up  the  moft  ungrateful  wight, 
Harih  to  the  ear,  and  hideous  to  the  light ; 
Yet  Lore  's  thy  bufinds*  Beauty  thy  delig}it»- 
Curfe  oa  that  filly  hour  that  firft  infpir'd 
Thy  madnefs,  to  pretend  to  be  admir'd  ? 
To  paint  thy  gridy  face,  to  dance,  to  drefs, 
And  all  thofe  aukward  follies  that  exprefs 
Thy  loathfome  love,  and  filthy  daintinefs. 
Who  needs  wilt  be  an  ugly  Beau-Gargon, 
Spit  at,  and  Ihunn'd  by  every  girl  in  town  ; 
Where  dreadfully  Love's  fcare-crow  thou  art  plac'd 
To  fright  the  tender  flock  that  long  to  tafte  : 
While  every  coming  maid,  when  you  appear, 
^Starts  back  for  ihame,  and  fhaight  turns  chafle  for  fear; 
For  none  fo  poor  or  proftitute  have  prov*d. 
Where  you  made  love,  t^  endure  to  be.belov*d. 
'T  were  labour  loft,  or  elie  I  would  advife  ; 
But  thy  half-wit  will  ne'er  let  thee  be  wife. 
Half  witty,  and  half  mad,  and  fcarce  half  brave, 
Half  honeft  (which  is  very  much  a  knave) 
Made  up  of  all  thefe  halves,  thou  canfl  not  pafs 
For  any  thing  intircly,  but  an  Afs. 


KP  \- 
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EPILOGUE. 

AS  charms  are  nonfenfe,  nonfcnfe  feems  a  chamiy 
Which  hearers  of  all  judgment  does  disarm  i 
For  (bngs  and  fcenes  a  double  audience  bring, 
And  doggrel  takes,  which  Smiths  in  fatin  fing. 
Now  to  machines  and  a  dull  roaik  you  run ; 
We  find  that  wit 's  the  monfler  you  would  ikanp 
And  by  my  troth  'tis  moft  difcreetly  done. 
For  fince  with  vice  and  folly  wit  is  fed, 
Through  mercy  'tis  moft  of  you  arc  not  dead. 
Players  turn  puppets  now  at  your  defire. 
In  their  mouth 's  nonfenfe,  in  their  tail 's  a  wire. 
They  fly  through  crowds  of  clouts  and  fhowers  of  fire. 
A  kind  of  lofmg  Loadum  is  their  game, 
Where  the  worft  writer  has  the  grcateft  fame. 
To  get  vile  plays  like  theirs  (hall  be  our  care  } 
But  of  fuch  auk  ward  aftors  we  defpair. 

Faife  taught  at  firft 

Like  bowls  ill-biafs'd,  ftill  the  more  they  run. 
They  're  further  off  than  when  they  firft  begun. 
In  comedy  their  unweigh'd  aftion  mark. 
There  *s  one  is  fuch  a  dear  familiar  fpark, 
He  yawns  as  if  he  were  but  half  awake, 
And  fribbling  for  free  fpeaking  does  miftake  j  . 

Falfe  accent  and  negleftful  a6lion  too :  j 

Thry  liavc  both  fo  nigh  good,  yet  neither  true,  f 

Thit  j 


} 
.} 
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That  both  together,  like  an  ape*s  mock-f^ce, 
By  near  rcfcmbling  man,  do  man  dilgracc, 
Thorough-pac'd  ill  nGton  may,  perhaps,  be  cur'd ; 
Half  players,  like  half  wits,  can't  be  endur'd. 
Yet  theie  are  they,  who  durft  ezpofe  the  age 
Of  the  great  *  wonder  of  the  Englifh  ftage ; 
Whom  Nature  feem'd  to  form  for  your  delight. 
And  bid  him  fpcak,  as  (he  bid  Shakcfpeare  write. 
Thofe  blades  indeed  are  cripples  in  their  art. 
Mimic  his  foot,  but  not  his  fpeaking  part. 
Let  them  the  Traitor  or  Volponc  try, 

Could  they 

Rage  like  Cethegus,  or  like  Caifius  die, 
They  ne'er  had  fent  to  Paris  for  fuch  fancies. 
As  monfters  heads  and  Merry- Andrew's  dances. 
Wither'd,  perhaps,  not  pcrifli'd,  wc  appear; 
But  they  are  blighted,  and  ne*er  came  to  bear. 
Th'  old  poets  drefs'd  your  miftrefs  Wit  before ; 
Thcfc  draw  you  on  with  an  old  painted  whore. 
And  fell,  like  bawds,  patch'd  plays  for  maids  twice  c 
Yet  they  may  fcorn  our  houfe  and  adors  too, 
Since  they  have  fweil'd  (b  high  to  he6kor  you. 
They  cry.  Pox  o'  thefc  Covent-Garden  men. 
Damn  them,  not  one  of  them  but  keeps  out  ten. 
Were  they  once  gone,  we  for  tho(e  thundering  blades 
Should  have  an  audience  of  fubfiantial  trades. 
Who  love  our  muzzled  boys  and  tearing  fellows, 
My  Lord^  great  Neptune,  and  great  nephew  JEoliu. 


e  o'er.  J 
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O  liow  the  merry  citiicn  's  in  love 

With . 

Pfychtty  the  goddcfs  of  each  field  and  grove. 
Ho  cries,  I'  fciith,  methinks  'tis  well  enough; 
But  you  roar  out  and  cry,  'Tis  ail  danm'd  ftuff ! 
So  to  their  houfe  the  graver  fops  repair, 
While  men  of  wit  iind  one  another  here. 


P^       R       O        L        O        G        U 

SPOKEN     AT     THE 

COURT  AT   WHITEHALL, 

B  £  P  o  a  K 

KING      CHARLES      IL 

By  the  Lady  Elizabeth  Howard. 

WY I T  bAS  of  Ijte  took  up  a  trick  t*  aj^tear 
^  ^     Unmannerly,  or  at  the  bcft,  icverc  : 
And  poets  ihare  the  fiate  by  which  we  fall. 
When  kindly  \w  atteropc  to  plcaic  you  all. 
'  Fis  hard  yoiu-  fcoot  thould  againft  fuch  pxeraily 
^\'boie  ccds  arc  to  i^iTot  you,  though  they  fail. 

You  men  v^xaud  think  it  an  ill-natur'd  ^, 

Should  we  lau^h  at  you  when  you  do  your  bcti. 

Then  ml  no:  here*  thous^h  you  lee  icafba  tor  *: ; 

I:  wit  cjLn  d=d  ;:icif  no  better  fcon, 

^\'i:  :$  a  very  :<>ali&  liucg  at  ccurt. 

Wl:? 


} 
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Wit's  bufinefs  is  to  plcafe,  and  not  to  fright;  "^ 

'Tis  no  wit  to  be  always  in  the  right ;  y 

You  *11  find  it  none,  who  dare  be,  fo  to-aight.  j 

Few  fo  ill-bred  will  venture  tO'«  play^ 
To  fpy  out  faults  in  what  we  women  fity.  ' 

For  usy  no  matter  what  we  ij^eak,  b«It  liow : 

How  kindly  can  we  fay 1  hate  you  now  f 

And  for  the  men,  if  you  *11  laugh  at  them,  do ; 
They  mindthemfclves  fo  much,  they  *11  ne'er  mind  you. 
But  why  do  I  defcend  to  lofe  a  prayer 
•On  thofe  fmall  faints  in  wit  ?  the  god  fits  there  ! 

To  the  KING. 

To  you  (Great  SIR)  my  meflage  hither  tends. 
From  Youth  and  Beauty,  your  allies  and  friends ; 
See  my  credentials  written  in  my  face. 
They  challenge  your  proteftion  in  this  place ; 
And  hither  come  with  fuch  a  force  of  charms. 
As  may  give  check  ev'n  to  your  profperous  arms. 
Millions  of  Cupids  hovering  in  the  rear. 
Like  eagles  following  fatal  troops,  appear : 
All  waiting  for  the  (laughter  which  draws  nigh. 
Of  thole  bold  gazers  who  this  night  muft  die. 
Nor  can  you  Tcape  our  foft  captivity, 
From  which  old  age  alone  muft  fet  you  free. 
Then  tremble  at  the  fatal  confequence, 
Since  'tis  well  known,  for  yoirr  own  part,  great  Prince, 
*Gainft  us  you  dill  have  made  a  weak  defence. 
Be  i^mous  and  wife,  and  take  our  part ; 
Remember  we  have  eyes,  and  you  a  heart  { 

Eire 


) 


For  Love  \?ill  ever  make  the  triumph  yours. 
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AGAINST    IMMODERATE    GRIEF. 

TO  A   YOUNG    LADY  WEEPING, 

An  ODE  in  Imitation  of  Ca  1 1  MI  RE. 

I. 

COULD  mournful  (ight,  or  floods  of  tears  1  prevent 
The  ills,  unhappy  men  lament : 
Could  all  the  anguifli  of  my  mind 
Remove  my  cares,  or  make  but  Fortune  kindi 
Soon  I'd  the  grateful  tribute  pay, 
And  weep  my  troubled  thoughts  away : 
To  wealth  and  plcafure  every  (igh  prefer. 
And  more  than  gems  efteem  each  falling  tear. 

II. 
But,  fince  infulting  cares  are  mod  inclin'd 
To  triumph  o'er  th*  affiled  mind ; 
Since  fighs  can  yield  us  no  relief. 
And  tearS|  like  fruitful  (howers,  but  itf»xcv^  ^cve^  % 
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Then  cea(e,  fair  mourner,  to  complain , 

Nor  lavifii  fuch  bright  ilreams  in  vain  : 
But  ftill  with  chearful  thoughts  thy  cares  beguile,. 
And  tempt  thy  better  fortunes  with  a  fmiie. 

ni. 

The  generous  mind  is  by  its  fuflferings  known,. 

Which  no  affli£Vion  tramples  down  j 

But  when  opprcfs'd  will  upward  move. 
Spurn  down  its  clog  of  cares,  and  fbar  above. 

Thus  the  young  royal  eagle  tries 

On  the  fun-beams  his  tender  eyes,. 
And,  if  he  (brinks  not  at  th'  oficnfivc  light. 
He  's  then  for  empire  fit,  and  takes  his  foaiing  flight, 

IV. 
Though  cares  affault  thy  bread  on  every  fide. 

Yet  bravely  ftcm  th*  impetuous  tide  : 

No  tributary  tears  to  fortune  pay, 
Kor  add  to  any  Irfs  a  r.ohier  day  ; 

But  with  kijid  hopes  iupivvt  thy  mind. 
And  think  thv  better  lot  behind  : 
Amlvlft  affiicUons  let  thy  fcui  l^  crrcar. 
And  ihcw  thru  dar'il  dti*en*e  a  betui  fnite.  1 

V.  ' 

Then,  bvcly  mourner,  wij-»c  thofe  tears  away. 

And  cures  that  lup:  thes  to  decay  : 

l.ikc  ravenous  ;iCt  tav  c/«irr.s  t'l.ey  \\3::e, 
\\*i  in  k  le  rh  -  votittif  u  I  Ivow .  and  b  loom  iog;  beA  aiii  s  b  1  lit.         J 

l>ut  kefp»  «^iv  lot^ks  and  niind  lirene. 

All  c.'i.v  \v;:.icut,  all  ci.i;n  >»itr.in  ; 
For  Vitc  i>  i\v\\%  a«!c.^cNt^MW>tMc^s  dy 
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HYMN    TO    THE    MORNING, 
IN     PRAISE     OF     LIGHT, 

I. 

PARENT  of  Day  !  who(c  beauteoua  beams  of  light 
Spring  from  the  darkfome  womb  of  ni^t,.     \ 
And  midil  their  native  hortrors.  (liow,  "f-^- 

Like  gems  adorning  of  the  Negro's  brow- : 
Not  heaven's  fair  bow  can  equal  thee, 
In  all  its  gaudy  drapery ;  ' 
Thou  firft  eflay  of  light,  and  pledge  of  day  ! 
That  uftier'ft  in  the  fun,  and  ftill  prcpar'U  its  way, 

11. 
Rival  of  ihade,  eternal  fpring  of  light  ? 

Thou  art  the  genuine  fource  of  it : 

From  thy  bright  unexhauft'ed  womb, 
The  beauteous  race  of  days  and  (cafons  come. 

Thy  beauty  ages  cannot  wrong,         * 

But,  fpight  of  time,  thou  'rt  ever  young : 
Thou  art  alone  heaven's  modeft  virgin  light, 
Whofe  face  a  veil  of  blufhes  hides  from  human  fight. 

IlL 
Like,  fi^me  fair  bride  thou  rifcft  from  thy.bed, 
And  doft  around  thy  luftre  fpread  ; 
Around  the  univerfe  difpenie 
New  life  to  all,  and  quickening  influeVLCt* 

A  a  v;  vC^ 
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With  gloomy  fmiles  thy  rival  Nig^t 

Beholdf     /  glorious  dawn  of  light : 
Not  all  the      alth  ihe  views  in  mines  helow 
Can  match  thy  brighter  beams^  or  equal  luflre  fhow* 

IV. 
At  thy  aj^roach,  Nature  ere£^s  her  head. 

The  fmiling  univerfe  is  glad; 

The  drowfy  earth  and  (eas  awake, 
Andy  from  thy  beams,  new  life  and  vigour  take  : 

When  thy  more  chearful  rays  appear* 

Ev'n  guilt  and  women  ceafe  to  fear : 
Horror,  Defjpair,  and  all  the  Tons  of  Night 
Retire  before  thy  beams,  and  take  their  hafty  flight. 

V. 
To  thee,  the  grateful  Eaft  their  altars  raife. 

And  fing  with  early  hymns  thy  praife ; 

Thou  doft  their  happy  foil  bellow, 
Enrich  the  heavens  above,  and  earth  below : 

Thou  riieft  la  the  fragrant  Eaft, 

Like  the  fair  Phoenix  from  her  balmy  nell : 
No  altar  of  the  gods  can  equal  thine. 
The  air's  thy  richeft  incenfe,  the  whole  land  thy  fhrine ! 

VI. 
But  yet  thy  fading  glories  foon  decay. 

Thine  's  but  a  momentary  ftay  ; 

Too  foon  thou  'rt  ravifh*d  from  our  fight. 
Borne  down  the  flream  of  day,  and  overwhelmed  with 
light. 

Thy  beams  to  their  own  ruin  hafte. 

They  *rc  f mm'  ^  too  ^ilc^\^\x^  Vi  \a&  •. 
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Thine  is  a  glorious,  but  a  fhort-liv'd  ftatc. 

Pity  fo  fair  a  birth  fliould  yield  fo  foon  to  Fate  ? 
VIL 

Before  th'  AlmigRty  Artift  fram'd'  the  fkj. 
Or  gave  the  earth  its  harmony, 
His  firft  command  was  for  thy  light ; 

He  view'd  tJie  lovely  birrh,  and  bleflcd  it : 

In  purple  fwaddling-bands  it  ftruggling  llay,.  . 
Not  yet  maturely  bright  for  day  : 

Old  Chaos  then  a  chearfiil  fmile  put  on^ 

And,  from  thy  beauteous  form,,  did  firft  prefagp  its  own^ 
VIII. 

<*  Let  there  be  Light !"  the  great  Creator  faid. 
His  word  tlie  a£kiv.e  child  obey'd  : 
Night  did  her  teeming  womb  difclofe  ; 

And  then  theblu(hingMom,  its  brighteft  ofispringi-rofe. 
A  while  th'  Almighty  wondering  view'd. 
And  then  himfclf  pronounc*d  it  good  : 

"  With  Night,"  faid  he,  **  divide  th*  imperial  fway;  • 

"  Thou  my  firft  labour  art,  and  thou  (halt  bleft  the  Day." 

HYMN     TO     DARKNESS. 


DARKNESS,  thou  firft  great  parent  of  u&  all,    , 
Thou  art  our  great  original  : 
Since  from  thy  univerfal  womb 
Doc*  all  thou  fhad'ft  below,  thy  numerous  cffsijrlti'j,,.  ^ 
come. 
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II. 

Tliy  wondrous  birth  is  ev'n  to  Time  unknown^ 
Or,  like  Eternity,  rhou'dft  nont ; 
Whilft  Light  did  its  (irft  being  owe 
Unto  that  awful  fhade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

III. 
Say,  in  what  diftant  region  doft  thou  dwelU 
To  Reafon  inacceffible  ? 
From  form  and  duller  matter  free, 
Thou  foar'ft  above  the  reach  of  man's  philofophy. 

IV. 
Involv'd  in  thee,  we  firft  receive  our  breath. 
Thou  art  our  refuge  too  in  death  : 
Great  Monarch  of  the  Grave  and  Womb, 
Where-e*er  our  fouls  fhall  go,  to  thee  our  bodies  come. 

V. 
The  filent  globe  is  ftruck  with  awful  fear. 
When  thy  maieftic  fhades  appear : 
Thou  doft  compofe  the  air  and  Tea, 
And  !Earth  a  fabbath  keeps,  facred  to  Red  and  Thee. 

VI. 
In  thy  fercncr  fliadcs  our  ghofts  delight. 
And  court  the  umbrage  of  the  Night ; 
In  vaults  and  gloomy  caves  they  ftray. 
But  fly  the  Morning^s  beams,  and  ficken  at  the  Day. 

VII. 
Though  ibiid  bodies  dare  exclude  the  light. 
Nor  will  the  brighteft  ray  admit ; 
No  fubftance  can  thy  force  repel, 
TIk>ii  reign'fi  in  depths  below,  doft  in  the  centre  dwell. 

Vm.  The 
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VIII. 

The  fpaikling  gems,  and  ore  in  mines  below. 
To  thee  their  beauteous  luftrc  owe  j 
Though  form'd  within  the  womb  of  Night, 

Bright  as  their  fire  diey  fhine,  with  native  rays  o£  H^t. . 

When  thou  doft  raife  thy  venerable  head. 

And  art  in  genuine  Night  array'd. 

Thy  Negro  beauties  then  delight  j 
Beauties,  like  pcUih'd  jet,  with  their  own  darknefs  bright. 

X. 
Thou  doft  thy  fmiles  impartially  beftow, 

And  know*ft  no  difference  here  below  : 

All  things  appear  the  lame  by  thee, 
Though  Light  diflindion  makes,  thou  giv'ft  equality. . 

XI, 
Thou,  Darknefs,  art  the  lover's  kind  retreat. 

And  doft  the  nuptial  joys  compleat ; 

Thou  doft  ififpire  them  with  thy  fhade, 
Giv*ft  vigour  to  the  youth,  and  warm'ft  the  yielding  maid, 

XII. 
Calm  as  the  blefs'd  above  the  Anchorites  dvvell. 

Within  their  peaceful  gloomy  cell. 

Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  fill*d  ; 
The  pleafures  Light  deny,  thy  ftiades  for  ever  yield. 

XIIL 
In  caves  of  Night,  the  oraclts  of  old 

Did  all  tlieir  myfteries  unfold  : 

Darknefs  did  firft  Religion  grace, 
Cave  terrors  to  the  God,  and  reverence  to  the  place. 
A  a  3  XIV. 
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XIV. 
When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  ftand. 
Thy  ihades  inc4os*d  the  hallowed  land ; 
In  clouds  of  Night  he  -was  array'd. 
And  venerable  Darkneifi  his  payilion  made. 

XV. 
Whtn  he  appear*d  ann^d  in  his  power  and  might. 
He  veil*d  the  beatific  light ; 
When  terrible  with  majefty. 
In  tcmpefis  he  gave  laws,  and  clad  faimfelf  in  thee. 

XVL 
£re  the  foundation  of  die  eaidi  was  laid. 
Or  brighter  finnament  was  made ; 
Ere  mattery  rime,  or  place,  was  known. 
Thou,    Monarch  Daikneis,  iwayd'ft   thcic  (pacious 
realms  alone. 

XVIL 
But,  now  the  Moon  (though  gay  xvixh  bonow'd  ti^t) 
Invades  thy  fiaoty  lot  of  Night : 
By  rebel  fubjeds  thou  'it  bctiay'd. 
The  anarchy  of  Stan  depofe  dicir  ^Icnarch  Shade. 

XVIIL 

Yet  fading  Light  its  empire  muir  re  figs. 
And  Nature's  power  fubicir  to  thine  : 
An  unrreriai  ruin  iha'l  erect  thy  throne. 

And  Fats  con£nn  thy  kingdom  evomcxe  thy  own* 


^X^^JLK-^ 
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HUMAN         LIFE, 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  SPOKEN  BY  AN  EPICURE* 

In  Imitation  of  the   Second  Chapter  of    the 
Wisdom  of  Solomon. 

To  the   Lord    H  U  N  S  D  O  N. 

A       PINDARIC       ODE. 

nn HEN  will  penurious  Heaven  no  more  ^fknr  ? 
-^    No  more  on  its  own  darling  I^lan  beilxMr } 
Is  it  for  this  he  lord  of  all  appears, 

And  his  great  Maker's  image  bears  ? 
To  toil  beneath  a  wretched  ilate, 
Opprefs'd  with  miferies  and  fate  j 
Beneath  his  painful  burthen  groan, 
And  in  this  beaten  road  of  life  drudge  on  ! 
Amidft  our  labours,  we  pofTefs 
No  kind  allays  of  happinefs  : 
No  foftcning  joys  can  call  our  own, 
To  make  this  bitter  drug  go  down  ; 
Whiiil  Death  an  eafy  conqucft  gains, 
And  the  infatiate  Grave  in  endlefs  triumph  n;igns. 
With  throes  and  pangs  into  the  world  we  come^ 
The  curfe  and  burthen  of  the  womb : 
Nor  wretched  to  ourfelves  alone. 
Our  mothers*  labours  introduce  our  own* 

Aa  4  ^.^ 
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In  cries  and  tears  our  infancy  we  wafte, 
Thofe  fad  prophetic  tears,  that  flow 
By  iuftinft  of  our  future  woe ; 
And  ev*n  our  dawn  of  life  with  forrows  over-caft. 
Thus  we  toil  out  a  refllefs  age, 
Each  his  laborious  part  muft  have, 
pown  from  the  monarch  to  tiie  fiave. 
Aft  o'er  this  farce  of  life,  then  drop  beneath  the  ftagc. 
H. 
From  our  firft  drawing  vital  breath. 
From  our  firft  ftarting  from  the  womb. 
Until  we  reach  the  deftin*d  tomb. 
We  Jkire  pofting  on  to  the  dark  goal  of  death. 
LiKi^ike  a  cloud  that  fleets  before  the  wind. 
No  mark,  no  kind  impreffion,  leaves  behind, 

'Tis  fcatter*d  like  the  winds  that  blow, 
Boifterous  as  them,  full  as  inconftant  too. 
That  know  not  whence  they  come,  nor  where  they  go. 
Here  we  're  detain 'd  a  while,  and  then 
Become  originals  again  : 
Time  Ihall  a  man  to  his  firft  felf  reftore. 
And  make  him  intire  nothing,  all  he  was  before* 
No  part  of  us,  no  remnant,  fhall  furvive  ! 
And  yet  we  impudently  fay,  we  live  : 
No  !  we  but  ebb  into  ourfelves  again. 
And  only  come  to  be,  as  we  had  never  been. 

III. 
Say,  learned  Sage,  thou  that  art  mighty  wife  ! 
Unriddle  me  thcfe  myftcries  : 
What  IS  t\ic  fo>A,  \ht  NVcaS^VsK*!^ 
That  our  mwjv  ix^mt  ^q^%  ^xiOTaxs.> 
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What  is  our  breath,  the  breath  of  man, 
That  buoys  his  nature  up,  and  docs  ev'n  life  fuftain  ? 
Is  it  not  air,  aa  empty  fume, 
A  fire  that  does  itfelf  confume  j 
A  warmth  that  in  a  heart  is  bred, 
A  lambent  flame  with  heat  and  motion  fed  ? 
Extinguifh  that,  the  whole  is  gone. 
This  boafted  fcene  of  life  is  done  : 
..    Away  the  phantom  takes  its  flight, 
Damn'd  to  a  loathfbme  grave,  and  an  eternal  night. 
The  foul,  th'  immortal  part  we  boaft. 
In  one  confuming  minute  's  loft  j  ^ 

To  its  flrft  fource  it  m\i£t  repair,  Jl^ 

Scatter  with  winds,  and  flow  with  common  aflV 
VVhilft  the  fall'n  body,  by  a  fwift  d^^^ 

Refolvcs  into  its  native  clay :        ^^r 
For  dull  and  aflies  are  its  fecond  birth. 
And  that  incorporates  too  with  its  great  parent  Earth. 
IV. 
Nor  (hall  our  names  our  memories  furvive, 
Alas,  no  part  of  man  can  live  ! 
The  empty  blafls  of  fame  ihall  die. 
And  even  thofe  nothings  taile  mortality. 
In  vain  to  future  ages  we  tranfmit 
Heroic  a£^s,  and  monuments  of  wit : 
In  vain  we  dear-bought  honours  leave. 
To  make  our  aihes  gay,  and  furniih  out  9  grave. 
Ah,  treacherous  immortality ! 
For  thee  our  ftock  of  youth  we  wafte. 
And  urge  on  life,  that  ebbs  too  fad : 

6  ^^ 
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To  purcfaafe  thee  widi  blood,  the  valitnt  fly ; 
Andy  to  fuiriye  in  fame,  the  great  and  glorious  die. 
Lavifh  of  life,  they  fquander  this  eftate. 

And  for  a  poor  reveriion  wait : 
Bankrupts  and  mifers  to  themfelves  they  grow. 
Embitter  wretched  life  with  toils  and  woe. 
To  hoard  up  endlels  fsune,  they  know  not  where  or  how. 
V. 
Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  fwift  the  minutes  hafle ! 
The  prefent  day  entirely  is  our  own. 
Then  feize  the  bleffing  ere  'tis  gone  : 
To-morrow,  fatal  found  !  fince  this  may  be  oiu*  laft. 
Why  do  we  boaft  of  years,  and  fum  up  days  f 
Til  all  imaginary  fpace  : 
To-day,  to-day,  is  our  inheritance, 
'Tis  all  penurious  Fate  will  give, 
Poftcrity  '11  to-morrow  live. 
Our  fbns  crowd  on  behind,  our  children  drive  us  hence. 
With  garlands  then  your  temples  crown. 
And  lie  on  beds  of  rofes  down : 
Beds  of  rofes  we  '11  prepare, 
Rofes  that  our  emblems  are; 
A  while  they  flourifli  on  the  bough. 
And  drink  large  draughts  of  heavenly  dew : 
Like  us  they  (inile,  are  yoimg  and  gay. 
And,  like  us  too,  are  tenants  for  a  day, 
Sincewith  Night's  blafting  breath  they  vanLOifWift  away. 
VI. 
Bring  chearfol  wine,  and  coftly  fwceu  prepare  : 
*Tis  moic  ^!laaxi  htia.^  xant  to  (pare  : 


YALDEN'S     POEMS.         623 

Let  cares  and  bufineft  wait  a  while  i 
Old  age  affords  a  thinking  interval : 
Or,  if  they  mull  a  longer  hearing  have. 
Bid  them  attend  below,  adjourn  into  the  gravs. 
Then  gay  and  fprightly  wine  produce^ 
Wines  that  wit  and  mirth  infulib  : 
That  ieedy  fikc  oil,  th'  expiring  flame, 
•Revive  our  droopiag  fouls,  and  prop  this  tottering  frames 
That,  when  the  grave  our  bodies  has  engrofs'd^ 
When  virtues  (hall  forgotten  lie, 
With  all  their  boafted  juety. 
Honours  and  titles,  like -ourfelves,  be  loft  1 
Then  our  recorded  vice  (hall  flouriih  on,        .* 
And  our  immortal  riots  be  for  ever  known. 

This,  thiSf  is  what  we  ought  to  do. 
The  great  defign,  the  grand  affair  below ! 
Since  bounteous  Nature  's  placed  our  Steward  hercy 
Then  man  his  grandeur  (hould  maintain^ 
And  in  excefs  of  pleafure  reign. 
Keep  up  his  chara£lcr,  and  lord  of  all  appear. 


AGAINST    ENJOYMENT. 

WE  love  and  hate,  as  reftiefs  monarchs  fight. 
Who  boldly  dare  invade  another's  right : 
Yet,  when  through  all  the  dangerous  toils  they  *vc  nin» 
Ignobly  quit  the  conquefts  they  have  won ; 
Thofe  charming  hopes,  that  made  them  valiant  grow, 
Pall'd  .with  Enjoyment,  make  them  cowacdt  vlq>ii« 
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Our  palTions  only  form  our  happinefs, 
Hopes  Aili  enlarge,  as  fears  contra6l  it  lefs  ; 
Hope  with  a  gaudy  profpeft  feeds  the  eye, 
Sooths  every  fenfe,  does  with  each  wifli  comply  3 
But  falfe  Enjoyment  the  kind  guide  deftroys. 
We  iofe  the  paiTion  in  the  treacherous  joys. 
Like  the  gay  (ilk -worm,  when  it  pleafes  moil. 
In  that  ungrateful  web  it  (pun,  'tis  loft. 

Fruition  only  cloys  the  appetite  j 
More  does  the  conqueft,  than  the  prize  delight  > 
One  vi£bory  gatn*d,  another  fills  the  mind, 
Our  reftlefs  wifhes  cannot  be  c(>nfin'd. 
Like  boifterous  waves,  no  fettled  bounds  they  know. 
Fix  at  no  point,  but  always  ebb  or  flow. 

Who  moft  expe£b,  enjoys  the  pleafure  moft, ' 
'Tis  raised  by  wifhes,  by  fruition  loft : 
We  're  charm'd  with  diftant  views  of  happinefs. 
But  near  approaches  make  the  profpeft  lefs. 
Wilhcs,  like  painted  landfcapes,  beft  delight, 
Whilft  diftance  recommends  them  to  the  fight : 
Plac'd  afar  off,  they  beautiful  appear  j 
But  (how  their  courfe  and  naufeous  colours,  near. 

Thus  the  fam'd  Midas,  when  he  found  his  ftone 
Increafing  ftill,  and  would  admit  of  more. 
With  eager  arms  his  fwelling  bags  he  prefs'd  j 
And  expectation  only  made  him  blefs'd  : 
But,  when  a  boundlcls  treafure  he  enjoy 'd. 
And  every  \\'i(h  was  with  fruition  cloy'd  : 
Then,  damn'd  to  heaps,  and  fuifeited  with  ore. 
He  cuK*d  that  gold  he  doatcd  on  before. 

TH 
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THE     CURSE     OF    BABYLON. 

I  s  A  X  A  Hy  Chap.  %uu  paraphrafed. 

A       PINDARIC       ODE. 

I. 

NOW  let  the  fatal  banner  be  difplay'd  ! 
Upon  fome  lofty  mountain's  top 
Go  fet  die  dreadful  ftandard  up ! 
And  all  around  the  hills  the  bloody  fignals  (pread. 
For,  loy  the  numerous  hods  of  heaven  appear ! 
Th*  embattled  legions  of  the  iky, 
<With  al}  their  dread  artillery, 
Draw  forth  in  bright  array,  and  mufter  in  the  air. 
Why  do  the  mountains  tremble  with  the  noife. 
And  valleys  echo  back  their  voice  ? 
The  hills  tumultuous  grow  and  loud. 
The  hills  that  groan  beneath  the  gathering  multitude. 
Wide  as  the  poles  of  heaven's  extent. 
So  far  's  the  dreadful  fummons  fent : 
Kingdoms  and  nations  at  his  call  appear. 
For  ev*n  the  Lord  of  Hods  commands  in  perfon  there. 
II. 
Start  from  thy  lethargy,  thou  drowfy  land. 
Awake,  and  hear  his  dread  command  ! 
Thy  black  tempeftuous  day  comes  lowering  on, 
O  fatal  light !  O  inauipicious  hour  t 

Was  ever  fuch  a  day  before  ! 
So  fiai&'dwith  blood,  by  marks  of  vengeance  known. 

Nature 
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Nature  ihall  from  her  ftcady  cowrie  remoTe, 
The  well-fiz'd  eardi  be  from  its  bifis  lent, 
ConYulfions  (hake  the  firmament ; 
Horror  feize  all  below,  confufibn  reign  above. 
The  ftars  of  hea:ven  (hall  ficken  at  the  Gffxt^ 
Nor  fhall  the  planets  yield  didr  lig^ : 
But  from  the  wretched  objed  fly. 
And,  like  extingmfliM  tapers,  qnit  die  daiiLen'd  fk] 
The  rifing  fan,  as  he  was  confcious  toe. 
As  he  the  fatal  bofinefs  knew,. 
A  ^ep,  a  bloody  red  (hall  (lain 
And  at  his  early  dawn  (hall  let  in  ni^  ^ain. 

IIL 
To  die  deftxoying  fword  I  're  (aid.  Go  fbrdi,  . 

Go,  fully  execute  my  wrath  * 
Command  my  bofts,  my  willing  armies  lead ; 
For  this  rcbelHov    land  ar^  all  therein  fhall  bleed. 
They  Ihall  nor  grieve  me  more,  no  more  tnn^R 

I  will  con  xme  the  (^ubbom  race  : 
Yet  brutes  and   avages  I  »-Jtiy  iparc ; 

Vtelefs  is   11  my  Tcngeance  there  ; 

Uagratefal  onn  *s  dte  greater  modifier  far. 

On  gniltleri  bez  5s  I  ^U  the  land  beSow, 

To  them  tf/  inherlacce  Gia^A  go  ; 

Tho(e  elder  brodi  is  no-»  !>^  lend  it  here  below  : 

And,  it  feme  poor  rerjaiss  cfcape  behind. 

Some  reiicks  Uft  cf  loit  r^nrk*rd ; 
Th'  aftoni'ii'd  herds  *r.»"  in  chtir  ci£es  err, 
Watc  tbey  beheld  a  ess..  Lo,  iljcre  'i  a  procij;^- ! 

IV.  1 
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IV. 
The  Mcdes  I  call  to  my  afliftancc  here, 

A  people  that  delight  in  war; 
A  generous  race  of  men,  a  nation  free 
From  vicious  eafe  and  Perfian  luxury. 
Silver  is  defpicable  in  their  eyes, 
Contemn'd  the  ufelefs  metal  lies  : 
Their  conquering  iron  they  prefer  before 
The  fineft  gold,  ev'n  Ophir's  tempting  ore. 
By  thefe  the  land  (hall  be  fubdued, 
Abroad  their  bows  (hall  overcome, 
Their  fwords  and  flames  deftroy  at  home  | 
For  neither  Qix  nor  age  (hall  be  exempt  from  Ulood: 
The  nobles  and  the  princes  of  thy  (late 
Shall  on  the  viftor's  triumphs  wait : 
And  thofe  that  from  the  battle  fled 
Shall  be,  with  chains  opprefs'd,  in  cruel  bondage  lcdr» 

V. 
I  '11  viiit  their  diftrefs  with  plagues  and  mifcries. 
The  throes  that  womens'  labours  wait, 
Convulfive  pangs,  and  bloody  fweat, 
Their  beauty  (hall  confume,  and  vital  (pirits  feize. 
The  ravi(h'd  virgins  (ball  be  borne  away, 
And  their  difhonour'd  wives  be  led 
To  the  infulting  vi6^or's  bed. 
To  brutal  lufts  exposed,  to  fury  left  a  prey. 
Nor  (hall  the  teeming  womb  zS£on\ 
Its  forming  births  a  refuge  from  the  fivord  ; 
The  fword,  that  (hall  their  pangs  increa(e, 
And  -all  the  throes  of  travail  curfe  with  barrenncA, 

Tlic 
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The  infants  (hall  expire  with  their  iirft  breath. 

And  only  live  io  pangs  of  death ; 
Live  but  with  early  cries  to  cuife  the  ligfar, 
Andy  at  the  dawn  of  life,  fet  in  eternal  nig^ 
VI. 
Ev'n  Babylon,  adom'd  with  every  gnKe, 

The  beauty  of  the  unirerie : 
Glory  of  nations  !  the  Chaldzans'  pride* 
And  joy  of  all  th'  admiring  world  befidc : 
Thou,  Babylon  !  before  whoie  thnme 
The  empires  of  the  earth  fail  down ; 
The  proftrate  nations  homage  pay* 
And  ¥a£Ial  princes  of  the  world  obey  t 

Shale  in  the  dufi  be  trampled  low : 
Abje^  and  low  upon  th.e  cazth  be  laid. 
And  deep  in  ruins  hide  thy  ignoaunioiis  head. 
Thy  ilrong  amazing  ^^Ilf,  whoK  impious  hdgfat 

The  clouds  conceal  frcwi  human  %ht ; 
That  proudly  now  their  poliia'd  mncts  rear. 

Which  bright  as  cei^hbouriog  ftars  appear* 
Difiufb,^  glories  round  ch'  enLigbica'd  air. 
In  flames  ihali  downwaris  to  iLeir  centre  Sv, 
And  deep  wkhia  tbe  earth,  as  tbcxr  tbondatioas,  lie* 

vir. 

Thy  beauteoczs  palaces  vcho;^  now  ihy  pride  ') 
Shall  be  m  heap 4  ot  alLn  hkt : 
in  TI&  fiuprmag  heaps  tZoIl  lie. 
And  CT'r.  their  luLns  bear  cbe  pomp  of  na'cftT. 
No-  bcH  *nhar:iasc  i^ail  dare 
T!»  m'd  WoadaaAu  •»  tc;pnLr : 

Kb 
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No  pitying  hand  exalt  thy  abjefl  ftatc  ; 
No  f  to  fuccccding  times  thou  mud  remain 

An  horrid  exemplary  fcenc, 
And  lie  from  age  to  age  niin*d  and  defolate. 
Thy  fall 's  decreed  (amazing  turn  of  fate !) 
Low  as  Gomorrah^ft  wretched  ftatc : 
Thou,  Babylon,  (halt  be  like  Sodom  curft, 
Deftroy'd  by  flames  from  heaven,  and  thy  more  bum- 
VIII.  .   [ingluft. 

The  day  *s  at  hand,  when  in  thy  fruitful  foil 
No  labourer  ihall  reap,  no  mower  toil ; 
His  tent  the  wandering  Arab  fliall  not  fpread, 

Nor  make  thy  curfed  ground  his  bed ; 
Though  faint  with  travel,  though  oppreft  with  thirft. 
He  to  his  drooping  herds  ihall  cry  adoud, 

Tafte  not  of  that  embittered  flood,  [curft. 

Tafte  not  Euphrates'  ftreams,  they  're  poifonont  all,'andt 
The  fhepherd  to  his  wandering  flocks  (hall  fay. 

When  o'er  thy  battlements  they  ftray. 
When  in  thy  palaces  they  graze, 
Ah,  fly,  unhappy  flocks !  fly  this  infefkious  place. 
Whilft  the  fad  traveller,  that  pafles  on. 
Shall  afk,  Lo,  where  is  Babylon } 
And  when  he  has  thy  (mail  remainder  found, 
Shall  fay,  I  '11  fly  from  hence,  'tis  Aire  accurfcd  ground. 
IX. 
TThen  (hall  the  favages  and  beafts  of  prey 
From  their  dcfcrtcd  mountains  hafte  away ;. 
Every  obfcene  and  vulgar  bead 
Shall  be  to  Babylon  a  gueft  t 

B  b  ^« 
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Her  marVle  roofs,  and  every  cedar  roomy 
Shall  dens  and  cave^  of  ftate  to  nobler  brutes  become.- 
Tliy  courts  of  juftice,  and  tribuxials  too, 
(O  irony  to  call  them  (6 1) 
There,  wheie  the  tyrant  and  opprcflbr  bore 
The  fpctls  of  innocence  and  blood  before ; 
'^Thcre  ihall  the  wolf  and  iavage  tiger  meer^ 
And  griping  \'ulture  (hall  appear  in  fiatc, 
There  birds  of  prey  (hall  rule,  and  ravenous  beafts  be  great, 
Thoie  uncorrupted  (hall  remain, 
Hiofc  (hall  alone  their  genuine  ufe  retain, 
I'hcre  Violence  (hall  thrive.  Rapine  and  Fraud  fliall^ 
X.  [peign^ 

Then  (hall  the  melancholy  Satyrs  groan,. 
O'er  their  lamented  Babylon  j 
And  ghofts  that  glide  with  horror  by, 
.    To  view  wl^ere  their  unbury'd  bodies  lie, 
.With  doleful  cries  (hall  fill  the  air. 
And  \\ith  amazement  ftrikc  th'  affrighted  traveller. 
There  the  obfcencr  birds  of  night, 
Birds  that  in  j^loomy  Ihades  delight, 
Sliall  folitudc  enjoy,  live  undifturb'd  by  light. 
All  the  ill  omens  of  the  air 
SliJiU  fcrcam  their  loud  prefagcs  there. 
But  let  them  all  their  dire  prcdidlions  tell. 
Secure  in  ill'-,  and  foitifvM  with  woe, 

Jleiiven  ihall  in  vain  its  future  vengeance  (how  : 
For  thou  art  liappily  infenliblc. 

Beneath  the  reach  of  miferies  fell, 
Tliou  nccd'ii  ivo  MoVa.Uo^^x'jasi^^  no  greater  curfes  fear. 

TO 
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TO      MR,     C  O  N  G  R  E  V  E. 
|A  N    EPISTOLARY    ODE,      1695, 

OCCAaiOKED  BY  "THE  OLD  BACHELOa." 
I. 

'^ A  M '  D  wits  and  bcautji^s  iharc  this  cotnmon  fare^ 

T'o  iland  txi)t>i'd  to  public  love  and  hale. 
In  every  bitJ-il  tlit^j  clifTcrBni  paflipBi  raifcj 
At  once  our  cuv  y,  and  our  jjmiic. 
For  vvhtm,  Ukt:  you,  fpme  noble  youth  appeal-?^ 
For  vvit  and  humour  faoi'd  above  bis  years  j 
Each  cEnulous  Mule,  that  vkw*  tht;  laurci  won»  #1 
Mufl  pt-aiTe  the  livnith  lb  much  rranfcei^di  tliclr  riHt 
And,  wliik  hi$  fimi:  tlity  envy,  add  to  \m  rciioun. 
But  furc,  liU'  you,  no  youth  could  ^Ic^fc, 
Nor  iit  his  firl^  attempt  bonft  iuch  fucc^fs : 
Where  atl  ma^ikiiid  liiive  fail'df  YOU  glories  vvou  i 
Triumphant  att-  in  il\h  alone. 
In  ihist  ^'3^'*^  3^1  ^li*^  bards  of  old  out^dujK. 

Then  may 'ft  thou  ruk  our  fetjc  in  triuraph  long  ' 

Ma/^  thou  ttii  iniur'd  fame  rtiviv*;. 
And  matddcfi  pi*j!ifa  of  wk  ^nd  liumouv  give, 
ni  rig  with  ihy  fccncs,  and^harmiugwitb  tjiy  \o:v^ 
^Ahd  i!iopgh  a  curfc  ill -fitted  wit  puifucs, 
And  vmu  the  fattil  dowry  of  a  MulV 
Y«  may  thy  riUng  fottoncs  be 
Scturc  from  all  the  hlallfs  erf  ^cu^  -^ 
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A^  thy  own  laurels  flourUhing  appear, 
Unfully*d  ftiil  with  cares,  nor  clogg'd  with  hope  and  fear ! 
As  from  its  wants,  be  from  its  vices  free. 

From  naufeous  fertile  flattery ; 
Nor  to  a  patron  proftitute  thy  mind, 
Though  like  Auguftus  great,  as  fun'd  Maecenas  kind. 
III. 
Though  great  in  fame !  beKeve  me,  generous  youth. 
Believe  th«  oft-expericnc'd  trutfi. 
Form  hhnthat  knows  thy  virtues,  and  admires  their  worth. 
Though  thou  'rt  above  what  vulgar  poets  fear, 

Truft  not  th*  ungrateful  world  too  far  j 
Trull  no*t  the  fmlles  of  the  inconftant  town  ; 
Truft  not  the  plaudits  of  a  theatre 
(Which  Durfey  (half  with  Thee  and  Drydien  (hare) ; 
Nor  to  a  ftage's  intereft  facriBce  thy  own. 
Thy  genius,  that 's  for  nobler  things  de(ign*d. 

May  at  loofe  hours  oblige  mankind  : 
Then,  great  as  is  thy  fame,  thy  fortunes  raife. 
Join  thriving  intereft  to  thy  barren  bays, 
And  teach  the  world  to  envy,  as  thou  doft  to  praiie. 
The  world,  that  does  like  common  whores  embrace. 
Injurious  ftill  to  thofe  it  does  carefs  : 
Injurious  as  the  tainted  breath  of  Fame, 
That  blafts  a  poet's  fortunes,  while  it  founds  his  name 
IV. 
When  firft  a  Mufe  inflames  fome  youthful  breai(. 
Like  an  unpraftis'd  virgin,  ftill  fhc  's  kind  : 
Adom'd  with  graces  then,  and  beauties  bleft, 
She  charms  the  tix  V\^  i^Lm^^'w'v^Ta.^tures  fills  the  mii 
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Then  from  a^ll  cares  the  bappy  youth  is  frer^ 

Bui  thoie  of  love  and  poetry  : 
Cares,  iWl  ailay^d  with  pleaJing  chanuf, 

Fhat  crown  the  head  with  bay5,^'ith  beauty  filJ  the  arms. 
But  all  a  wotnan's  frail ticf  foon  (lie  Ihowg, 
Too  foon  a  ftale  domcftic  creature  grow  a  t 
Then,  wedded  to  a  Mufe  thsit  *s  najfi^Qus  grown, 

i'^cloMhwiiatwc  en  joy, drudge  whcD  dy^plcalure^sgone* 
For,  tempted  with  imaginary  bayjs, 

.  Fed  with  immortal  hopes  and  empty  praife. 
He  fame  purfucs,  that  fair  and  treacherous  bair,, 

irowB  wife  when  he'i  undone,  lepents  when  'tis  tog  late- 

Small  arc  the  trophies  of  his  boaHcd  bap. 
The  great  man^s  promife  for  hi*  fbrtering  toil, 
Faroe  in  rcverfion,  and  the  public  jintk, 
LU  vainer  than  his  hopes,  ijnccitsiia  as  his  pmift. 
'Twas  thus  in  mournful  numbers  heretofore^ 
Ncgkdlefl  Spenfer  did  hb  fate  deplore  : 
Long  did  hii  injured  Mufe  complain, 
Idtiur^din  mM  of  svanr?,  and  charming  ftill  in  vain* 
Long  did  the  generouii  Cowley  oiounu 
And  long  oblig'd  the  age  witliout  retuni . 
PenyM  what  cVL-ry  wietch  obtains  of  Fate^ 
An  humble  roof,  and  sm  obfcurf:  retreat^ 
Condemned  to  needy  fame,  and  to  be  miferabJy  great* 
Thus  did  the  wodd  thy  great  fore-fathcrs  ufci 

Thus  all  th'  infpir'd  bards  before 
Did  tJieir  hereditary  ilH  deplore ; 
Tiom  tyjicfuil  Chaucer'  i  dQwn  to  thy  ownPrydenls  M^^ 


M^ 
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VI. 

Yet,  pleas'd  with  gaudy  ruin,  youtli  will  onj 
As  proud  by  public  fame  to  be  undone ; 
Pleas*d,  though  he  does  the  worft  of  labours  chufe. 
To  ferve  a  barbarous  age,  and  an  ungrateful  Mufe. 
Since  Dryden's  felf,  to  Wit's  great  empire  bom, 

Whofe  genius  and  exalted  name 
Triumph  with  all  the  ij3oils  of  Wit  and  Fame, 
Mufl,  'midft  the  loud  ^plaulc,  his  barren  lauicls  mourn. 
Ev*n  that  fsun'd  man,  -whom  all  the  world  admires. 
Whom  every  Grace  adorns,  and  Mufein^ires, 

Like  the  great  injured  Taffo,  (hows 

Triumphant  in  themtdfl  of  woes  ; 
In  all  his  wants,  majeftic  ftill  appears, 
Charming  the  age  to  which  he  owes  his  cares, 
And  cheriihing  that  Mu(b  whofe  fatal  curfc  he  bears. 

THE        INSECT. 

AGAINST      BULK. 

-**  Ineft  fua  gratia  parvis." 

'^TyTHERE  greatnefs  is  to  Nature's  works  deny'd^ 
•  "^     In  worth  and  beauty  it  is  well  fupply-d.: 

In  a  fmall  fpace  the  more  perfection  's  fiiown. 

And  what  is  exquifite  in  little 's  done. 

Thus  beams,  contra^ed  in  a  narrow  glafs, 

"To  flames  convert  dicir  larger  ufelefs  rays. 
•Tis  ^at>MK?s  fa«J\t&.Y^^i3£^^'^^!^^  the  eye. 


Her  monfters  fecm  a  violence  to  fight ; 
They  *re  formM  for  terror,  inie6is  to  delight. 
Thus,  when  fhe  nicely  frames  a  piece  of  art, 
Fine'  are  her  ftrokes,  and  fmaU  in  every  part  | 
No  labour  can  fhe  boafl  more  wonderful 
•Than  to  inform  an  atdm  wkh  a  foul  j 
To  animate  her  little  beauteous  fly, 
And  cloath  it  in  her  gaudicfl  drapery. 

Thus  docs  the  little  epigram  delight, 
And  charm  us  with  its  miniature  of  wit^ 
Whilfl  tedious  authors  give  the  reader  pain> 
Weary  his  thoughts^  and  make  him  toil  in  vaid  | 
When  in  lefs  vohimcs  we  more  pleafure  find. 
And  what  diverts,  ftiU  beft  informs  the  mind. 

'Tis  the  finall  infcft  looks  coiTcd  and  fair. 
And  fcents  the  produ£l  of  her  niccfl  care. 
When,  wcary'd  T)ut  with  the  flupcndous  weight 
Of  forming  prodigies  and  brutes  of  flate  j 
Then  ihe  the  infc6i:  frames,  her  maflcr-piccey 
Made  for  diveriion,  and  dcfign'd  to  pleaie. 

Thus  Archimedes,  in  his  cryflal  fpher«> 
Scem'd  to  correft  the  World's  Artificer : 
Whilfl  the  hrge  globe  moves  round  with  long  delay. 
His  beauteous  orbs  in  nimbler  circles  play  : 
This  feem'd  the  nobler  labour  of  the  two, 
Great  was  the  fphcre  above,  but  fine  below* 

Thus  fmallcft  things  hare  a  peculiar  grace^ 
The  great  w'  admire,  but  'tis  the  little  pleafe  j 
Then,  fmcc  the  ieafl  fo  beautifully  ihowy 
B*  advis'd  in  time,  my  Mufe,  and  leaj:iiX»V;si^s^ 
A  Poet's  lines  /hould  be  correfl  and  U>m» 


\ 
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TO       HIS        FRIEND 

CAPTAIN    CHAMBERLAIN, 

In  Love  with  a  Lady  he  had  taken  in  an  Algerine 
Prize  at  Sea« 

In  Allufion  to  Horace  2  Od«  iv. 


*'T'  I S  no  difgrace,  brave  youth,  to  own 
-^      By  a  Fair  Sbve  you  are  undone  : 
Why  doft  thou  blufli  to  hear  that  name. 

And  ftifle  thus  a  generous  flame } 
Did  not  the  fair  Brifels  heretofore 
With  powerful  charms  fubdue  ? 
What  though  a  captive,  ftill  (he  bore 
Tliofc  eyes  that  freedom  could  reftorc, 
And  make  her  haughty  lord,  die  proud  Achilks,  bovr. 
II. 
Stem  Ajax,  though  renowned  in  arms. 
Did  vicld  to  bright  Tecmcila's  charms  : 
And  all  the  laurels  he  had  \von 
As  trophies  at  her  feet  ^xre  thrown. 
When,  beautiful  in  tears,  he  view'd  the  mourning  £ur. 
The  heio  felt  her  povrer : 
Though  great  in  camps,  and  nerce  in  war. 
Her  fofter  looks  he  could  not  bear, 
Aoud  tobtoosiicYKxtaN^)^^«^^\%3ii^^acoaqnaor. 
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IIL 
"When  beauty  in  diftref*  appears, 
An  irrefifticfs  ehii  m  it  bcaru  ; 
la  every  brcail  docs  pity  move, 
Pity,  the  tmdcreft  part  of  lovt*, 
AmMft  hi*  triuTuphs  great  AtrjJes  fticd^ 
Unto  a  weeping  maid  : 
Though  Troy  \^as  by  his  arms  fubducd. 
And  Greccu  the  bbody  traphki  vkw'fl, 
Tct  at  a  capti^'c's  feci  th*  imploring  viOor  laiJ, 
IV. 
Think  Jjot  thy  charming  maid  tun  be 
Of  a  bafc  (lock,  and  mean  degree  s 
Ijer  ihapc,  her  air,  hrr  every  grace, 
A  more  than  vulgar  birth  conf<fi  t 
Yes,  yes,  my  friund,  wicti  royal  blood  Ric  *i  great; 
Sprung  trom  tome  moaarcU's  bed  ; 
Now  mourns  her  family's  hard  fate. 
Her  mighty  fall  and  abjefl  Ilatc, 
A  lid  her  illdbious  race  conceals  mih  noble  pride* 
V. 
Ah  I  think  not  an  ignoble  houie 
Could  fuch  a  heroine  produce ; 
Nor  think  furh  generous  fprightly  blood 
Cou!d  ilow  frum  tin;  corrupted  crowd  j 
But  vie\v  hcreourajje^  her  undaunctd  mind, 
And  (bul  with  virmcjt  crowned  i 
%Vhcrc  daziHng  intcrtil  cannot  Hind, 
N'jj  youth  nor  gold  admittance  find, 
But  ftiil  her  honour  *i  fa*dj  ftud  viime  k<x^\  vt\ 
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VI. 
View  well  her  great  majeftic  air. 

And  modcft  looks  divinely  fair ; 

Too  bright  for  fancy  to  improve. 

And  worthy  of  thy  noblcft  love. 
But  yet  fufpe^^  not  thy  ofBcions  friend. 

All  jealous  thoughts  mnoFC ; 

Though  I  u-irh  youthful  heat  coaimend. 

For  dice  I  all  my  wiihes  fend. 
And  if  Ihe  makes  thee  bleft,  'tisall  I  alk  of  Love  ? 


TO       MR.      WATSON, 

On  his  Ephemesis  of  the  Celestial  MotioK! 
prefcnucd  to  Her  Majesty. 

ART,  when  in  full  perfc^lion,  is  dcfign'd 
•^  ^  To  pJeafe  the  eye,  or  to  iaform  the  mind  : 
This  nobler  piece  performs  the  double  part, 
W'ith  graceful  beai*ty  and  inftruftive  art. 
Since  the  great  Archimedes'  fphere  was  loft. 
The  nobleft  labour  finifh'd  it  could  boaft ; 
No  generous  hand  dudt  that  fam*d  model  trace. 
Which  Greece  admir'd,  and  Rome  could  only  praife, 
This  you,  with  greater  luftre,  ha\'e  reftor'd. 
And  taught  thofe  arts  wc  ignorantly  ador'd  : 
Motion  in  full  perfe£Hon  here  you  -re  (ho\%-n. 
And  what  mankind  delpair'd  to  reach,  have  done. 

In  artfu\  frames  Nour  heavenly  bodies  move. 
Scarce  bri^tci  m  )2tot\s?:«^\fcQM^  qi&»^  ^fcos-^ ;     . 
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Ud  ftars,  dcf3riv*d  of  all  maJigoaat  flamci,  ' 
lac  ctpun  tht  q€  ^ith  tuorc  axifpicious  beumi : 
I  gniccful  or^icr  the  juft  pin  acts  ritij, 
i  hci^  complete  vmt  cUxk^  in  tiie  Ikicn ; 
'b  the  full  coiKOt  0^  rti^xjlving  Iplwixf, 

With  chatmii  ibe  ancit-^iu  4id  Uiv^dii  i he  Moon, 
Ud  fit«n  h(;rorb.tO'>viH:irii  her  ibuf;gruii;  down; 
lilt  bcic  'r  n^c'a  rdUj^ht  a  uobkr  cJian^  by  j-ou, 
Lnd  movct  ^*ith  ynAc  m  \hh  bri^lif  fphcrc  bettiw  r 

fhcy  givi- uic  Lv  *jf  ihc  tvuc  I 

ufpir'd  by  tiu-m,  my  thougUts  dart  upward  more, 

InJ  vifit  rcgtoni  of  the  bit: ft  ahaxc, 
Thwv  from  ynur  hand  w'  admire  the  globe  in  fm«ll| 
eopy  fair  asi  iiJt  prlginal : 

fhii  Uboiir  *»  to  tl^  whale  creatfdn  jufl^ 

ccoftd  to  fionct  and  rival  to  the  firOr 

hic  artful  fpd  111^%  like  the  diJfufjvc  fouU 
In  foil  til  iIjc  m^chii^e,  and  diTcft*  the  whole  i 
Like  N;iturc'«  fclf*  it  fdh  the  fpacbm  throric. 
And  uneonfia'd  fwayi  the  fair  orb*  alone  j 
Th'  u»4£live  parte  with  awful  file  nee  wait. 
And  from  \u  nod  ihcir  bmh  of  motion  daite  : 
iLike  Chaosi,  they  obey  the  poweiful  tall, 
Jdove  to  if*  ibuiidj  laui  bto  mcafmc*  fall* 
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THE    RAPE    OF    T  H  E  U  T  I  L  L  A. 

Imitated  £rom  the  Latin  of  Famianus  Strada, 

THE  INTHODUCTORY  ARGUMENT. 

Thcutilla,  a  fair  young  virgin,  who,  to  avoid  the 
addrelTes  of  thofe  many  admirers  her  beauty  drew 
about  her,  aflumed  the  habit  of  a  religious  ordec^ 
and  wholly  withdrew  herfelf  horn  the  eye  and  con- 
verie  of  the  world  :  but  the  common  report  of  her 
beauty  had  Co  inflamed  Amalis  (a  young  perfon  of 
quality)  with  love,  that  one  nighty  in  a  debauch 
of  wine,  he  commands  his  fervants  to  force  her 
dormitory,  and  bear  oflf,  though  by  violence,  the 
lovely  votarefs ;  which  having  fucccfsfully  performed, 
they  bring  Theutilla  to  their  expe£ling  lord*s  apart- 
ment, the  fcene  of  the  ^nfuing  Poem. 

SO  ON  as  the  tyrant  her  bright  form  furvcy'd, 
He  grew  inflam'd  with  the  fair  captive  maid  : 
A  graceful  forrow  in  her  looks  fhe  bears, 
Lovely  with  grief,  and  beautiful  in  tears  j 
Her  mein  and  air  refiftlefs  charms  impart. 
Forcing  an  cafy  pafTage  to  his  heart : 
Long  he  devours  her  beauties  with  his  eyes, 
While  through  his  glovving  veins  th'  infe£lion  flies; 
Swifter  than  lightning  to  his  bread  it  came, 
Like  thatj  a  i^\y  Wx  ^  ^^J^xwOxv^  flame. 
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Yet  (lie,  though  in  her  young  and  bloorfiing  (late, 
Pofleft  a  foul,  beyond  a  virgin's,  great  ; 
No  charms  of  youth  her  colder  bofom  move, 
Chafte  were  her  thoughts,  and  moft  aveHb  to  love  : 
And  as'^bmc  timorous  hind  in  toils  betray'd. 
Thus  in  liis  arms  ftrove  the  refilling  maid  ; 
Thus  did  (he  combat  with  his  ftri£l  embrace. 
And  fpum'd  the  guilty  cauie  of  her  difgrace. 
Revenge  (he. courted,  but  defpair'd  to  find: 
A  ftrength  and  vigour  equal  to  her  mind  ; 
While  checks  of  (hame  her  willing  hands  reftrain^ 
Since  all  a  virgin's  force  is  her  difdain  : 
Yet  her  refolves  are  nobly  fix'd  to  die 
Rather  than  violate  her  challity. 
Than  break  her  vows  to-  hf^ven,  than  blot  her  fame^ 
Or  foil  her  beauties  with  a  luflf»l  flame. 

The  night  from  its  meridian  did  decline. 
An  hour  propitious  tothe  black  -defign  : 
When  deep  and  rell  their  peaceful  laws  maintain. 
And  o*er  the  glebe  b'  iiifedbious  mence  reign ; 
While  death-like  flumbers  every  bofom  feize. 
Unbend  our  minds,  and  weary'd  bodies  cafe : 
Now  fond  Amalis  finds  his  drooping  breaft 
Heavy  with  wine,  with  amorous  cares  oppreil ;. 
Not  all  the  joys  expedUng  lovers  feel 
Can  from  his  bread  the  drowfy  charm  repel ; 
In  vain  from  wine  his  pailion  feeks  redrefs, 
Whofe  treacherous  force  the  flame  it  lais'd  betrays  : 
Weak  and  unnerv'd  his  ufelefs  limbs  became. 
Bending  beneath  their  iAl-fupported  fnune ; 

6  N%x^^^^ 


A  nd  from  her  weary  limbs  repulfes  deep. 
Oft  flic  reflctts  with  horror  on  the  rape, 
i"; '  Oft  tries  each  avenue  for  her  efcapc ; 

Though  ftill  repulfe  u\M)n  repulfe  flic  bears. 
And  finds  no  paflagc  but  for  fighs  and  tears  : 
.- :■  Then,  with  the  wildncfs  of  her  foul  let  loofc, 

I  j  ;  .;  And  all  the  fury  that  her  wrongs  infufe  ; 

'm"  She  weeps,  flic  raves,  flie  rends  her  flowing  hj 

)■'!  ji  Wild  in  her  grief,  and  raging  with  dcfpair, 

At  length  her  refllefs  thought)  an  utterance  fir 
And  vent  the  anguifl  of  her  labouring  mind  : 
Whilft  all  diiFolv'd  in  calmer  tears  flie  iaid, 
"  Sliall  I  again  be  to  his  arms  betray'd  ! 
"  Again  the  roil  of  Inach'd  embi-aces  bear,. 
.  **  And  for  fome  blacker  fcene  of  lull  prepare  ! 

n :'.  "  Fiiil  may  hi-s  bed  my  guiltlcfs  grave  becom< 

^j! .  "His  marble  roof  my  unpolluted  tomb; 

|{.  "  Then,  juft  to  honour,  and  unflain'd  in  fam 
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**  Net  aits  I  nor  ruder  force  of  men  prevail  *d| 

"  My  tear?  found  pi^j  when  my  language  fail*d» 

**  Oft  hzv^  tliefe  violated  locks  betfji  torn, 

**  And  injured  face  their  ftivage  fury  borne; 

**  Oft  have  my  bloody  robes  their  crimes  confeft, 

**  And  pointed  daggers  gU;tcr'd  at  my  brcall  j 

'*  Yetj  free  from  guile,  I  found  foine  happier  charm 

*'  To  vanqtiilh  Inik,  and  wiliieflr  r»gc  djiarm* 

"  But  ftb  !  the  grcaecft  labour  *s  yet  behind  j 

"  Nd  tcari  can  fofcen  thii  ohdumtt  mind  i 

'*  No  pi  aft:  lie  pity  move, 

"  Oi  guan'.  ihewoiilgf  ruins^  Love,* 

**  Though  lieep  and  wino  allow  this  kind  repricvr* 

"  Yet  to  the  yiiutU  ti^ey  11  Ikcjigch  and  fury  give  ^ 

•*  Then,  wrttchtd  m^iid !  tlien  iliink  what  artificcj 

**  VVbat  chELrm,  (hall  relcue  from  hb  nen't(  cmbmccl 

**  Wiaen  with  fyjipIji^B  of  vigour  next  ha  ilornis, 

j^*  And  every  di£kt€  of  his  luft  i>crtoiins. 

W    '^  But  you,  bleftPow^i  j  that  os%*n  :i  virgin**  nmnt, 
"  Protect  my  viittie,  and  defend  «ny  fnine, 
**  From  powerful  Inft,  and  the  i-cptioach  of  flmmc  j 
*^  If  I  a  ftri<^t  religious  life  liavc  Ictl, 
*'  Dr\mk  the  cold  llream,  and  made  flie  earth  my  bed  ? 
"  Jf  from  the  uorU  a  di a lT:c  rccUdc  1  live, 
•*  RcditlV  my  \vrOnE:ft|  and  g^tneroui;  fiiccour  give  j 
"  AlUy  this  ragiag  tcmptft  of  my  mtndr 
**  A  virgin  ih^uld  be  so  a  virgin  kind : 
*•  Pmftrare  uSth  imn  from  you  I  beg  defaicc^ 
•*  Or  rake  mj  life,  or  gnaid  my  innocence." 

While  thus  %h*  a^iftcd  beauty  fimfd^  fke  fyfd    < 
A  hud  ^nggtr  hy  Jkm^'  ^  a 
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**  This  weapon*!  mine  !'*  (he  cries,  (then  grafp'd  it  fail) 

"  And  now  the  luflful  tyrant  deeps  his  laft." 

With  eager  liand  the  pointed  fteel  (he  draws, 

Ev'n  murder  pleafes  in  fo  jnll  a  caufe  j 

Nor  fiears,  nor  dangers,  now  refinance  make. 

Since  honour,  life,  and  dearer  fiame,  's  at  ftake. 

Yet  in  her  breaft  does  kind  compaffion  plead. 
And  fills  her  foul  with  horror  of  the  deed  ; 
Her  fex's  tendernefs  refumes  its  placr. 
And  fpreads  in  confcious  blufhes  o'er  her  face. 
Now,  ftung  with  the  remorfe  of  guilt,  ihe  cries, 
**  Ah,  fxantic  girl,  what  wild  attempt  is  Ais  ! 
**  Think,  think,  Theutilla,  on  tbc  murderer's  doom, 
^'  And  tremble  at  a  punifhment  to  come  : 
*'  Stain  not  thy  virgin  hands  with  guilty  blood, 
*'  And  dread  to  be  fo  criminally  good. 
**  Lay  both  thy  courage  and  thy  weapon  down, 
"  Nor  fly  to  aids  a  maid  muft  blufh  to  own ; 
**  Nor  arms,  nor  valour,  with  thy  fcx  agree, 
**  They  wound  thy  fame,  and  taint  thy  modcfty."" 

Thus  different  paiBons  combat  in  her  mind. 
Oft  fhc  '5  to  pity,  oft  to  rage  inclin'd  : 
Now  from  her  hand  the  hated  weapon  's  ca((, 
Tlien  feiz'd  again  with  more  impetuous  hafte  : 
Unfixed  her  wifhes,  her  reiblves  are  vain, 
What  fhc  attempts,  fhe  fbaight  reie£U  again  ; 
Her  looks,  the  emblems  of  her  thoughts,  appear 
Vary'd  with  rage,  with  pity,  and  defiair: 
Alone  her  fears  indine  to  no  extreme. 
Equally  pcni'd  Vietwvsx  xc^enn^  and  ihame. 

At 
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A I  Jeogthi  with  more  prevailing  rage  polTcJt, 
IIt:r  jealous  honour  ftcjcis  her  daring  brcdt  ? 
The  thoughu  of  mjur'd  fame  new  touiagc  gave. 
And  nicer  virtuu  now  conEimu  her  br*ivc. 
Then  die  Liin'd  Juditii  hc^-  whole  mi  ad  eitiplofit 

rUrge*  her  hand,  and  fooths  the  fatal  chnice  : 
This  great  cx^Lmpk  plcas"dj  mflam'd  by  this, 
rith  wfTd  dilbrder  to  the  youdi  ihe  flie^  ? 

kOne  haiad  jtie  wiciiths  witlim  his  flowing  hair, 

[The  other  does  die  icady  weapon  hear  ; 
*'  Now  guide  rae  (cries)  fair  Hebrew,  now  look  dowii, 

H'  And  piiy  labours  tlrou  haft  utidtrgotic. 
IJpii'ctt  the  hand  diat  takes  thy  path  to  hmt, 
'  And  be  propitious  to  a  virgin*^  name, 
'  Whofe  glory 's  but  a  tcfgge  frgiii  her  ftiame ! 

I  Thus  rais'd  by  hopes,  and  arm'd  with  courage  aowp 
5 lie  with  undaunted  looki  dije^lsf  the  blow  ; 

lUccp  in  his  brcaft  the  fp^tcioiis  ^^ound  fhc  made» 

fAiid  to  hi'A  bcajt  dilpatth'd  th*  uncning  blade. 
When  ili«ir  expiring  lord  the  fcrvaots  he,^df 

J  Whole  dying  gitjati*  the  fatal  a£k  dtckr'd, 
^ike  s  fierce  torrail^  ^vhh  no  bounds  they  're  ibiyM, 

'But  vent  their  mge  on  the  dcfcncclcfi  maid  j 
Not  virtue,  youth,  nor  beauty  m  diftrefs, 
Can  move  rhcir  ^vsg^  btcatU  to  tcudorneft  t 
But  death  with  horrid  tormt:nts  ilwy  prcpam, 

j  And  to  her  fjtc  th^  undaunted  vii^in  bear. 

1  Torture*  and  death  fcrm:  lovely  in  her  eye  a. 
Since  flic  to  honour  fall*  a  j»cn€ce  r 
Amidft  her  fufferings*  ftiU  her  ntind  h  grear# 
Aadj  free  irom  g^t^  Ihc  uiurovl't^  a'cs^ia  ^titu 
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But  heaven,  that  *s  fuffering  virtue's  fure  reward. 
Exerts  its  power,  and  is  itfclf  her  guard  : 
Amalis,  confcious  of  his  black  offence. 
Now  feels  remcM^  for  her  wrong*d  innocence ; 
Though  now  h^  's  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
And  all  life's  purple  ftream  is  ebbing  forth : 
Yet,  raiiing  up  his  pale  and  drooping  head. 
He  recolle6^s  lus  fpirits  as  they  fled. 
And,  with  his  laft  remains  of  voice,  he  f^d, 
**  Sparc  the  chafte  maid,  your  impious  hands  reftrsuny 
•*  Nor  beauty  with  fuch  infblence  propbane  r 
**  Learn  by  my  fate  wrong*d  innocence  to  (pare, 
"  Since  injured  virtue  's  heaven's  peculiar  care." 

But  you,  brave  virgin,  now  ihall  fland  enrol'd 
Amongft  the  nobleft  heroines  of  old  : 
Thy  fam'd  attempt,  and  celebrated  hand. 
Shall  lafting  trophies  of  thy  glory  ftand  ; 
And,  if  my  verfc  the  juft  rc^-ard  can  give, 
Theutilla*s  name  fhall  to  new  ages  live. 
For  to  thy  fex  thou  haft  new  honours  won. 
And  France  now  boafts  a  Judith  of  its  o^ti, 

AN  ODE 

FOR    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY,     1693. 

I. 
"DEGIN,  and  ftrike  th*  harmonious  lyre ! 
•*-'  Let  the  loud  inifaruments  prepare 

To  raiiib  our  fouls,  and  charm  the  ear. 
With  joys  vrYus^  mv^  <3k^^  col'^'^ur  ^ 
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Hark  how  the  willing  firings  obey ! 

To  confecrate  this  happy  day, 
Sacred  to  MuHc,  Love,  and  bleft  Cecilia* 

In  lofty  numbers,  tuneful  lays. 
We  '11  celebrate  the  virgin*«  praife : 
Her  fkilfirl  hand  firft  taught  our  ftrings  to  mawt. 

To  her  this  iacred  art  wc  owe. 

Who  firll  anticipated  heaven  belew. 
And  play  'd  the  hymns  on  eardi,  that  (he  now  fings  abore* 

n. 

What  moving  charms  each  tuneful  voice  cbntains. 

Charms  that  through  the  willing  ear 

A  tide  of  pleaiing  raptures  bear, 
A  nd,  with  diffufive  joys,  run  thrilling  throu^  our  veins. 

The  liflcning  (bul  does  iympathize. 

And  with  each  vaiy'd  note  complies  5 

While  gay  and  Iprightly  airs  delight. 

Then  free  from  cares,  and  unconfin'd. 
It  takes,  in  pleafmg  ecflafies,  its  flight. 

With  mournful  founds,  a  fadder  garb  it  wears. 

Indulges  grief,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  tears. 

III. 
Mudc  *s  the  language  of  the  blcft  above^ 
No  voice  but  Mufic's  can  exprcfs 
The  joys  that  happy  fouls  poflcfs, 
Nor  in  jufl  raptures  tell  the  wondrous  power  of  Lovc. 
'Tis  Nature's  diale6^  defign'd 
To  charm,  and  to  inffaru^  die  mind« 
Mufic  '8  an  univcHal  good ! 

Cc»  ..  To*. 
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That  does  difpcnfe  its  joys  aroundy 

In  all  the  eletrance  of  found. 
To  be  by  men  admir'd,  by  angels  undeiftood. 

IV. 
Let  every  reftlefs  paffion  ceafe  to  move  t 

And  each  tumultuous  thought  obey 

The  happy  influence  of  this  day. 

For  Mufic  's  unity  and  love. 
Mufic  's  the  foft  indulger  of  the  mind^ 

The  kind  divcrter  of  our  care. 
The  fureft  refuge  mournful  grief  can  find  ; 
A  cprdial  to  the  bread,  and  charm  to  every  ear. 
Thus»  when  the  prophet  ftruck  his  tunefixl  lyrc^ 

Saul's  evil  genius  did  retire : 

In  vain  were  remedies  apply'd. 

In  vain  all  other  arts  were  try'd  : 
His  hand  and  voice  alone  the  charm  could  find. 
To  heal  his  body,  and  compole  his  mind. 

V. 
Now  let  the  tnimpct's  louder  voice  proclaim 

A  fi^Iemn  jubilee : 
For  ever  facrcd  let  it  be. 
To  fitilful  Jubal's,  and  Cecilia's  name. 

G'cat  Juhal,  author  of  our  lays. 
Who  firft  the  hidden  charms  of  mufic  found  ; 

And  through  their  airy  paths  did  trace 

TKe  fccret  (jprings  of  (bund. 

When  from  his  hollow  cfaordcd  (hell 

The  foft  melodious  accents  fell. 

With  woudei  and  dd\^tlie  ^layM, 
While  the  haimonio\K  ^I^^JbV&^^^^\caA^tte^•4, 
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VI. 

But  fair  Cecilia  to  a  pitch  divine 

Improv'd  her  artful  lays  : 
When  to  the  organ  (he  her  voice  did  joiny 

In  the  Almighty's  prai(e ;  ^ 

Then  choirs  of  liftening  angels  flood  around, 
Admir'd  her  art,  and  bleft  the  heavenly  found. 

Her  praifc  alone  no  tongue  can  reach,    . 

But  in  the  drains  herfclf  did  teach  : 

Then  let  the  voice  and  lyre  combine,  . 

And  in  a  tuneful  concert  join ; 

For  mufic  *8  her  reward  and  care, 
Above  (h'  enjoys  it,  and  protefls  it  here, 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Then  kindly  treat  this  happy  day, 
And  gpateful  honours  to  Cecilia  pay  : 
To  her  thcfc  lov'd  harmonious  rites  belong, 
To  her  tlKit  tunes  our  fkrings,  and  iUll  infpires  ouribng. 

THE    FORCE   OF    JEALOUSY.  ^ 

To  a  Lady  afking  if  her  Sex  was  as  fenfible  of 
that  PafTion  as  Man. 

An  Allufion  to 
**  O  !  quam  crucwtus  Foeminas  ftimulat  Dolor  !*^ 
Seneca,  Hercules  Octaus. 

■tTT  11 A  T  ragi  ng  thoughts  tran  fport  the  woman's  brcaft, 
^^     That  is  with  love  and  jcaloufy  pofllft  I 
More  with  revenge,  than  foft  defircs  (lie  burns, 
Whofc  flighted  pallion  mccis  no  VAn^x^x>ixtA\ 

C  c  I  """^^ 
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That  courts  the  youth  with  long-ncgleftcd  charms. 
And  finds  her  rival  happy  in  his  arms ! 

Dread  Scylla's  rocks  'tis  fafer  to  engage. 
And  trufl  a  Horm,  than  her  dcflru£kive  rage  : 
Not  waves,  contending  with  a  boiftcraus  wind. 
Threaten  fo  loud,  as  her  tcmpeduous  mind  : 
For  feas  grow  calm,  and  raging  florms  abate. 
But  moil  implacable  's  a  woman's  hate  : 
Tigers  and  lavages  lefs  wild  appear. 
Than  that  fond  wretch  abandon*d  to  deipair. 

Such  were  the  tranfports  Dejanira  felt. 
Stung  with  a  rival's  charms,  and  hufband's  guilt : 
With  fuch  dcfpair  fhe  view*d  the  captive  maid^ 
Whofe  fatal  love  her  Hercules  betray *d  ; 
Th'  unchafte  lole,  but  divinely  fair ! 
In  love  triumphant,  though  a  flave  in  \Var  j 
By  nature  lewd,  and  form'd  for  foft  delight. 
Gay  as  the  fpring,  and  fair  as  beams  of  light ; 
Whofe  blooming  youth  would  wildeft  rage  difarm. 
And  every  eye,  but  a  fierce  rival's,  charm. 

Fix'd  with  her  grief  the  royal  matron  flood. 
When  the  fair  captive  in  his  aims  (he  view'd  : 
With  what  regret  her  beauties  fhe  furvey'd, 
And  curd  the  power  of  the  too  lovely  maid. 
That  i-cap'd  the  joys  of  her  abandon'd  bed  I 
Her  furious  looks  with  wild  diforder  glpw. 
Looks  that  her  envy  and  refentment  fhow  ! 
To  blaft  that  fair  detelled  form  Ihe  tries, 
And  lightning  darts  from  her  diflortcd  eyes. 

Then  o*cr  tVve  ^V^ct  of  falfe  Hercules, 
With  clamour  ^xid\tJv^^x>o^Q!^'iWijj.^^^\^%\ 
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Late  a  dear  witncfs  of  their  mutual  flame, 
But  now  th'  unhappy  obje6l  of  her  fhame ; 
Whofe  confcious  roof  can  yield  her  no  relief. 
But  with  polluted  joys  upbraids  her  grief. 

Nor  can  the  fpacious  court  contain  her  now  $ 
It  grows  a  fcene  too  narrow  for  her  woe. 
Loofe  and  undrefl  all  day  fhe  (Irays  alone. 
Does  her  abode  and  lov*d  companions  ihun. 
In  woods  complains,  and  fighs  in  every  grove. 
The  mournful  tale  of  her  foriaken  love. 
Her  thoughts  to  all  th*  extremes  of  frenzy  fly. 
Vary,  but  cannot  cafe  her  miiery : 
Whilft  in  her  looks  the  lively  forms  appear. 
Of  envy,  fondnefs,  fury,  and  defpair. 

Her  rage  no  conftant  face  of  forrow  wears. 
Oft  fcomful  fmilcs  fuccced  loud  fighs  and  tears  , 
Oft  o'er  her  face  the  rifing  bluflies  fpread. 
Her  glowing  cyc-balls  turn  with  fury  red  r 
Then  pale  and  wan  her  altered  looks  appear. 
Paler  than  guilt,  and  drooping  with  defpair. 
A  tide  of  paflions  ebb  and  flow  within. 
And  oft  fhe  fhifts  the  melancholy  fcene  : 
Docs  all  th*  exccfs  of  woman's  fury  fhow. 
And  yields  a  large  variety  of  woe. 

Now  calm  as  infants  at  the  mother's  brcafl, 
Her  grief  in  foftefl  murmurs  is  exprefl : 
She  fpcaks  the  tenderefl  things  that  pity  move. 
Kind  are  her  looks,  and  languifhing  with  love. 
Then  loud  as  ftorms,  and  raging  as  the  wind. 
She  gives  a  loofe  to  her  diflemper'd  mind  : 

C  c  4  '^v^x 
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With  ihrieks  and  groans  flie  fills  the  air  around. 
And  makes  the  palace  her  loud  griefs  refound- 

Wild  with  her  wrongs,  fhc  like  a  fury  ftrays, 
A  fur)',  more  than  wife  of  Hercules  : 
Her  motion,  looks,  and  voice,  proclaim  her  woes  ; 
While  fighs,  and  broken  words^  her  wilder  thoughl 
difcloTe. 

TO  HIS  PERJURED  MISTRESS 

'*  Nox  erat,  &  cceIo  fulgebat  luna  fereno,"  &c* 

TT  was  one  ereaing,  when  the  riHng  moom 

•*■  Amidft  her  train  of  ftars  diftin£Uy  Ihone  ; 

Serene  and  calm  was  the  inviting  night. 

And  heaven  appeared  in  all  its  luftre  bright ; 

When  you,  Neaera,  you,  my  perjur'd  fair. 

Did,  to  abufe  the  gods  and  me,  prepare. 

*T\vas  then  you  {\vore — remember,  faithieis  maid^ 

With  what  endearing  arts  you  then  betray'd  : 

Rcmembej:  all  the  tender  things  that  paft, 

When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  were  caft. 

The  circling  ivys,  when  the  oaks  they  join, 

Setm  loolc,  and  coy,  to  thofc  fond  arms  of  thine. 

Believe,  you  cry'd,  this  (blemn  vow  believe, 
The  noblcft  pledge  that  Love  and  I  can  give  ; 
Or,   if  there  *s  ought  more  facred  here  below, 
I.ct  that  confirm  my  oath  to  heaven  and  you. 
If  e'er  my  breaft  a  guilty  flame  receives, 
Or  covets  ]o^^  \)ux.\NVi:axxi\^'  ^ccfencc  gives ; 
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TVTay  every  injur'cl  power  aflcrt  thy  caufe. 
And  Love  avcn.e^c  his  violated  laws  : 
While  cmel  beafts  of  prey  infeft  the  plain. 
And  tempcfts  rage  upon  the  faithlefs  main ; 
AVhilc  fighs  and  tears  (hall  liftening  vii^ns  move  j 
So  long,  yc  powers,  will  fond  Nexra  love. 

Ah,  faithlefs  charmer,  lovely  pcrjur'd  maid  ? 
Arc  thus  my  vows  and  generous -flame  repaid? 
Repeated  flights  I  have  too  tamely  bore, 
Still  doatcd  on,  and  ftill  been  wrong'd  the  more. 
Why  do  I  liftcn  to  that  Syren's  voice, 
Love  cv'n  thy  crimes,  and  fly  to  guilty  joys  ? 
Thy  fatal  eyes  my  bcft  refolvcs  betray, 
My  fury  melts  in  (oft  delires  away : 
Each  look,  each  glance,  for  all  thy  crimes  atonc^ 
Elude  my  rage,  and  Vm  again  undone. 

But  if  my  injur'd  foul  dares  yet  be  brave, 
Unlefs  I  'm  fond  of  fliame,  confirmed  a  flave, 
I  will  be  deaf  to  that  enchanting  tongue, 
Nor  on  thy  beauties  gaze  aw  ay  my  wrong. 
At  length  I  41  loath  each  proditutcd  grace. 
Nor  court  the  leavings  of  a  cloy'd  embrace  1 
But  fticw,  with  manly  rage,  my  foul  *8  above 
The  cold  returns  of  thy  exhaufted  love. 
Then  thou  ftialt  juftly  mourn  at  my  di(9ain, 
Find  all  thy  arts  and  all  thy  charms  in  vain  : 
Slialt  mourn,  whilfl  I,  with  nobler  flames,  purfue 
Some  nymph  as  fair,  though  not  unjuft,  as  you^ 
Whcrfe  wit  and  beauty  fliall  like  thine  excel, 
3ut  hr  fuxpafs  in  truth,  and  loving  welL 
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But  wretched  thou,  whoe'er  my  rival  ait. 
That  fondly  boafts  an  empire  o*er  her  heart; 
Thou  that  enjoy 'ft  the  fair  inconftaat  prize^ 
And  vainly  triumph'ft  with  my  vi£lcuies ; 
Unenvy'd  now,  o'er  all  her  beauties  rove. 
Enjoy  thy  ruin^  and  Nezra's  love  : 
Though  wealth  and  honours  grace  thy  nobler  birth. 
To  bnbe  her  love,  and  fix  a  wandering  faith  ; 
Though  every  grace  and  every  virtue  join, 
T*  enrich  thy  mind,  and  make  thy  form  divine  : 
Yet  blefl,  with  cndleis  charms,  too  foon  you  *11  prove 
The  treacheries  of  falfe  Ncaera's  love. 
Loft  and  abandon'd  by  th'  ungrateful  fair. 
Like  me  you  '11  love,  be  injur'd,  and  defpair. 
When  left  th*  unhappy  object  of  her  fcom. 
Then  fliall  I  finik  to  fee  the  viftor  mourn. 
Laugh  at  tliy  fate,  and  triumph  in  my  turn. 

IMITATION    OF    HORACE. 
BOOK       I.         ODE       XXIL 
**  Integer  vitae,**  &c. 
H  E  man  that 's  uncorrupt,  and  free  from  guilt. 


) 


T 


That  the  remorfe  of  lecrct  crimes  ne'er  felt : 
Whofe  breaft  was  ne'er  debauch*d  with  fin. 
But  finds  all  calm,  and  all  at  peace  within  : 
In  his  integrity  iecure, 
He  feurs  no  danger,  dreads  no  power : 
Ufelefs  are  arms  for  his  defence. 
That  keeps  a  faithful  guard  of  innocence. 

11.  Secure 
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Secure  the  happy  innocent  may  rove, 

The  care  of  every  power  above  j 

Although  unarm'd  he  wanders  o'er 
The  treacherous  Libya's  £mda,  and  faithle(»  ihore : 

Though  o'er  th'  inhofpitablc  brows 

Of  favage  Caucafus  he  goes ; 

Through  Africk's  flames,  through  Scy  thia's  ihowty 
Or  where  Hydafpes,  fam'd  for  monfters,  flows. 

III. 
For  as,  within  an  unfrequented  grove, 

I  tun'd  my  willing  lyre  to  love. 

With  pleaflng  amorous  thoughts  betray*d^ 
Beyond  my  bounds  infenflbly  I  ftray'd ; 

A  wolf  that  view'd  me  fled  away. 

He  fled  from  his  dcfencelefs  prey  ? 

When  I  invoked  Maria's  aid, 
Although  unarm'd,  the  trembling  monfter  fled. 

IV. 
Not  Daunia's  teeming  fands,  nor  barbarous  fliore^ 

E'er  fuch  a  dreadful  native  bore, 

Nor  Africk's  nurling  caves  brought  forth 
So  fierce  a  beafl,  of  fuch  amazing  growth  : 

Yet  vain  did  all  his  fiiry  prove 

Againft  a  breaft  that 's  arm'd  with  lovcf 
Though  abfent,  fair  Maria's  name 
Subdues  the  fierce,  and  makes  the  favage  tame* 

V. 
Commit  me  now  to  that  abandon'd  place 

Where  chcarful  light  withdraws  its  rays  1 
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No  beams  on  barren  nature  fmile. 
Nor  fruitful  winds  refrelh  th*  intemperate  (oil  ; 
But  tempefts,  with  eternal  frofts, 
Still  rage  around  the  gloomy  coaft : 
Whilft  angry  Jove  infefts  the  air. 
And,  Mack  with  clouds,  deforms  the  fullen  year. 

VI. 
Or  place  me  now  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
To. live  a  borderer  on  the  fun  : 
'Send  me  to  fcorching  fands,  whofc  heat 
Guards  the  deftru^ve  foil  from  human  feet : 
Yet  there  I  *11  fing  Maria*  s  name. 
And  {port,  uninjured,  midft  the  flame  : 
Maria's  name  !  that  will  create,  ev'n  there, 
A  milder  climate,  and  more  temperate  air. 

Patroclus's  Requeft  to  Achi lles  for  his  Arni$« 

Imitated  from  the  Beginning  of  the  Sixteenth 
Iliad  of  Homer. 

TTVIVINE  Achilles,  with  compaffion  mov'd, 
■*^  Thus  to  Patroclus  fpake,  his  beft-bclov*d. 

Why  like  a  tender  girl  doft  thou  complain ! 
That  drives  to  reach  the  mother's  breaft  in  vain  ; 
Mourns  by  her  fide,  her  knees  embraces  fall. 
Hangs  on  her  robes,  and  interrupts  her  hafte ; 
Yet,  when  with  fondnefs  to  her  arms  (he  's  rais'd. 
Still  mourns  and  weeps,  and  will  not  be  appeas'd  ! 
Thus  my  Patroclus  in  his  grief  appears. 
Thus  like  aitovi^idi  ^vt\^\al\j&.Q£  tears. 
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1  Fhthja  doft  thou  raoumfiiL  udkiga  hear. 
And  to  thv  friend  fomc  fatal  mcffjcc  bear  ? 
Thy  valbni  father  (if  ^vfi  fame  bujUcve) 
Thfi  good  M<n;L^tJu«,  he  h  yet  alive  : 
And  Pckusj  thotiE^h  in  his  dccUnii^g  dav?J, 
Reigns  o'er  his  Myrmidons  in  h€«hh  and  pence; 
Yet,  as  their  lateti  oblcqule^  we  paid* 
Thoy  mourn*it  them  livings  a  a  aliiiAd)'  dead. 

Or  thus  with  tear  a  the  GreciisD  holl  deplore. 
That  with  their  navy  pei  ifh  on  the  fhorc  1 
And  with  companion  their  misfortune*  vicw^ 
The  jiifl:  reivard  to  guilt  and  falfehood  due? 
Impartial  heaven  avenges  thus  my  wrong, 
Kor  fuffers  crime«  to  go  uapuniflfd  iong. 
Refcil  the  C2ufe  fo  much  aMih  thy  mind, 
Ni>r  thuft  conceal  ihy  forpows  from  thy  friend. 

When,  gently  railing  up  hts  drooping  head. 
Thus,  with  a  figh,  the  fad  Patfoclus  laid^ 
Godlike  Achilks,  Peleus'  valiant  fan  I 
Of  all  our  chiefs,  tlie  greatcfl  in  renown  j 
IJpbmid  not  thuii  tir  affli£l:ed  wkh  tlieUr  woes. 
Nor  tniimpli  now  the  Greeks  fui^ain  fuch  lof^  i 
To  pity  let  tliy  generoua  breaft  incline. 
And  fhow  thy  min*!  is  like  thy  biith  divinft- 
For  all  the  valiant  leaders  of  their  hciftj 
Or  wounded  lie,  or  arc  in  battle  lol!, 
jl    UlyfTcs  great  in  aj^ns,  and  Diomcdc, 

Languish  with  woundsi  and  in  ihc  navy  bleed  ? 
This  common  fate  great  Agamemnon  fkat^, 
And  ilcmEurypylus,  ic^owtt'd  in  ww%. 
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Whilft  powerful  drugs  th'  cxpcricncM  artiftt  try^ 
And  to  their  wounds  apt  remedies  apply : 
Eafing  th*  afflifted  heroes  with  their  ikill> 
Thy  breaft  alone  remains  implacable ! 

What,  will  thy  fury  thus  for  ever  laft  > 
Let  prefent  woes  atone  for  injuries  paft  : 
How  can  thy  foul  retain  fuch  lading  hate ! 
Thy  virtues  are  as  ufelefs  as  they  're  great. 
What  injur'd  friend  from  thee  (hall  hope  redrcis. 
That  will  not  aid  the  Greeks  in  fuch  diftrefs  ? 
Ufelefs  is  all  the  valour  that  you  boaft» 
Deformed  with  rage,  with  fullen  fury  loft. 

Could  cruelty  like  thine  from  Peleus  comcy 
Or  be  the  oflfspring  of  feir  Thetis'  womb ! 
Thee  raging  feas,  thee  boiftcrous  waves  brought  forthf 
And  to  obdurate  rocks  thou  ow'ft  thy  birth  ! 
Thy  ftubbom  nature  ftill  retains  their  kind. 
So  hard  thy  heart,  (6  favage  is  thy  mind. 

But,  if  thy  boding  bread  admits  of  fear. 
Or  dreads-  what  facred  oracles  declare  ! 
What  awful  Thetis  in  the  courts  above 
Receiv'd  from  the  unerring  mourfi  of  Jove  ? 

If  fo let  me  the  threatening  dangers  face. 

And  head  the  warlike  fquadrons  in  riiy  place  : 
Whilft  me  thy  valiant  Myrmidons  obey. 
We  yet  may  turn  die  fortune  of  the  day. 
Let  me  in  thy  diftinguifli'd  arms  appear. 
With  all  thy  dreadful  equipage  of  war  i 
That  when  tht  Trojans  our  approaches  view. 
Deceived,  tke'5ihaX\t^xs«ax>'MA^^\5^'xw%'^Qu, 
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Thus  I  fjwn  the  rage  of  an  infulttng  hort, 
We  may  retiitve  that  fame  the  Greeks  have  loft  j 
Vtj.'f>rous  and  freih,  th'  udc<jua]  fight  ixnew^ 
And  from  our  navy  force  the  droopm^,'  foci 
O'er  hfliais'd  men  an  cafy  c on q weft  gain, 
And  drive  tike  Trpjans  to  their  walls  again. 


Oft  the  rc-prinnng  MILTON^s  Profc  Works, 

with  his  Poems  written  in  his  Paradise  Lost, 


T^  H  E  S  E  facrcd  lines  wHih  wonder  we  perufc, 
'^    And  praife  the  (light t  of  a  fersphk  MuIC| 
Till  thy  fcditiou*  proic  provakei  our  rage. 
And  foils  ihc  btautjes  of  thy  brighn.ft  page. 
Thus  hem  wc  fee  toinfporting  fccncs  ariic^ 
Heaven  &  radiant  ho£l,  and  opeiiiiig  paradife  ; 
Then  trembling  view  the  dread  ahyf*  beneiithi 
Hell's  horrid  manjiont,  and  the  reaimt  of  deatlu 

W'hilft  here  thy  bold  m^idfie  numbcn  rtfe. 
And  range  th'  enibattlcd  kg  tone  of  the  0(.ie% 
With  armies  fill  the  RZMtm  phlm  of  tight^ 
And  paint  the  lively  ttrrofs  of  the  fight, 
W^e  awn  the  fiocT  worthy  to  rehearfe 
J  leaven's  lulling  triumphs  in  irntnoital  vciCa 
But  when  thy  itnpioua  mercenary  pen 
Infults  the  bcfl  uf  prince k,  btft  oF  mcn^ 
Our  fldmirition  turns  to  jufl  difdain. 
And  vf&  jxYokc  the  fond  appUufe  a^uu 

I  
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Like  the  falPn  angels  in  their  happy  ftate. 
Thou  ihar'dft  their  nature,  infolencey  and  fate  r 
To  harps  divine,  immortal  hymns  they  fung. 
As  fivcct  thy  voice,  as  fweet  thy  lyre  was  (bung.- 
As  they  did  rebels  to  th'  Almighty  grow,. 
So  thou  prophan'ft  his  image  here  below. 
Apoftate  bard  !  may  not  thy  guilty  ghoft, 
Difcover  to  its  own  eternal  coft. 
That  as  they  heaven^  thou  paradife  haft  loft  ! 
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T     O 

SIR  HUMPHRY  MACKWORTH, 

ON  THE  MINES,  LATE  OF  SIR  GARBERY  PRICE. 

TTTH  AT  fpacious  veins  enrich  the  Britiih  foil; 

^  ^     The  various  ores,  and  Ikilful  miner  s  toil  ; 
How  ripening  metals  lie  conceal'd  in  earth. 
And  teeming  Nature  forms  the  wondrous  birth; 
My  ufcful.  vcrfe,  the  firft,  tranfmits  to  fame. 
Id  numbers  tun'd,  and  no  unhallow'd  flame. 

O  generous  Mackworth  f  could  the  Mufe  impart 
A  labour  worthy  thy  aufpicious  art ; 
Like  thee  fucceed  in  paths  uncrod  before. 
And  fccret  treafores  of  the  land  explore. 
Apollo's  felf  fhould  on  the  labour  fmile. 
And  Delphos  quit  for  .Britain's  fruitful  ifle. 

Where  fair  Sabrina  flows  around  the  coafty 
And  aged  Dovey  in.  the  ocean  's  loft, 
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Her  lotty  brmvs  unconc^ucr*d  Britain  rears, 
And  fenc*d  with. rocks  impregnable  appear*  : 
Which  like  the  well^EitM  ban  of  nature  ihow» 
To  guard  the  treafures  the  conceals  bdow. 
For  Earth,  diftoiicd  with  her  prcg^nant  womb, 
Heaves  up  to  give  ihe  fomimg  embryo  room : 
^H  Hence  raft  cxcrefccncc^  of  bills  mife, 
^H^nd  mouGCains  fwcll  to  a  portentous  Cite* 
^«  Lou  [in  5  and  black  the  rugged  cua(!  appears, 
^■Thc  fullen  earth  a  gloomy  fwrf^iet  wfam; 
^KlTet  all  beneath,  deep  as  the  centre,  fhtnes 
^*^ith  native  wealth,  and  more  thnn  India**  mmca. 
Thus  cmng  Nature  her  d«fe£l»  ftipphes, 
lTjdulL';esit  ofr  to  what  her  foas  dcipifc  r 
Oft  in  a  rude,  unfinifh'd  form,  we  tiRi! 
The  fjqbkft  treafiirt  of  »  getiet^us  mindf 

Thrice  happy  land  ?  from  whofc:  intlulgcirtt  womb* 
Such  unei^hauflrd  Rora  of  ricbei  coini^! 
By  heaven  bclo^-'d  !  form'd  by  aufplciou*?  fnte, 
To  be  above  thy  neighbouring  nations  grtiiT  ^ 
Its  golden  ^nd*  no  more  fliall  Taurus  bonlti 
In  Dovcy's  flood  his  rival'd  cnipjrt*s  loft  1 
Whole  watcf  f  no^v  a  nobler  fund  maintain, 
To  humble  Pttincc,  and  check  tlic  pride  of  Spain. 
LiKr  Egypt's  Nile  the  bounteous  current  (Iaowj, 
Djfpcrfing  bleifings  where ibe'er  it  flow* ; 
I       Whole  native  treafyfe  *5  able  to  repair 
The  long  ex^ences  of  our  Gallic  war. 

Tbe  sncimt  Briton  $  arc  n  hatdy  race, 
Avcrfc  to  luxury  and  floihfut  cafe  -, 
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Their  necks  beneath  a  foreign  yoke  ne'er  bo^M, 
In  \vzr  unconquer'dy  and  of  freedom  pioud ; 
With  minds  rciblv'd  they  biting  toiLs  endure. 
Unmix'd  their  language,  and  their  manners  pure. 
Wiiely  dews  Nature  fuch  an  offspring  chuic. 
Brave  to  defend  her  wealth,  and  flow  to  ufe. 
Where  thirft/of  empire  ne'er  inflamcv  their  veins* 
Nor  avarice,  nor  wild  ambition  reigns  : 
But,  low  in  mines,  they  confiant  toils  renew. 
And  through  the  earth  their  blanching  veins  puifue. 
As  when  fomc  navy  on  th'  Iberian  coaft, 
Chac'd  by  the  winds,  is  in  the  ocean  lo(t ; 
To  Neptune's  realms  a  new  fupply  it  brings. 
The  ftrengdi  deiign  d  of  European  kings  : 
Contending  divers  would  the  wTeck  regain. 
And  make  reprifals  on  the  grafping  main  : 
Wild  in  purfuit  they  arc  endansrer'd  more. 
Then  when  they  combated  the  ftorms  before. 
The  miner  thus  through  perils  digs  his  way, 
Kqual  to  theirs,  and  deeper  than  the  fca ; 
Drawing,  in  peftilential  Itcams,  his  breath, 
Rcfolv'd  to  conquer,  though  lie  combats  death. 
Night's  gloomy  reaims  his  pointed  licel  invades. 
The  courts  of  Plato,  and  infernal  fhadcs  : 
He  cuts  through  mountains,  fubterraneous  lakes. 
Plying  his  work,  each  nervous  ftrokc  he  takes 
Looiens  the  earth,  and  the  v.'hole  cavern  lliakes. 
Thus,  with  his  brawny  arm^,  tJie  Cyclops  ftands, 
To  form  Jovcs  lightning  witli  uplifted  hands  j 

The 


) 


TO  SIR  HUMPHRY  MACK  WORTH.     4^1 

The  ponderous  bammcrAvith  a  force  dcfccndsp 
I.oitd  as  the  thunder  which  his  nn  intcrHls ; 
Am]  as  he  flrtkct,  with  each  t'efiftkr^  blow 
Tlic  atinl  yields,  and  lEtti^  gronni  bttow. 

Thy  famM  mventioiiii.  Mackwntth,  nv>ft  adorn 
Tht^  miner's  art,  and  make  the  bcit  viimm  t 
Thy  Ijiccdy  faib,  and  yfcful  engines,  flimv 
A  •genius  ritiher  Than  t(w;  mines  below, 
Tliyursinds  of  ilaves  imfliiirt!  Puru  maintarusy 
The  ban  da  dia:  labour  Hi  El  cxhniJit  iltc  ^aini  f 
The  wffjck,  thy  (laves,  ihcir  ulifi:!  fuccour  join* 
Cf>nvty  thy  ore,  and  labour  at  i\\x  mine  j 
Inrtru^ttd  by  thy  arts,  a  p6wer  they  fmJ 
To  vanquish  realms,  where  once  thay  by  cnnflri*d. 

Downu'an.],  my  Miife,  dbt-<5l  thy  ilccjiy  fl)|;ht. 
Where fmiling  (hades  and  bctiutcoui  rtalim  tiuirij 
J  fiiftof  ISritidi  bards  inv^Ac  tlitcdown, 
And  6rfl  with  wcgbb  tliy  graceful  templet  crown, 
Tbrnngh  d;nk  rttre^itu  ptnlijethc  v/inding  ore, 
S\cart:h  Narurc'i  Jtjuhs,  and  vjt  w  lit-r  bound IclV  itaic  j 
The  fircjet  f,iufc  in  lungful  mcafunsi  fm^, 
Hqw  tnetah  firft  are  frjtn'd,  iind  whence  ibcy  fprin^r. 
Whet  J  It  r  tlie  ^£Vive  fyn>  tviili  c  hemic  fUnncs, 
T}titJUi;Ii  porous  tartb  transits  his  genial  bcann  j 
With  hcatimprcgnMingtljewcmnb  ofnij^ht* 
Tilt!  nffVjTnng  ftiincv  with  If*  paternal  liglit ; 
On  UiM?:4m*i  iflc  pnrjpinfiijnv  ht  firine«, 
Wirb  ir  ficrtnmet, 

OrMbri.  .  11  lliinic^, 

Tbc  cantt  fcnncnrf,  and  Aowtiu  licjuu!  ibT:*Awi ', 
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Purg'd  from  their  drofs,  the  nobler  parts  refine^ 

Receive  new  forms,  and  with  freih  beauties  fhine. 

Tims  fluid  parts,  unknowing  how  to  burn, 

With  cold  congeard,  to  folid  metals  turn : 

For  metals  only  from  devouring  flame 

Picferve  their  beauty,  und  return  the  fame ; 

Beth  art  and  force  the  well- wrought  mafs  difdains. 

And  'midfl  the  Ere  its  native  form  retains. 

Or  whetlier  by  creation  firft  they  fprung. 

When  yet  unpois'd  the  world's  great  fabric  hung  : 

Metals  the  bafis  of  the  earth  were  made. 

The  bars  on  which  its  flx'd  foundation  's  laid  : 

All  fecond  caufes  they  difdain  to  own, 

And  from  th*  Almighty's  Fiat  fprung  alone. 

Natuje  in  fpecious  beds  preferves  her  (lore. 
And  keeps  unmix'd  the  well -compared  ore  ; 
The  Ipicuding  root  a  numerous  race  maintains 
Of  L)raiichirjg limbs,  and  fai-cxteudcd  veins  : 
TIjus,  from  its  wateiy  ftorc,  a  fpring  fupplies 
The  lefler  fti  earns  that  round  its  fountain  rife ; 
Which  bounding  out  in  fair  meanders  play. 
And  o'er  the  meads  in  different  currents  ftray. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  rounded  metal  fprcad. 
To  be  ennobled  with  our  monarch's  head  : 
About  the  globe  th*  admired  coin  fhall  run. 
And  make  the  circle  of  its  parent  fun. 

How  are  thy  realms,  triumphant  Britain,  bldl! 
Knrich'd  with  more  than  all  the  diflant  weft ! 
Thy  fons,  no  tr.vit^\iCtt'a.Y<^  ^^'ith  hopes  of  g^. 
Shall  tempt  \Yvc  ^^ti^w^  ^l^'vi\^^J^Ss.^^\l> 


'VaB 


TO  SIR  HUMPHRV  MACKWQRTH.    405 

Tniffic  no  more  abroatt  fDr  foreign  f|Joilp 
Sij^>ptic-d  with  richer  frdm  ihdr  native  foiL 
To  Dovey*!  flood  UiiU  numcrgu^  tmijcni  ccimc* 
Entploy'd  to  fercb  the  Britiih  bulljim  home* 
To  [lay  ilicir  tribute*  tp  iti  b<>unftt>u»  ihore^ 
Returning  Udcn  ^'ith  the  CAmhruin  »rc* 
Her  ibfcnt  fleet  Potafi't  race  fhall  mourn » 
And  wHh  tn  vain  tn  fc^  our  faiU  return : 
Like  mircri  heaping  up  their  ufelefi  ftore. 
Starved  with  their  wealth,  Am'wKt  their  riches  poor. 
Where *e'cr the  BrkiflibanneiK  are  difiiUyM, 
Thcfuppliant  nanf>i)>  (hill  impltircouraiJj 
Till,  thuK  compcirdjlh*  gnratu  win  hi*  cofifcfs 
Thenifelvcf  obljg'dj  and  fiitiourM  by  thelpfi* 

How  Cacnbm*!  mmei  weretoherDfripringknow'ni 
Thus  facrcd  verfc  tntxfmm  the  ilory  down  t 
Merli»p  a  bajdof  the  infpired  tmnt 
Wnh  myftic  nyrobcri  chann*d  the  BritiJH  plain  k 
Bclov'd  by  PlwEbyi,  Jiad  the  tuneful  Ntnc, 
Hit  fang  wsn  facxcdp  and  hii  irt  divmc  ; 
Ati  on  Sabtina's  ftuitfut  banks  he  flood , 
Hi»  wondrous  verfc  rcftminM  chc  liftening  floof.l , 
The  (Ircatn's  bright  Goddefi  raii'd  her  iwful  htiidf 
Anil  to  her  cave  the  anf ul  Iheplterd  led. 
Her  fwift-dcftending  ftcp»  the  youtb  purfyeit 
And  rich  m  ore  the  fpaciom  mounoibriewi* 
Jn  hcdi  di(lin£l  the  well  rang'd  cnctali  bVi 
Difpcjring  rayi I  And  tpiuitcrfeibnu  df»'/T 
The  fjlver,  fii^dmgbcim*  of  orient  U 

ruck  with  tog  fitrce  «  |£t«rt  liji  ikijaji  't 
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Like  rifing  flames  the  ruddy  copper  fliow'd. 
And  fprtad  its  bluflies  o'er  the  dark  abode  s 
Profufe  of  rays,  and  with  unrival'd  beams. 
The  liquid  filver  fiow'd  in  rcftlcfs  fbeams  r 
Nor  India's  fparkling  gems  are  half  fo  bright, 
Kor  waves  above,  that  (hine  with  heavenly  light; 
"When  thus  the  Goddefs  fpake  :  Harmonious  Youth, 
Rcver'd  for  numbers  fraught  with  facrcd  truth  ! 
Bclov'd  by  heaven  !  attend  while  I  relate 
The  fix'd  decree,  and  dark  events  of  fate. 
Conceal*d  thefe  treafures  lie  in  Nature's  womb. 
For  future  times,  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
When  many  long  revolving  years  are  run, 
A  hero  ihall  afccnd  the  Britifli  throne, 
"Whofe  numerous  triumphs  fhall  Augufta  grace. 
In  arms  rencv.-n'c!,  ador'd  for  plenteous  peace. 
Beneath  his  f.viy  a  generous  youth  fliall  ri(c, 
Withvirt-j-js  bieit,  in  happy  councils  wife; 
Rich  with  :ht  fpoils  of  Learning's  various  (lore. 
Comma r.clin^-  arts,  yet  Itill  acquiring  more. 
He,  withfuccefs,  (hall  enter  this  abode. 
And  nature  trace  in  paths  before  untrod  ; 
The  fmiling  oifbpring  from  her  womb  remove. 
And  with  her  cnt:ailsglad  the  realms  above. 
O  youth,  referv'd  by  more  aufpicious  fate. 
With  fam'd  improvements  to  oblige  the  ftatc  ! 
Bv  wars  impoverifli'd,  Albion  mourns  no  more. 
Thy  well-wrough:  mines  forbid  her  to  be  poor 
The  eanh,   thy  great  exchequer,   ready  lies, 
"Which  all  dw£t&  oi  i^^.^lu^^^^Ni-^^Uft^  \ 


TO  SIR  HUMPHRY  MACKWORTH.    407  | 
Thou  Ihalt  St  Dation'fi  picfTmg  wants  rclitvc» 
iKotwarcan  lavifh  more  than  thou  canClgive. 
This,  Mackworih,  fixes  thy  immortal  namci 
The  Mufc's  dadiug,  and  the  boaft  of  fame  i 
4o  greater  yirttiet  on  i%^cord  fliall  ilatid, 
iTkan  thus  with  ana  to  grace,  with  wca.lih^iu'ichthc  Uad* 
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O  V  I  D      »      S. 

ART        OP        LOVJSL 

BOOK      THE      SECON   D*^* 

"Vr  O  W  lo  Paean  fing !  now  wreaths  prepare ! 
■**^    And  with  repealed  los  fill  the  air : 
The  prey  is  fall'n  in  my  fuccefsful  toils^ 
My  artful  nets  inclofe  the  lovely  fpoils : 
My  numbers  now,  ye  fmiling  lorers,  crown,  5 

And  make  your  poet  deathlefs  in  renown  : 
With  lading  fame  my  verfe  fhall  be  inroU'dy 
And  I  peferrM  to  all  the  Bards  of  old. 
Thus  Paris  from  the  warlike  Spartans  bore 
Their  ravifh'd  bride ;  to  Ida's  diftant  ihore  10 

Viftorius  Pelops  thus  in  triumph  drove 
The  vanquifli'd  maid,  and  thus  enjoy 'd  his  love. 
Stay,  eager  youth  !  your  bark  *s  but  under  fail ; 
The  diftant  port  requires  a  profperous  gale. 
'Tis  not  enough  the  yielding  beauty 's  found,  15 

And  with  my  aid  your  artful  paflion  crown'd  ; 

^  The  First  Book  of  Ovid's  "  Art  of  Love,"  is 
ptmtcd  in  ths  CoUeftion,  amfog  flie  poems  of  Mr. 
Dryden  ;  the  THIRD,  among  thofe  of  Mr.  CoN- 
GREVE.  Mr.  PoPE's  hand-writmg  enables  us  toafcribc 
the  Second  to  Dr.  \Ki.\i^^»  ^, 
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The  conqucftit  our  iticecftful  eoiitlu^\  gHiu'd^ 
Wklj  art  muft  b«  Itcur'tl,  by  Jiutt  injuntaia'di* 
he  glorf*  mofc  to  jtrumd,  ibun  win  iljc  piiwi 
bcTX  u)  1 1  l)c  till  I  JM  LJ  I  /;  danger  Ut^« 

Ifci^Tf  Cupid,  mm  !  f  pj^^vcj 

'O  Vcriu*  t  lid  I  tliou  charmitig  Qut^n  of  Lovo  I 
jnti  EratQy  let  ihy  aufpiciQUJi  iainc 
Df|>ire  the  workr  and  nufc  my  gerwrous  fUiae, 
he  labour  'i  gri:;it !  a  mctUod  1  tJd%xi 
or  Love  I  and  will  tke  fctrcr'd  god  cokfitiei 
he  god  tlist  rovcA  the  fp^ciou*  world  imimd, 
I  every  difTic,  uid  dilUnE  r^on  fiittnsl  g 
£tive  Bad  li^k,  his  winga  clu4e  uat  gitird^ 
And  lo  con  Hue  i  dmf  u  hard  : 
Jiis  guetl  from  flii^bt  Mii>o»  'indo%*d  ^rc»«tsdf 
Yet  be  with  wwgsi  <i  tUiiiik^  puJllige  ftmnd* 
Thu»  D.Td»Iu»  her  Qfi^ning  fuii  cotjfio'd  s 
Who  t%ith  4  bull  in  lewd  cmbrarei  joia'd  s 
Her  tecnunt;  wooib  ibc  buirid  crinic  coti/tff'd  j 
Btg  ^vttb  a  humrm  bull,  baJf  inazi^  hilf  beatL 
Sjiid  he^  }u[l  MiiHiM,  b4:fl<4  hum^in-kind^ 
Thy  mefry  kt  A  i^rtHlrutr  ttilr  htnU 
y  fAtci  CA>fi>(atr4  iny  Jiativc  liortf  to  fly, 
i^rnji  me,  uhae  t  dtitll  ihic  liv*<«  tQ  die. 
Ei^ltrgc  tity  Tmh,  if  you  neib^Wfi  my  leaitf* 
And  iKf>w  tontpHtfin  lo  hit  ^Jthmmtttf  y^n  s 
1^  ncit  the  )-cmtlj«  loii^^scmfioemitttt  motnUp 
Oh  ficc  rhc  ton,  ot  let  bii  lV<  ttxum  I 
Tboii  he  mk^Lor*d|  bur  iliii  implor'd  io  vibt 
lor  eould  thtf  freedom  lliai  he  fuu^hii  <»bjbltv. 
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ConvincM  at  length  :  Now,  Daedalus,  he  cry*d. 
Here  's  fubjc6l  for  thy  art  that's  yet  untry'd, 
Minos  the  earth  command's,  and  guards  the  fea. 
No  pafs  the  land  affords,  the  deep  no  way  :  5a 

Heaven  's  only  free,  we'll  heaven's  aufpicious  height 
Attempt  to  pafs,  where  kinder  fates  invite ! 
Favour,  yc  powers  above,  my  daring  flight ; 
Misfortunes  6ft  prove  to  invention  kind, 
Inftruft  our  wit,  and  aid  the  labouring  mind  :  55 

For  who  can  credit  men,  in  wild  dcfpair, 
Should  force  a  paffagc  through  the  yielding  ah:  f 
Feathers  for  wingd  defign'd  the  artift  chofe. 
And  bound. with  thread  his  forming  pinions  clofe : 
With  tempered  wax  the  pointed  ends  he  wrought,         69 
And  to  pLTfe£i:ion  His  new  labours  brought. 
The  finifh'd  wings  his  fmiling  offspring  views^ 
Admires  the  work,  not  confcious  of  their  u{c  r 
To  whom  the  father  faid,  Obferve  aright, 
Obfcrvc,  myfon,  theft  inftrumcnts  of  flight.  65 

In  vain  the  tyrant  ourefcape  retards. 
The  heavens  he- cannot,  all  but  heaven  he  guards  ; 
Though  earth  and  feas  elude  thy  father's  care, 
Thefe  wings  (hall  waft  us  through  the  fpacious  air. 
Nor  fliall  my  fon  ccl'eftial  figns  fiirvey,  ^9 

Far  from  the  radiant  Virgin  take  your  way  t 
Or  where  Bootes  the  chill'd  north  commands^ 
And  with  his  fauchion  dread  Orion  (lands  ; 
I'll  go  before,  me  ftill  retain  in  fight, 
Whcrc-c'cr  1  lead,  fccurely  make  your  flight.  75 

For 


Book  IL    0V1D*S   ART  OF  LOVE. 

For  flioutd  wc  Mpward  /har  too  new  the  fun, 

jDiJTdvM  with  heat,  the  liquid  wax  will  ruo  ? 

)r  near  ihc  leas  an  humbltr  flight  mainmijij 

>ur  plumes  will  fufftr  by  the  fleammg  miiti. 

medium  kcejJ^  lUc  winds  oblcrvc  aiight : 
riie  winds  will  aid  your  adi^ntsigcous  fitghr. 
ic  cauti<mM  thui^  and  tbui  inlomi*d  htm  long, 
U  caiL^ful  birds  iiiflruft  their  tender  voting  : 
riic  rpreadintr  mng^  then  to  hi?  fhouldurs  bmnd^ 
Jl*  body  poiii''d,  arid  rais'd  him  ft  urn  the  ground, 
h  cpar*d  for  fTighr,  his  a^ctl  arms  embrace 
Flic  tender  youth,  whilft  tear*  oVrfiow  hh  irace, 
hill  there  waij  from  whmcc  the  anstiou*  pair 
flayed  their  wings,  and  foith  tlicy  lanehM  iu  air** 
*Iovv  his  expanded  plume*  the  aj till  plies, 
legards  hh  fua,  and  le^ds  along  the  fkUs  ; 
fjca!i*d  witU  tlic  novdty  of  flK^hi^  the  boy 
oundii  in  the  air,  and  upward  fprings  witJi  joy. 
The  angler  views  them  from  the  dillant  rtrandj 
Mid  quits  ihc  labour  of  hit  trembling  band, 
dHjos  they  pafs,  and  Naxos  In  thuir  flight, 
Ind  Otlos,  whh  Apollo*?  pre  fence  bright, 
(o^v  on  their  ri^^ht  Lcbintlioi*  fliores  ibcy  found, 
m  fruitful  bkcs  anJ  fiiady  grovci  t«uc»wn*d, 
iThcn  die  afpiriiig  boy  forgot  hrc  fcarii 
laJl>  with  hot  youth  and  imcxpcricnc^d  yparj  s 
Upwards  hcfoar'd,  mainrjia*da  lufty  lliokef 
I  his  direfting  father*  way  forlbok, 
|3d  was,  of  heat  impatient,  meked  run^ 
E>r  ecu  Id  hb  Kingt  fultiiin  th^t  hhzt  of  fun. 
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From  heaven  be  views  the  fatal  depths  below, 

Whilll  killing  feanpievent  the  difiantblcm-. 

Hit  ftruggling  arms  now  no  afiiftance  find. 

Nor  poiie  the  body,  nor  receive  the  wind. 

Ftlling,  his  father  he  implores  in  vain,  1 19 

To  aid  his  flight,  and  finking  limbs  fuftain  i 

His  name  invokes,  till  the  expiring  (bund 

Far  in  the  floods  with  Icarus  was  drown 'd. 

The  parent  mourns,  a  parent  now  no  more. 

And  feeks  the  abfcnt  youth  on  every  (hoie ;  r  1  $ 

Where's  my  lov'd  fi>n,  my  Icarus !  he  cries  ; 

Say  in  what  diftant  region  of  the  Ikies, 

Or  faithlefs  clime,  the  youthful  wanderer  flies  ! 

Then  view*d  bis  pinions  fcatter  d  o'er  the  Hrearo, 

71)c  fnore  his  bones  receiv'd,  the  waves  his  name.     120 

Minos  with  wails  attempted  to  detain 

JIis  P/iTiir  t^utfts,  l>ut  did  attempt  in  vain: 

Yet  tiic  Wiflg'd  ^od  fi;ail  to  our  niks  fubmit. 

And  Cupid  yield  to  more  prevailing  wit. 

ThcfTcilian  arts  in  vain  raih  lovers  ufe,  125 

In  va:ri  with  drujs  the  fcomfui  maid  abufe : 
Tht  fivilfulft  potions  iacfieciual  prove, 
Ulcl'-i:  arc  magic  remedies  in  Icvc  : 
CoLid  charms  preva;-,  Circe  had  piov'd  her  art, 
AikJ  I'onii  Mcilca  lix'd  her  Jafon'*  Lcart.  130 

No;  rcniyt  with  phiUcrs  the  dilBair.ful  dame ; 
Tijcy  ra^c  infpiii-,  create  a  frantic  £aine  : 
AbiTain  t'lOin  k;jilr,  al4  vicio*Js  arts  remove, 
.\.vJ  iPaVe  you;  pi.iuoa  worthy  of  La  Icve. 

I  DiCruft 
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Diftruft  your  empty  form  and  boafted  faccj  135 

The  nymph  engage  a  thoufand  nobler  ways  : 
To  fix  her  vanquifh'd  heart  intirely  thine, 
Atconipli(h*d  graces  to  your  native  join. 
Beauty  's  but  frail,  a  charm  that  foon  decays^ 
Its  luftrc  fades  as  rolling  years  increafc, 
And  agcftill  triumphs  o'er  the  niin'd  face. 
This  truth  the  fair  but  ftiort-liv'd  lily  (hows. 
And  prickles  that  furvivc  the  faded  rofe. 
Learn,  lovely  boy,  be  with  inftru6lion  wife  ! 
Beauty  and  youth  mif-fpent  are  paft  advice.  145 

Then  cultivate  thy  mind  with  Wit  and  Fame, 
Thofe  lading  charms  furvive  the  funeral  fiame. 
With  arts  and  fciences  your  breaft  improve. 
Of  high  import  are  languages  in  love  : 
The  fam'd  UlylTes  was  not  fair  nor  young,  150 

But  eloquent  and  charming  with  his  tongue  : 
And  yet  for  him  contending  beauties  llrove. 
And  every  fea-nymph  fought  the  hero's  love, 
Calypfo  moum'd  when  he  forfook  her  ihores, 
And  with  fond  waves  detained  his  hafty  oan.  155 

Oft  (be  inquir'd  of  ruin'd  Ilium's  fate. 
Making  him  oft  the  wondrous  tale  relate  $ 
Which  with  fuch  grace  his  florid  tongue  could  finune, 
The  ftory  ftill  was  new,  tho'  ftill  the  fame. 
Now  ftanding  on  the  ihores,  again  declare,  160 

Calypfo  cry'd,  yourfam'd  exploits  in  war. 
He  with  a  wand,  a  (lender  wand  he  bore. 
Delineates  every  adUon  on  the  fhore. 

Here's 
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Here's  Troy,  fays  he,  then  draws  the  walls  in  (and  : 
There  Simois  flows,  here  my  battalions  ftand.  165 

A  field  there  was,  (and  then  dcfcribcs  the  field) 
Where  Dolon,  with  rewards  dcceiv'd,  we  kill'd. 
Juflthus  entrenched  imagine  Rhefus  lies, 
And  here  wc  make  his  warlike  ftecds  our  prize. 
Much  he  dcfcrib'd,  when  a  deftruclive  wave 
WafhM  ofFtlie  flcndcrTroy,  and  rolling  gave 
To  Rhefus  and  his  tents  one  common  grave. 
Long  with  delight  his  clwrming  tongue  Ihe  heard. 
The  well-rais'd  paflion  in  her  looks  appeared  : 

The  goddcfs  weeps  to  view  his  fprcading  fails,  175 

So  much  a  foldier  with  the  fcx  prevails. 

Diltrufl  thy  form,  fond  youth,  and  learn  to  know. 

There  *s  more  requir'd  in  love  than  empty  fhow. 

With  juft  difdain  fhc  treats  the  haughty  mind, 

Tis  complaifance  that  makes  a  beauty  kind.  x8o 

The  hawk  we  hate  that  always  lives  in  arms. 

The  raging  wolf  that  every  flock  alarms  : 

But  the  mild  fwallow  none  with  toils  infefts. 

And  none  the  foft  Chaonian  bird  molcfts. 

Debates  avoid,  and  rude  contention  ihun  ;  185 

A  woman  *s  with  fubmilfive  language  won. 

Let  the  wife  rail,  and  injur'd  hufband  fvvear. 

Such  freedoms  arcallow'd  the  marry'd  pair  : 

Difcord  and  flrife  to  nuptial  beds  belong. 

The  portion  juftifics  a  clamorous  tongue.  199 

With  tender  vows  the  yielding  maid  endear. 
And  let  her  only  fi^hs  and  wilhcs  hear. 

^  Cob- 
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Coottive  wiTh  woi'd*  and  a£Hon*  to  dcUglif, 

^Stilltharm  bcr  car,  aotl  ftill  oblige  her  fjgiit. 
I  no  inllr  vi6itM\s  to  the  nch  impartf 
f(2  need*  ttotf  thiif  prcfcnu^  my  uJl'kls  art: 
Phi*  l^ivinj^  Itivcr  's  hanvlfomcj  valiant,  wiic, 
f  ]i(  b^ppy  fcirtune  i%  akive  advice. 
1  to  the  (\ecdy  ling  j   liiQUgh  pot)rt  I  love, 
knd|  wanting  wtnlili,  with  melting  Unguagc  movt.  too 
lis  hmiout  ftm'm^  st  (luhborn  damlcr&  door  i 
'm  cauirious  taaffioiit,  licsaiifa  1  *tn  potn* 

|WitVi  plcsifmg  am  1  court,  with  aru  poJIcfi ; 
)r  if  1  'm  bauitteout,  'tU  >r  jiromilc*. 
^j&rag'd,  I  rufEcd  once  Gmnna**  hair. 
Long  waB  1  baniJL*il  byihe  injur'd  hin 
jong  muunvfijl  Eights  foi  tlvis  toniunri'daloaet 
Cf>r  coultl  my  tcaii  the  furious  maid  sitonep 

iplVccpio^;,  ihc  vovv'd,  a  fuit  yf  puint  1  tore; 
P^lft^ly  iHc  vmv'd,  but  I  muft  purchiifc  nioie. 
lake  tiQt  yout  guilty  iria^cr*.  cnaiK  yaurgwn, 
Silt  by  my  puniHunent  my  cuuj  iltuui 
eectjt  fuvy  from  her  fi^lit  jemove, 
alllim  kt  your  mill  re  r.  k  m>\v^  hut  Imx* 
Yet  if  tlic  haughty  nymph  *»  ujikuid  and  cfty, 
>r  fbuniv  y*jin  %ht ;    hate  patkucc,  ^nd  cnjgy. 

By  flmv  dtgjct*  wc  bend  the  Jtubbuin  bow ; 

JfVhat  force  rcfiftit  with  mi  uill  pliant  grow, 

p  %*am  we  ftcm  a  torrent^  t^pid  ftircc, 

lut  fwim  uitb  eiifc,  l        ^  with  jti  couifc. 

ly  gentler  .ift<  wc  Ik^  >  ecljiii 

Vodliotlt.    hull  I.   atii^ 
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Fiercely  Atlanta  o'er  the  fbrcft  rov'd, 

Cruel  and  wild,  and  yet  at  laft  (he  lov'd. 

Melanion  longdeplor'd  his  hopelefs  flame,  22  c; 

And,  weeping,  in  the  woods  purfued  the  fcomful  dame : 

On  his  fubmiflivc  neck  her  toils  he  wore. 

And  with  his  mifhrefs  chac'd  the  dreadful  boar, 

Arm'd  to  the  woods  I  bid  you  not  repair, 

Nor  follow  over  hills  the  favage  fair :  130 

My  foft  in  jun£bions  lefs  icvere  you  '11  Bnd, 

£afy  to  learn,  and  fram'd  tu  every  mind. 

Her  wiihcs  never,  nor  her  will  withftand  ;  | 

Submit,  you  conquer ;  ferve,  and  you  *11  command. 

Her  words  appro^'e,  deny  what  (he  denies ;  235       ■ 

Like, where  (he  likes;  and  where  (he  (corns,  de(pi(e.  J 

Laugh  when  (he  fmiles  :  when  (ad,  diflblve  in  tears  ;  ! 

Ltt  every  gcfture  fynipathize  with  hers.  j 

If  flic  delights,  as  women  will,  in  play. 

Her  ftakes  return,  your  ready  lofings  pay.  240 

\Vhcn  ilic  's  at  cardj,  or  rattling  dice  (he  throws,  i 

Connive  at  cheats,  and  gcncroufly  lo(c.  ! 

A  fmiling  winner  let  the  nymph  remain. 

Let  your  pleas'd  milhefs  every  conquell  gain. 

In  heat,  with  an  umbrello  ready  (band  ;  245        I 

When  walking,  offer  your  officious  hand.  j 

Her  trembling  hands,  though  you  fufhiin  the  cold,  ! 

Cherilh,  and  to  your  AXTirmer  bofom  hold. 

Think  no  inferior  office  a  di (grace; 

No  action,  that  a  mifhefi  gains,  is  ba(c.  2:0 

The  hero  that  eluded  Juno*s  fpite. 

And  c\cr)-  monf^  o'^^tsasft  vDL^^ht? 

'^^&at 
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That  pal^  fo  many  blwdy  labours  D'cr, 

And  w<fll  dcrcrv*d  thiJt  hctivVn  whofc  wpight  he  bore.- 


455 
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ilmidil  loiijan  tl»nill'ls  e^rdin^  A:ind«, 
A n d  £!i 3r(>!;  the  d i {} aff  vv i eh  ol ' cd t c nl  hati d 5 ; 
Jn  all  commands  tlic  hauglity  *iame  obeys  t 
And  who  difdains  to  ad  like  Ucrcides  > 
It  ihe  '*  at  law>  Iwr  fare  commtnd  the  kws, 
Sulicit  "With  the  judt^e*  or  plead  her  cawfe. 
V^'ith  patience  at  rhc  FiiTigti3tif>n  waiti 
Karl  y  appear,  attend  her  com  in  |j  I  l»c. 
\'\''henc'cr  fl^e  waiifs  a  mciTcnger*  a^av, 
iAnd  her  commands  \vith  flying  fcrt  obev. 
."U'hen  larc  from  firppcr  flic  **  retun>(ng  home, 
I  And  calls  her  fcrvsnc,  an  a  (ervant  come, 

be  for  ihc  countr)*  air  fttiits  from  lown^ 

ou  want  a  cfjach,  or  hoi fc,  ^vliy  fool  it  dcwci  ? 

et  nnt  the  fg  Itrv  fcafan  of  the  tear* 

lie  failing  fno^rs,  or  confi^iu  ram  detert  £70 

ove  i3i  a  wjjrfare  ;  nn  iL:n«ble  Onrh 

cm  ft  equal  contirmptihjii  in  ^Hith  : 
tl  both  are  u'aEchinirn,  d^icU,  ?inxiou»  cares, 

he  fr»t*iicr  ih\is^  ami  thus  itic  lover  fares  ; 

*ith  ram  he  's  <iirnch\l,  vsith  pkriiDg  tcmpcfls  iliAkciJ 
'And  on  the  coldc;  r.tnh  hi»  U>di.in^ fakes. 
FiiTic  CivBthat  Phcibus  kept  Admutus"  h^rtl  ; 
And  fOiiililv  in  an  Ilunibk  coiMgcfai'd; 
NofcrvdcofFicew  the  ^J  dcn>*d  1 
Id'&rn  This,  yc  love?s,  and  renounce  yourpiide, 

V/htn  rjfl  e\ciG  i%  to  vour  wi»thcls  hard, 

i  hen  iftcnr  dpijf  fyrus'ilt  ami  ^viinJow  huffl  1 
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The  roof  untile,  fomc  defpcrate  paffage  find  : 

You  cannot  be  too  bold  to  make  her  kind  : 

Oh,  how  (he  *ll  clafp  you  when  the  dangers  o'er,         285 

And  \'alue  your  deferving  pafl[k)n  more  ! 

Thus  through  the  boifterous  feas  Lcander  mor'd, 

Not  to  pofiefs,  but  fhew  how  much  he  lov*d. 

Nor  blufliing  think  how  low  you  condefccnd 
To  court  her  maids,  and  make  each  flave  your  friend  : 
Each  by  their  names  familiarly  falute, 
And  beg  them  to  promote  your  amorous  fuit. 
Perhaps  a  bribe 's  rcquir'd ;  your  bounty  (how. 
And  from  your  ilender  fortune  part  bcftow. 
A  double  bribe  the  chamber-maid  fecures  ;  295 

And  when  the  favorite  *s  gain'd,  the  fair  is  your's, 
She  *11  add,  to  e\'ery  thing  you  do,  a  grace. 
And  watdi  the  wanton  hours,  and  time  her  praife. 
When  fervants  merry  make,  and  feaft  and  play, 
Thtfn  give  herfomething  to  keep  holiday.  300 

Retain  them  every  one,  the  porter  mod. 
And  her  who  nightly  guards  the  happy  coail. 

I  no  profufe  nor  coftly  gifts  commend. 
But  choofc  and  time  it  well,  whate'er  you  fend. 
ProWdc  the  produ£t  of  the  early  year,  30;; 

And  let  your  boy  the  rural  prefent  bear ; 
Tell  her  *t\vas  frclh,  and  from  your  manor  brought, 
Though  dale,  and  in  the  fuburb  market  bouglit. 
The  firll  ripe  clufter  let  your  miftrcfs  eat, 
With  chefnuts,  melons,  and  fair  peaches  treat  :  3i> 

Some  larger  fifh,  or  choicer  fowl  prefent : 
They  recommend  your  paffion,  where  they  're  font. 

Tis 
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I'Tiit  with  thcri!  art!  thccliiltlklt'i  itiifcr's  cjiugbt, 

rimf*  furijic  Icpctci  arc  Uilely  bought : 

Jut  inay  Uu  nawicwirli  infinity  be  cwrft,  n5 

riuit  jirih^fu'd  tlwrm  on  iovcj  anil  womaa  llrftf 
Itj  under  Ibnnt'ti  jnoft  your  Bftfne  idicarlt, 

Im  U'lio,  at:in!   of  late  are  ttiovM  by  vurii:  ? 

/oitien  a  wealthy -tiicautig  i'oitS  sttiTiire, 

Lppjaud  your  wit|  bu£  cMly  ^ifta  roifulre.  |t9 

HiU  1$  the  ^o  Ilk  ft  ftgc^  fiiJ  w^rthip  eold, 

fonoimarc  [Jtin:hi**c],  Love  and  Ikaiity  ibld- 
lfiould  liunRr  cuitifl  with  his^  harmoniout  iniini 

kiTil  not  jiicjliitt  1  lumci  *it  Itjrii'd  out  ^^ttin. 

itm&  of  rhc  fcx  h^^t  fcnfcv  chcii  number  'i  (mAll;   fi  j 

^odignoiiint,  yet  vaiu  pretenders  all  : 
Platter  angbU  (mooth  trnpty  ^n^M  fwnd  i 

Pbcy  flldojii  fmk,  bitt  fmiml  and  rhy««r  commend. 

iluiukl  you  with  »rl  contpofccicb  poMlh'd  line, 

|i>J  lUdkc  bfir,  like  yoiii'  nutiiberi,  all  divine  i         |^o 

fct  ibc  11  a  ticat,  or  woiiblef*  toy  prefer 

To  all  th*  immorlttl  poct'i  boAffcd  Ciire* 
Buf  he  tbac  taveri  m  rcuia  her  heajt^ 

et  him  apply  his  flattery  with  art  i 

/itb  laftinj;  rapture*  i  ■    '  ittf 

And  make  her  fonia  r  pT»ifir, 

Purple  ctinuivcndt  wbeti  ihc  '»  m  purple  dicG'd; 
In  fc»rlet,  Isvcar  flic  lonki  in  iJJiikt  heU  t 
Array'd  in  gold,  her  gimccfu)  tnien  ^dore* 
Vowing  iholc  cyci  tranfccnd  ihc  iparl<,ltna  **rc,  |4« 

With  prudence  place  each  eomplmient  wri^ht, 
Tbou^b  ckd  in  erij^f  let  hoi»cly  ciiipc  delight. 

£(;^  La 
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In  r^rtcd  colours,  praifc  a  vary'd  drcfs ; 

In  night-cloaths,  or  commode,  let  either  pi  cafe. 

Or  when  (lie  combs,  or  when  ihc  cutis  her  hair,         343 

Consmcnd  her  curious  art  and  g^ailant  air. 

Singin^r*  her  voice,  dancing,  her  ftep  admire. 

Applaud  when  (he  defifts,  and  ft  ill  defire  : 

Let  all  her  words  and  adions  Avonder  raife. 

View  her  with  raptures,  and  with  raptures  praiie.      3  50 

Fierce  as  Mcdula  though  your  miftrefs  prove, 

Thcfc  arts  will  teach  the  ilubborn  beauty  love. 

Be  cautious  \ei\.  you  over>a£l  your  part. 
And  temper  your  hypocrify  with  art : 
Let  no  falfc  afVion  give  your  words  the  lie,  355 

For,  undccciv'd,  ihe  's  ever  after  (liy. 
In  Autumn  oft,  when  the  luxurious  year 
Purples  the  grape,  and  Ihows  the  vintage  near; 
When  fultry  heats,  when  colder  biafts  arife, 
And  bodies  ianguiih  with  incondant  (kics  :  360 

If  vitious  heaven  infefts  her  tender  veins. 
And  in  her  tainted  blood  feme  fever  reigns; 
Then  your  kind  vows,  your  pious  care  beftow. 
The  bleflings  you  expc6t  to  reap,  then  {^w  : 
Tiiink  nothing  naufcous  in  her  loath'd  difcafc,  365 

I'ut  with  your  ready  hand  contrive  to  pIcLfc  : 
Weep  in  her  fighr,  then  fonder  k»fles  give. 
And  let  her  burning  lips  your  tears  receive. 
Much  for  her  fnfcty  vov/,  but  louder  fpcak, 
Ltt  tlie  nymp)i  bear  the  lavilh  vows  you  make.  370 

As  health  rcr-irns,  \o  let  your  joys  appear. 
Of:  fmile  \\iihi.o|)c,  and  oft  confefs  your  fear. 

I  This 
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This  in  her  bread  remains,  thefe  pleafing  charms 

Secure  a  paflage  to  her  grateful  arms. 

Reach  nothing  naufcous  to  her  tafte  or  fight,  375 

OfEcious  only  when  you  moft  delight  ; 

Nor  bitter  draughts,  nor  hated  medicines  give; 

Let  her  from  rivals  what  fhc  loaths  receive. 

Thofc  profj-crous  winds  that  launch'd  our  bark  from  Ihore, 

When  out  at  Tea  affift  its  courfe  no  more  :  380 

Time  will  your  knowledge  in  our  art  improve. 

Give  llrcngth  and  vigour  to  your  forming  love. 

Tie  dreadful  bull  was  but  a  calf,  when  young ; 

The  lofty  oak  but  fiom  an  acorn  fprung  : 

From  narrow  fprines  the  nobleft  currents  flow,  3S5 

But  fwell  tlieir  floods,  and  fpread  them  as  tluy  go. 

Be  conveifant  with  love,  no  toils  refufe, 

And  conquer  all  fatigues  with  frequent  ufc. 

Still  let  her  hear  your  fighs,  your  paffion  view. 

And  night  and  day  the  flying  maid  purfuc.  390 

Then  paufc  awhile  ;  by  fallow  fields  we  ^ain  ; 

A  thirfty  foil  receives  the  wtlcomc  rain. 

rhvllis  was  calm  while  with  Demophoon  bkfs'd, 

His  abfcnce  wounded  moft  her  raging  brtaft  : 

Thus  his  chafte  confoit  for  UlyfTes  buin'd,  395. 

And  Laodamia  thus  her  ablcnt  hufbaud  mourn'd  : 

With  fpced  return,  you  Vcruin'd  by  delays, 

Some  happy  youth  may  foon  fupply  your  place. 

When  Spaita'Ji  prince  was  from  his  Helen  gons, 

Could  Helen  be  content  to  lie  alone  ?  400 

She  in  his  bed  reccivM  her  amorous  gucft. 

And  nightly  clafp'd  him  to  I'cr  panting  bitail. 

E  c  3  Ur-tliinl.ing 
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Unthinking  cuckold,  to  a  proverb  blind  ! 

What,  trull  a  beau  and  a  fair  wife  behind  ? 

Let  furious  hawks  thy  trembling  turtles  keep,  405 

And  to  the  mountain  wolves  commit  thy  fhepp  : 

Helen  is  guihlefs,  and  her  lover's  crime 

But  what  yourielf  would  stGt  another  time  ? 

The  youth  was  preffing,  the  dull  hufband  gone. 

Let  every  woman  make  the  cafe  her  own  :  416 

Who  could  a  prince,  by  Venus  fent,  rcfufc  ? 

The  cuckold's  negligence  is  her  cxcufe. 

But  ntjt  die  foaming  boar  whom  (pears  furroundy 
Revenging  on  the  dogs  his  mortal  wound, 
Nor  lioncfs,  whofe  young  receive- the  brcaft, 
Nor  viper  by  unwary  footftcps  prcft ; 
"Nor  drunkard  by  th*  Aonian  gdd  pofleft, 
Tranfcend  the  woman's  rage,  by  fury  led, 
To  find  a  rival  in  her  injur'd  bed. 

With  fire  and  fword  flie  flies,  the  frantic  dame  420 

Difdains  the  thoughts  of  tendernefs  or  fliamc. 
Her  offspring's  blood  enrag'd  Medea  fpilt, 
A  cruel  mother,  for  the  father's  guilt. 
And  Progne's  unrelenting  fur}'  proves, 
That  dire  revenge  purfues  neglected  loves .  42  5 

Where  facred  tics  of  honour  are  deftroy'd. 
Such  errors  cautious  lovers  muft  avoid. 
Think  not  my  precepts  conftancy  enjoin, 
Venus  avert !  far  nobler  *s  my  defign. 
At  large  ^njoy,  conceal  your  paflion  well,  430 

^or  ufe  the  modilh  V'anity  to  tell : 

Avoid 


} 


Book  II.    OVID'S  ART  OF    LOVE.    413 

Avoid  prcfcnting  of  fufpeftcd  toys, 

Nor  to  an  hour  confine  your  raricd  joys  : 

Defert  the  (h'adcs  you  did  frequent  before, 

Nor  make  them  confcious  to  a  new  amour.  43$ 

The  nymph,  when  flic  betrtkys,  diOains  your  guilt, 

And,  by  fuch  falfehood  taught,  flic  learns  to  jilt. 

While  with  a  wife  Atrides  livM  content. 

Their  loves  were  mutual,  and  flie  innocent  r 

But  when  inflam'd  with  every  charming  face,  440 

Her  lewdncfs  ftill  maintained  an  equal  pace. 

Chryfcs,  as  fame  had  told  her,  prayM  in  vain. 

Nor  could  by  gifts  his  dlptive  girl  obtain  j 

Mournful  Brifcis,  thy  complaints  flie  heard. 

And  how  his  lull  the  tedious  war  deferr*d.  445 

This  tamely  heard,  but  with  rcfcntment  vicw'd 

The  vi61:or  by  his  beauteous  flave  (libducd  : 

With  rage  flie  faw  her  own  negleftcd  charms, 

And  took  -^gifthus  to  her  injured  arms.. 

To  luft  and  fliame  by  his  example  led,  450 

Who  durft  fo  openly  profane  her  bed. 

What  you  conceal,  her  more  obicrving  eye 
Perhaps  betrays  :  with  oaths  the  faft  deny  j 
And  boldly  give  her  jealoufy  the  lie  ; 
Not  too  fubmiflive  feem,  nor  orcr-kind  ;  45^ 

Thefe  are  the  fymptoms  of  a  guilty  mind  : 
But  no  carcflcs,  no  endearments  (pare, 
Enjoyment  pacifies  the  angry  fair. 

There  arc,  that  ilrong  provoking  potions  praiie, 
And  nature  with  pernicious  medicines  raife  :  460 

E  c  4  Nor 
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Nor  drugs,  nor  herbs,  will  what  you  fancy  prove. 

And  I  pronounce  them  poifonous  all  in  love. 

Some  pepper  bi  uis*d  with  feeds  of  nettles  join. 

And  clary  flccp  in  bowls  of  mellow  wine  : 

Venus  is  moilaverie  toforc'd  delights,  465 

Extorted  flames  pollute  her  genial  rites ; 

With  fiflies  fpawn  thy  feeble  nerves  recruit, 

And  with  eringo's  hot  falacious  root : 

The  goddefs  worlhip^d  by  th*  Erycian  fwains 

Mcgara's  white  Ihallot,  fo  faint,  difdains.  470 

New  eggs  they  take,  and  honey's  liquid  juice. 

And  leaves  and  apples  of  the  pine  infufe. 

Prefcribe  no  more,  my  Mufe,  nor  medicines  gi\'e: 

Beauty  and  youth  need  no  provocative. 

You  that  conccal'd  your  fecret  crimes  before,        475 
Proclaim  them  now,  now  publilh  each  amour. 
Nor  tax  me  with  inconftancy  j  we  find 
The  driving  bark  requires  a  veering  wind  : 
Now  northern  blafts  we  court,  now  fouthern  gales, 
Anci  every  point  befriends  our  (hif:cd  fails.  480 

Thus  chariot-drivers  with  a  flowing  rein 
Dire6l  their  deeds,  then  curb  them  in  again. 
Indulgence  oft  corrupts  the  faithlefs  dame, 
Secure  from  rivals  fhe  ncgle£ls  yc/ur  flame  ; 
The  mind  without  variety  is  cioy'd,  48^ 

And  naufcates  pleafures  it  has  long  enjoyM. 
But  as  a  fire,  whofe  wafted  ftrength  declines. 
Converts  to  allies,  and  but  faintly  fhines  ; 
When  fulphur  'b  brought,  the  fprcading  flames  return. 
And  gluwiiv^  tmott^NNAVVxl^t^W^^iu^^  •.  ^,jo 
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A  rival  thus  th'  ungrateful  maid  reclaims. 

Revives  dcfirc,  and  feeds  her  dying  flames : 

Oft  make  her  jealous,  give  your  fondnefs  o'er. 

And  teaze  her  often  with  fome  new  amour. 

Happ)^  th:  ice  happy  youth,  with  plcafurcs  bicft. 

Too  great,  to  cxcjuifite  to  be  cxpreft. 

That  view 'ft  the  anguiih  of  her  jealous  brcaft ! 

Whene'er  thy  guilt  the  flighted  beauty  knows, 

She  fwoons  I  her  voice,  and  then  her  colour  goes. 

Oft  would  my  furious  nymph,  in  burning  rage,        500 

Aifault  my  locks,  and  with  her  nails  engage; 

Then  how  (he  'd  weep,  what  piercing  glances  caft  ! 

And  vow  to  hate  the  pcrjur*d  wretch  at  laft. 

Let  not  your  miftrcfs  long  your  falfchood  mourn  : 

Neglcflcd  fondnefs  will  to  fury  turn.  505 

But  kindly  clafp  her  in  your  arms  again, 

And  on  your  brcaft  her  drooping  head  fuftain  : 

Whilft  weeping  kifs,  amidft  her  tears  enjoy. 

And  with  exccfs  of  blifs  her  rage  deftroy. 

Let  her  awhile  lament,  awhile  complain,  510 

Tlien  die  with  pleafure,  as  (lie  dy'd  with  pain. 

Enjoyment  cures  her  with  its  powerful  charms. 

She  '11  fign  a  pardon  in  your  a£live  arms. 

Firft  nature  lay  an  undigefted  mafs, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  wore  one  common  face  :    515 
Then  vaulted  heaven  was  fram'd,  waves  earth  indos'd  j 
And  Chaos  was  in  beauteous  form  difpos'dj 
The  beads  inhabit  woods,  the  birds  the  air. 
And  to  the  floods  the  fcaly  fry  repair. 
Mankind  alone  enjoy'd  no  certain  place,  ^^cj 

On  lapinc  liv'd,  a  rude  un^jolv^V  d  ^<i^\ 
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Caves  were  their  houies,  herbs  their  food  and  bed, 

Whilft  each  a  favage  from  the  other  fled. 

Love  firft  difann'd  the  fiercenefs  of  their  mind. 

And  in  one  bed  the  men  and  women  Join*d.  525 

The  youth  was  eager,  but  unlkilPd  in  joy. 

Nor  was  the  unexperienc'd  virgin  coy  ! 

They  knew  no  court{hip„  no  inflruftor  found. 

Yet  they  cnjoy*d,  and  blefsM  the  pleadng  wound. 

The  birds  with  conforts  propagate  their  kind,  530 

And  fporting  fifti  their  finny  beauties  find  : 

In  amorous  folds  the  wanton  fcrpents  twine. 

And  dogs  with  their  falacious  females  join. 

The  lufty  bull  delights  his  frilking  dames. 

And  more  lafcivious  goat  her  male  inflames.  535 

Mares  furious  grow  with  love,  their  boundaries  force. 

Plunging  through  waves  to  meet  the  neighing  horfe. 

Goon,   brave  youth,  thy  generous  vigour  try. 

To  the  refcnting  maid  this  charm  apply  s 

Love's  foftening  pleafures  every  grief  remove,  ^40 

There  *s  nothing  that  can  can  make  your  peace  like  love. 

From  drugs  and  philtres  no  redrefs  you  *11  find. 

But  nature  with  your  miftrefs  will  be  kind. 

The  love  that 's  unconftrain'd  will  long  endure, 

Machaon's  art  was  falfe,  but  mine  is  fure,  1^45 

Whillt  thus  I  fung,  inflam'd  with  nobler  fire, 
I  heard  the  great  Apollo's  tuneful  lyre  ; 
His  hand  a  branch  of  fpreading  laurel  bore. 
And  on  his  head  a  laurel  wreath  he  wore  j 
Around  Re  caft  difiufive  rays  of  light,  e;o 

Confeflins  ^^  ^^  V^^  Vi\^^M»as!L^^^% 


30KIL    OVlD*S    ART    OF    LOVE. 
Thou  iTtaftffr  of  Iftfcivkyus  aytij  he  f^idt 
To  my  frcquQTitpd  fane  tliy  pupils  lead  t 
And  there  infcribc  in  dtaraOcrs  of  gold. 
This  celebrated  feiitcBCC  yyu  *ll  behold  p  ^ 

Firft  know  yourfclf  i  who  to  liimfcif  is  kfiovvq. 
Shall  love  with  condu^,  and  lua  wi flies  anwQ, 
Where  Nature  has  a.  handfQrnc  tacc  bellow 'd. 
Or  graceful  Ihapc,  let  berth  be  of t^n  fhow*d  : 
I^r  men  of  wit  and  humour  faience  (huHp 
The  artiH  ling,  and  foldjcr  hluflcr  on  : 
Of  long  h;iriivguc5,  yc  cloqutni,  take  htxd. 
Nor  thy  dam nM  works ^  diou  testing  pott,  read, 
Tliyi  Phrobus  fpake  :  A  juit  tihtdk-ncc  give, 
Andthcfi:  injun^tioria  from  a  go^^^w^tvo, 

1  myfterteft  unfold  ;  lo  my  ndvke 
Ancod,  yc  vulgar  lovers,  and  pxiw  mih. 
The  thrifing  grain  in  barvefl  often  faiUt 
Oft  profp'rom  wind^  turn  ad v eric  to  mir  fails : 
F«w  are  the  pJeafure&,  though  the  lalh  ftrc  grcac  t     IT^J 
With  patience  muft  fubmHlive  lot^cr*  waic. 
What  hi* ret  on  Athof »  beei  oit  El jbU  f«ed. 
Or  bt:rrici  on  th«  drcllog  Wy  breed  t 

I  A  St  flieUt  on  findy  fltorun,  *»*  i  % 

So  numerous  are  the  fuic  fiitir  -.  I 

The  l«dy  *i  gone  abroad^  you  re  toid  ;  thougU  recn, 
Diftruft  your  eyei,  believe  her  not  Widiiii* 
Wcr  Jodgingf  on  tlie  profTtiiM  ivigbt  *m  cldcf 
Refeni  it  not,  but  on  the  earth  repofc. 
Her  imid  will  cry,  with  an  infulting  tone,  ^%q 

Wliat  nukei  you  iauata  hcta }  you  (w,  be  goiiCi 
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With  moving  words  the  cruel  nymph  intreat. 
And  place  your  garland  on  the  bolted  gate. 
Why  do  1  light  and  vulgar  precepts  ufe  ? 
A  nobler  fubjeft  now  infpires  my  Muie  :  5S5 

Approaching  joys  I  fing;  ye  youdisdraw  neao 
Li  den  ye  happy  lovers  and  give  ear : 
The  labour  *s  great,  and  daring  is  my  fong. 
Labours  and  great  attempts  to  Love  belong* 
As  from  the  facred  oracles  of  Jove  590 

Receive  thefe grand  myfterious  truths  in  Love. 
Look  down  when  fhe  the  ogling  fpark  invites. 
Nor  touch  the  confcious  tablets  when  ihe  writes. 
Appear  not  jealous,  though  (he  's  much  from  home. 
Let  her  at  pleafure  go,.unqueftion*d  come.  595 

This  crafty  hufbands  to  their  wives  permit. 
And  Icam,   when  fhe  *s  cngag'd,  to  wink  at  it. 
I  my  own  frailties  modeftly  confefs  ; 
And,  blulhing,  give  thofe  precepts  I  tranfgrefs  ; 
Shall  I,  with  patience,  the  known  fignal  hear,  600 

Retire,  and  leave  a  happy  rival  there  ! 
What  !  tamely  fuffci  the  provoking  wrong. 
And  be  afraid  to  ufe  my  hands  or  tongue  ! 
Corinna's  hufband  kifs'd  her  in  my  fight; 
I  beat  the  faucy  fool,  and  fciz'd  my  right.  605 

I  like  a  fury  for  my  nymph  engage, 
And  like  a  mad-man,  when  I  mifs  her,  rage. 
My  paflion  ftill  prevails,  convinc'd  I  yield  I 
He  that  fubmits  to  this  is  better  fkill'd. 

Expofe  not,  though  you  find  her  guilty  flame,        610 
Left  flic  abandon  modt^N  vcA  <5aaswt  v 
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Conceal  her  faults,  no  fccret  crimes  upbraid  j 

Nothing  *s  fo  fond  as  a  fufpcdled  maid, 

Dilcovcrd  love  incrcafes  with  defpair. 

When  both  alike  the  guilt  and  fcandal  fliare :  615 

AH  Icnlcof  modclty  they  lofe  in  time, 

W'hilft  each  encourages  the  other's  crime. 

In  heaven  this  ftory  's  fam'd  above  the  reft, 
Amongft  th*  immortal  drolls  a  {landing  jeft  : 
How  Vulcan  two  tranfgreffing  lovers  caught,  620 

And  every  god  a  pleas'd  fpcftator  brought. 
Great  Mars  for  Venus  felt  a  guilty  flame, 
Ntglcfled  war,  and  own'd  a  lover's  name; 
To  his  defircs  the  Queen  of  Love  inclin'd  j 
No  nymph  in  heaven  *s  fo  willing,,  none  fo  kind,        625 
Oft  the  lafcivious*fair,  with  fcomful  pride, 
Would  Vulcan's  foot  and  footy  hands  deride. 
Yet  both  with  decency  their  paflion  bore. 
And  modeftlyconcc-al'd  the  clofc amour. 
But  by  the  fun  bctray'd  in  their  embrace, 
(For  what  dcapes  the  fun's  obferving  rays  ?) 
He  told  th*  affronted  god  of  his  difgrace. 
Ah  foolifh  fun  !  and  much  unfkill'd  in  love 
Thou  hafl  an  ill  example  fet  above  ! 
Never  a  fair  offending  nymph  bttray,  635 

She'll  gratefully  oblige  you  every  way: 
The  crafty  fpoufe  around  his  bed  prepares 
Nets  that  deceive  the  eye,  and  fecret  fnares  : 
A  journey  feigns,  th'  impatient  lovers  met, 
And  naked  were  czpos'd  in  Vulcan's  net.  640 

Tlvft 
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The  gods  deride  the  criminals  in  chains. 

And  fcarce  from  tears  the  Queen  of  Love  refrains  r 

Kor  could  her  hands  conceal  her  guilty  face. 

She  wants  that  cover  for  another  place. 

To  furly  Mars  a  gay  fpe£lator  faid,  <l45  * 

Why  fo  uneafy  in  that  env  y'd  bed  ? 

On  me  transfer  your  chains ;    I  *U  freely  ceme 

For  your  releafe,  and  fuficr  in  your  room. 

At  length,  kind  Neptune,  freed  by  thy  defircs,  "\ 

Mars  goes  for  Crete,  to  Paphos  Ihe  retires,  .         Lj 

Their  loves  augmented  with  revengeful  (ires  j  /         J 

Now  convcifant  with  infamy  and  ihame, 

They  fet  no  bounds  to  tlicir  licentious  flame. 

Bur,  honcft  Vulcan,  what  was  thy  pretence. 

To  a6^  fo  much  unlike  a  god  of  fcnfe  >  655 

They  fm  in  publick,  you  the  (hame  repent, 

Convinc'd  that  loves  increafe  with  punifliment. 

Though  in  your  power,  a  rival  ne'er  expofe, 

Ne\'er  his  intercepted  joys  difclofe  : 

This  I  command,  Venus  commands  the  (ame,  660 

Who  hates  the  fnarcs  fhe  once  fuftain'd  with  fhamc. 
What  impious  wretch  will  Ceres'  rites  ex][:ofc. 

Or  Juno's  folemm  myfteries  difclofe  ! 

His  witty  torments  Tantalus  dcfcrves. 

That  thirds  in  waves,  and  viewing  banquets  fiarvcs.  665 

But  Venus  moft  in  fccrecy  delii:hts  j 

Away,  ye  bablers,  from  her  filcnt  rites  ! 

No  pomp  hermyiieries  attends,  no  noifc  ! 

No  founding  brafs  ^ roclaiius  the  latent  joys  I 

With 
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With  folded  arm»  the  happy  pair  poffcfi, 

N<>r  fljotilil  the  fond  betraying  tflogue  confcrt 

Thofcrapturci,  tvbich  no  language  can  cxprefs. 

"XVhco  n^kinJ  Vcoit*  cull  her  ix)bcs  Jiikle, 

Tlw  piJrt«  oMccnc  litrr  It&nds  iixtcndcd  liiiir  t 

jJti  ffirl  on  pmp«y,atii»g  besfli  wiligatc^ 

But  hi^R^s  liur  lit'id,  ami  tiiitss  aivay  ber  fHce, 

W'c  darken *d  l>cds  and  doors  for  Jwc  provide  j 

"What  n.iturt  en  a  nut,  decent  h^bit*  hide, 

Jrovc  darknefN  Cfji-trt^i  at  moJt  a  g[imRi«ring  light, 

Toraife  oitrjovs,  and  juft  oblige  the  fjght- 

Erc  Imppy  men  benc;ich  a  roof  were  hid, 

W'bcn  oaks  provrdcd  them  with  food  and  ft\adci 

Some  gloomy  cave  recciv'd  thenafitdn  pair ; 

For  It^httou  mejdcil,  iincl  tmUmdod  ak  * 

From  publk  view  ihcy  decently  rciir*d, 

And  fccrc^tly  pcrfsirmM  v^hat  love  \nfyit*t\, 

fimv  fcai  CC  a  ntodifh  fop  about  the  town. 

But  bo!if!»  with  whom,  how  oft,  and  wHeti:  'd*'ii  done 

They  taflc  no  pJcafure,  rclifli  no  dcllj^hi, 

TiUtltcy  recount  what  j>ar9*d  tlic  hnppy  n»ght» 

But  men  of  hotiour  aiivay  i  thi^uiv-lu  n  tiafc. 

To  prnftitutccach  kinder  nymphs  embrace  i 

To  bhh  her  fvune,  and  vainly  hurt  his  own, 

I      And  fumith  fcandal  for  a  lewd  kiijpoon^ 

^  And  here  I  mull  fome  gmhy  »tt*  aecufe^ 

^■And  dUinKcnuout  fhiftit  ihatloyer«  ufc, 

^■Towrring  ttic  thafte,  and  innni 

^^Vhen  long  rep u  1  sM ,  tlicy  fi n l!  , .  i  ihl^  vai n 

'      Her  chara^r  with  infamy  they  ixata  t 
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Deny'd  her  perfon,  they  debauch  her  fame,  700 

And  brand  her  innocence  with  public  fhame. 

Go,  jealous  fool,  the  injur'd  beauty  guard. 

Let  every  door  be  lock'd,  and  window  barf  d  ! 

The  fufiering  nymph  remains  expos'd  to  wrong ; 

Her  name  's  a  proftitute  to  every  tongue:  705 

For  malice  will  with  joy  the  lie  receive. 

Report,  and  what  it  wiflics  true,  believe. 

With  care  conceal  whatever  defefts  you  find. 
To  all  her  faults  feem  like  a  lover  blind. 
Is'aked  Andromeda  when  Pcrfeus  \'iew'd,  710 

He  fawher  faults,  but  yet  pronounc'd  them  good, 
Andromache  was  tall,  yet  feme  report 
HerHe6lor  was  fo  blind,  he  thought  her  (hort. 
At  firft  what 's  naufeous,  leffens  by  degrees. 
Young  loves  are  nice,  and  difficult  to  pleafe.  715 

The  infant  plant,  that  beais  a  tender  rind, 
Uccls  to  and  fro  with  every  breath  of  wind  : 
But  Ihooting  upward  to  a  tree  at  lai>, 
It  ftcms  the  ftorm,  and  brav€s  the  ftrongcfl  blaft. 
Time  will  defe6ls  and  blemilhes  endear,  720 

And  make  them  lovely  to  your  eyes  appear: 
Unufual  fcents  at  firft  may  give  offence  ; 
Time  reconciles  them  to  the  vanquiih'd  fenfe  : 
Her  vices  foften  with  fome  kinder  phrafe  j 
]f  (he  is  fvvarthy  as  the  negro's  face, 
Call  it  a  graceful  brown,  and  that  complexion  praiie. 
The  ruddy  lafs  muft  be  like  Venus  fair, 
Oi  like  Miner\'a  that  has  yellow  l^ir. 

If 
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If  pale  and  meagre,  prailc  her  fhapc  and  youth, 
Ad^ive  when  fmall,  when  grofs»  (he  's  plump  and  fmooth. 
Every  cxccfs  by  foftening  terms  difiruifc, 
And  in  feme  neighbouring  virtue  hide  cacli  vice. 

Nor  alk  her  age,  confult  do  rcgiftcr, 
Under  whofc  reign  fiic  's  born,  or  what 's  the  year ! 
If  fading  youth  checkers  her  hair  with  white,  7  5  S 

Experience  makes  her  pcrfedl  in  delight ; 
In  her  embrace  iublimcr  joys  are  found, 
A  fruitful  foil,  and  cultivated  ground  ! 
The  hours  enjoy  whilll  youth  and  pleafures  lad. 
Age  hurries  on,  and  Death  purfucs  too  fad.  740 

Or  plough  the  Teas,  or  cultivate  the  land. 
Or  wield  the  fword  in  thy  adventurous  hand  : 
Or  much  in  love  thy  nen'ous  ftrength  employ^ 
Kmbrr.rc  the  fair,  the  grateful  maid  enjoy  ; 
Plcafure  and  wealth  reward  thy  plcafing  pains,  74 j 

The  hiixjur  's  great,  hut  greater  far  the  gains* 
Add  their  cxpci  It  ncc  in  affairs  of  love, 
For  years  and  pra^licc  do  alike  improve; 
T'lkir  aits  iei«alr  the  injuries  of  time. 
And  ftill  prell-rvc  ihcin  in  their  charming  prime  :      7^% 
III  vary'd  ways  they  act  the  pleafure  o'er, 
Not  pi^.iurM  pofiurcs  caninllruft  you  more. 
They  want  no  couiiHiip  to  provoke  delight. 
But  meet  your  wairath  with  eager  appetite  : 
Give  me  enjoyment,  when  the  willing  dame  75$ 

Glows  with  deUres,«ind  burns  with  equal  flame. 
I  love  to  hear  the  foft  ti-anfporting  joys, 
The  frequent  fighs,  the  ten^Ier  murmuring  voice : 

F£  •^•^ 
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To  fee  her  eyes  with  vary'd  plcafure  move. 

And  all  the  Dymph  confefs  the  power  of  love.  769 

Mature  *s  not  thus  indulgent  to  the  young, 

Thefc  joys  alone  to  riper  years  belong  : 

Who  youth  enjoys,  drinks  crude  unready  wine. 

Let  age  your  girl  and  fprightly  juice  refine, 

Mello>v  their  fweets,  and  make  the  tafte  divine.    765  j 

To  Helen  \vho*d  Uermione  prefer. 

Or  Gorge  think  beyond  her  mother  fair : 

But  he  that  covets  the  experienced  dame, 

Shall  CTOvm  bis  joys,  and  triumph  in  his  flame. 

One  confcious  bed  receives  the  happy  pair :  770        ' 

Retire,  my  Mixfe ;  the  door  demands  thy  care.  I 

What  charming  words,  what  tender  diings  are  (aid! 
What  language  flows  without  thy  u(elei«  aid  ! 
There  fliall  the  roving  hand  employment  find, 
Inipire  new  flames,  and  make  ev'n  virgins  kind.       77} 
Thus  Hcftor  did  Andromache  delight. 
He 6ior  in  love  viftorious,  as  in  fight. 
When  weary  from  the  field  Achilles  came. 
Thus  witli  delays  he  rais'd  Brifcis'  flame* 
Ah,  could  thofe  arms,  thoie  fawl  hands  delight,       780 
Inrpire  kind  thoughts,  andraife  thy  appetite! 
CouldTtthou,  fond  maid,  becharm'd  with  his  erabracc, 
JltoliiM  with  the  blood  of  half  thy  rox-al  race  ? 

Nor  yet  with  fpccd  the  fleeting  pleafures  waftc, 
^:*:il  moderate  your  love's  impetuous  hafte  :  7S5 

The  bElhrul  virgin,  thouirh  appearing  coy, 
Deui-XiS  your  hand,  ant' '         ^hc  :^rotfcr'd  joy* 

The* 
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LThen  view  her  t:)'e?  ivith  humid  Itiftrc  lirfrjlit, 
ipaiklmgwiih  rage,  and  trtinliling  wirli  tldightt 
Icr  kind  compjaims,  her  mi- lung  accents  hear, 
The  eye  lliecharmsi  and  wounds  the  litkning  enr. 
Jtfcit  not  then  the  clafping  n  j^mph'i  cmbmcc, 
iut  with  her  love  maintsm  an  ctjual  pace  : 
taiic  10  iKr  heights  the  tranfportfc  q(  your  foul^ 
ind  fly  united  to  the  happy  goal, 
yhCtrs'ii  ^hcft:  precepu  when  with  Ieifui%  bkf^, 
^o  Ehreafcning  fenri  your  private  houn  moleft ; 
/hen  danger  'i  ncAfg  your  a£livc  force  employ, 
bid  urge  with  eager  fpced  the  Uafly  joy  : 
Then  pty  yo^r  (lurKt  ih«^n  pra^fe  Hm  «)dvice^ 
'And  itrain  with  whip  and  fpur,  to  *jaln  the  priie. 
The  work  'h  con^pkcc:  triunriphanc  paliiia  piej.)tii^ 
L_^'irh  flowery  wteathsi  adorn  my  flowing  haij » 
^B^»  Co  the  Grciekx  wai  Foddiriui*  ajt« 
^BTo  heul  with  ttiedidDCi  the  Bffli6>^  pnit  * 
^pJtiitoj'i  advice,  AchilleV  ajmi  in  fit  Id, 
~      A  utituif don  for  thiirim-di  wing  fktii'd  * 
As  Chikhw  could  cxpLiin  tli«  my^ic  binSt 
Xad  TcUmoji  could  wield  the  bi jodilh'd  fwoi d  t 
^^uch  10  the  town  my  fiimM  m(trtjOioni  prove, 
^^po  much  am  1  iicnawn^d  for  artji  of  love; 
^iWe  every  youth  fJiftU  pmifc,  txtn]  mv  ntime, 
I       Jind  o'er  the  Plobe  diflfufc  my  lui^uw  firmc* 
l|A«rms  provide  M^iinO  the  feomful  f;tli ; 
^Hl}u«  Vulcin  urni*d  Achilles  for  the  war, 
^H^hitever  youth  (Ml  with  injf  M  o*crcome, 
^^nd  Itpud  ih  Ajnaioa  In  trutmph  ho 


436  YALDEK'S    POEMS. 

Let  him  that  conquers,  and  enjoys  the  dame. 
In  gratitude  for  his  in(fa*u£^ed  flame, 
Infcribe  the  fpoils  with  my  aufpicious  name. 
The  tender  girls  my  precepts  next  demand : 
Them  I  commit  to  a  more  ikilful  hand.  822 
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AN   ESSAY  ON   THE   CHARACTER   OP 

SIR   WILLOUGHBY    ASTON, 
LATE  OF  ASTON  IN  CHESHIRE,  1704. 


TO  THE  LADY  CREWE  OF  UTKINTON. 

MADAM, 

AS  when  the  eagle,  \vith  a  parent's  love. 
Prepares  her  young  to  vifit  realms  above  : 
With  heaven's  full  luftre  flie  allures  him  on, 
Firft  to  admire,  and  then  approach  the  fun  ; 
Unweary'd  he  furvcys  the  orb  of  light,  ^ 

.Charm'd  by  the  objeft  to  maintain  his  flight. 

To  you  th*  afpiring  Mufe  her  labour  brings. 
Thus  tries  its  fate,  and  thus  expands  her  wings  : 
Tempted  to  gaze  on  your  aufpicious  light. 
This  hafty  birth  to  you  dire6b  its  flight  j  so 

The  beauties  of  your  mind  tranfported  views. 
Admiring  fings,  and  pleas'd  her  flight  purfucs. 

Permit t\\efe\oo&,  >Mi^tk\<fcL*d  lines  to  claim 
Tbt  kind  i^ioVfcScioii  ol  ^wxi  ^^K.\:s.%\iasaR.\ 
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TJift  H|^hvoid  0foraameiit$,  andevcrygracc,  15 

Accept  die  piece,  as  f acred  to  your  race. 

%\  here  you  bcliold  your  grcHt  forefathers  f:tmc, 
1  And  trace  iht  fprings  from  wbiincc  your  virtues  came: 
I  Survey  the  triunaphs,  and  die  hooours  view, 
riiat  by  along  dcfcent  devolve  on  you. 
lo  vain  the  Mufe  her  vanquiflfd  pen  dimes, 
f  Where  usesthaufted  ftores  of  beauty  rife  r 
'  Lun^uid  and  faint  her  labours  muft  appear^ 

iV'^hilil  you  tr*Lnfcend  her  faireft  character. 

^0^ bright  in  you  your  father*s  graces  flnnc. 

And  all  ihc  virtues  of  your  ancient  I  me  ; 

Ti  at  tion«:  with  pkafure  can  the  copy  viciVp 

W'tuUt  ihc  original  furvivcs  in  you* 
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'tTTHATman  renown'd  I  what  Briufli  worthy*s 
'  ^     Jnfpiie*  the  Mufc  !    and  con  ft  crates  her  Jay 
Eccord  thy  Aftoft's  celebrated  name, 

ipifplay  bis  vittues,  andtranfmit  hi*  fame, 
JlVul^rkms  a£ijon»  10  thy  cait  belong. 
And  form  the  beatilica  of  heroic  fon/,  : 
fimt  e'er  Apptaf'd  with  fo  itinneiife  a  ftore, 
Kor  ever  grac'd  harmonious  nurobera  more. 

l^or  fiain,  my  M^ile,  vi  itU  thy  offidoui  t&^i, 
1^^  \H\g\it  cx,implc  for  ruccctJing  years  t 

IWViihl  others  in  dtjcfled  notes  ct)mp!;un» 
Sublime  (^y  fong,  Attempt  a  nobler  tl/iiin* 
Willi  vcd'cAfruaj^e  his  pious  ojj-rpring's  tare, 
Ami  calm  tU  furrows  of  the  wecjMo^  fair  i 
^ Ff3 
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I>irpel  the  (hades  that  fate  untimely  fpread,  ij 

ArA  ceafe  to  moiirn  for  die  immortal  dead. 

Where  out-ftrctch'd  Britain  in  die  ocean  's  loft. 
And  Dec  and  rapid  Mercy  bound  the  coaft ; 
There  hills  arife  with  fylTan  hononn  crownM, 
There  fruitful  Tales  and  fhady  ftreams  aboimd,  s9 

Not  Median  groresv  not  Tempers  boaftcd  plain. 
Nor  where  Paclolus'  iands  inrich  the  main. 
Can  yield  a  pioQ)ed  fairer  to  die  fight. 
Nor  charm  with  fcenes  of  more  auguft  delight. 

Here  Lupus  and  his  warlike  ducfs  obcain''d  s  j 

Imperial  fway»  and  great  in  honours  reign'd  ; 
Deriving  titles  from  their  (words  aloni. 
Their  laws  preierT'd,  and  Kberdes  their  own. 

As  u hen  two  (welling  floods  their  wa\-es  orpo(c. 
Nor  would  confound  the  urns  from  whence  i^^^y  roic :  3^ 
Bur  by  degrees  uniting  in  atbream, 
F or ^c  their  fountains,  and  become  the  fame. 
I'hus  itro\t:  the  Britjins  with  the  Norman  rice, 
K'c.ce  with  their  wTongs,  and  con(cious  of  dii'^race  :    ^5 
3v  t  v\  h=n  the  fury  of  their  arms  was  o'er, 
^\'hom  thirlt  of  empire  had  en^g'd  before, 
Now  Friendfhip  binds,  and  Love  unites  the  more. 
Ft  ym  whom  a  longdetcent  of  worthies  Ihinc, 
J  j::  to  the  glories  of  dieir  martial  line  r 
A  JvPiring  Fame  their  matchlels  force  records,  .    43 

Their  bounteous  minds,  and  hofpitable  boards^ 
Where  Weever  haftens  to  receive  the  Dane, 
K(.iV;thi3^with  united  ffcreams  the  plain; 

A  nfing 
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A  rifing  fabrick,  with  majeftic  grace, 

Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  lofty  praife,  4^ 

There  Alton  ftands  confpicuous  to  the  fight  j 

To  Afton,  Mufc,  direft  thy  plcafmg  flight ! 

From  far  the  pompous  edifice  behold^ 

Juft  the  proportions^  and  the  ftru£lure  bold. 

Beauty  is  there  with  elegance  exprefs'd,  5^ 

ImprovM  with  art,  with  native  grandeur  blefs'd. 

What  nobler  object  could  the  worthy  find. 

To  fignalize  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind  : 

Than  to  adorn,  with  fo  auguft  a  frame. 

The  place  that  gave  hi)  anceftors  a  name  f  ^ 

Delightful  fcene  I  thy  patron's  early  care^ 
Who  raisM  thee  up  magnificently  fair: 
He  form'd  thy  beauties,  and  cncreas'd  thy  florc, 
Gteat  in  thyfelf,  but  in  thy  founder  more. 

From  generous  Hudard,  whofc  vi6torious  fword      4<» 
Made  Afton  ftoop  beneath  a  foreign  lord, 
Twenty  fucccflive  chiefs  defcendcd  down  j 
llluftrious  all,  and  matchlefs  in  renown. 
When  injur'd  barons  durft  by  arms  reftrain 
Their  fovcrcign's  pride,  on  die  embattled  plain;         65 
And  rival  rofcs,  with  impetuous  rage, 
IqvoIvM  in  blood  the  next  dcfcending  aget 
Or  when  abroad  we  nobler  conqueftv  fought. 
For  Empire  ft  rove,  for  Fame  and  Beauty  fought  |  ^ 

Their  great  exploits  our  Britiih  annals  grace,.  79 

And  ancient  bards  immortalize  the  race. 
No  lineage  can  a  nobler  rubic£t  yield. 
Nor  oftcncr  fliar'd  the  triumphs  of  the  field  : 
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Renown 'd  in  war,  by  arts  indearM  to  fame,  » 

\V.orthy  their  highdcfcent,  and  glorious  name.  75 

But  though  fomany  pious  worthies  join. 
To  form  the  luftre  of  a  noble  line  : 
Pafs  not,  ungrateful  nymph,  negle6kcd  by 
A  (hade  renown'd  !  a  name  that  cannot  die  t 
His  father's  fame  with  awful  Heps  purfue,  So 

And  raife  thy  flight  with  the  tranfporting  view. 
When  loud  Sedition  call*d  him  early  forth. 
To  merit  wreaths,  and  fignalize  his  worth; 
His  bounteous  mind  fupply'd  die  royal  part 
"V^ith  flowing  fortunes,  and  a  faithful  heart.  85 

ifis  fword  and  pen  were  drawn  in  juft  defence 
Of  fufFering  prelates,  and  an  injured  prince  : 
And  as  fome  midnight  wolf,  by  hunger  prefs'd. 
With  boundlefs  fury  would  the  plains  infeftj 
Put  if  he  hears  the  lion's  awful  voice,  99 

His  head  he  couches,  and  contrails  his  paws  : 
Thus  raging  Fa6l:ion  murmur'd  in  its  den, 
R'jfrrain'd  and  aw'd  by  his  fublimer  pen  : 
And  when  Rebellion  rear'd  its  guilty  head, 
Bfifv^rehis  arms  the  vanquifh'd  monftcr  fled.  jj^ 

Immortal  fiiade  !  to  cndlefs  ages  refl ) 
With  joys,  that  never  rebel  tailed,  blefi.'d : 
As  champion  for  the  facred'ft  raize  of  men. 
Accept  this  tribute  from  a  grateful  pen  ; 
Firm  to  the  church,  and  loyal  to  the  crown,  xoo 

Is  more  than  fame,  and  ran61ihes  renown. 

Nor  wonder  then  fo  many  graces  join*d, 
To  formihc  TgwkQ.bc^uues  of  his  mind : 

He 
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He  from  hU  aaccft^^r*  dcmr'J  thcmiiciwij^ 
l*^pr*nTng  vii|uc5  hj  dt'l'^cni  kli  own. 

And  Eiil  thy  Alba*i  matdUi^fs  fonn  iun'cy, 
From  carlyyijucU  to  naturt^'i  1*1^  decay  i 
The  lively  fcittan;^  of  iii*  bctuty  trace, 
And  give  cacSi  licieamtnt  iu  s^me  grace, 
r  -Ofandctiriiid  fwcctodV  in  his  peribn  jom*d^ 
Augufl  hii  prcfcncci  and  his  afpcdt  kmd  i 
Hl^i  lofty  fl^tujc^  4nd  dUimguiG'd  tuicn^ 
Confcffc*d  tlw  greatnefs  of  a  foul  withiut 
Forg€i3trous  naiurcs  putjfy  thtir  day. 
And  o'er  the  body  fpttiitl  a  lucul  fay  t 
Through  every  pan  infoi  miuj^  Ipintg  fiy, 
Difdain  rtftratntp  and  fparkle  at  die  eye* 
Suchgciicml  lullre,  fudi  refill  Ids  gTace» 
Hi&  limbs  adom'd}  and  trluTnph'il  in  liiiface» 

But  ai  the  earth,  is  besr capacious  mm. 
The  fpiLndid  irtafure  of  her  mines  contains  i 
With  fading  fiovvtrs  ihepainF*  the  lijrface  o'er» 
But  inward  (htnes^vith  I  j 

So  lovely  fount  art  on  n,  i. 

Only  to  i$ig>itfy  the  foul's  ubodc  - 
Wiihin  die  bcuni  oi  fjiarkling  ivk  wcfitid, 
The  chariii>  of  knCct  and  treafurc*  oMhe  nuiid* 
luduTgcnt  Natuje  '  tl,tiiv\J, 

Tl^us  every  lliimn:  t^ - 

With  ftorci  inncfi 
And  form 'd  the  h.  .  .  ..^Aexi, 

Where  a^dCliAAi  in  fam*d  mvsatlcii  d^wti 
Hb  caily  yo\ith  a  fgft  retbcccieai  dvjfe  i 
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To  reft  beneath  the  venerable  (hade. 

Where  Spenfer  fung,  and  Cowley's  Muie  was  laid.     135 

Propitious  Nature  had  prep^r*d  before, 

A  mind  tenacious  of  the  learned  ftore  : 

The  flowing  fprings  of  knowledge  to  receive^ 

And  take  impreflions  faftas  art  could  give.. 

Aufpicious  Cham !  not  all  thy  boafted  race  14^ 

Of  tuneful  youths,  that  celebrate  thy  praife; 
That  in  the  various  (pheres  of  learning  fhine, 
Belov'd  by  Phoebus  and  the  facred  Nine ; 
With  nobler  wreaths  did  e'er  rfiy  temples  crown. 
Or  add,  like  him,  to  thy  ditfus'd  renown.  14-^ 

And  next  the  flowing  robe  employed  his  care. 
And  bulky  volumes  of  the  painful  bar : 
Though  wealth  and  fame  the  toilfome  icareh  attend. 
Yet  he  purfued  it  for  a  nobler  end. 

Obfcure  and  intricate  our  laws  appear,  150 

Perplex*d  with  comments  that  ihoulc  make  them  clear: 
13 is  juftice  through  die  eloomy  mifts  lurvey'd. 
And  Rcalbn  found  by  lubtlctics  betray 'd ; 
With  Eloquence  he  fmooth'd  the  ru^ircd  wav. 
And  fcatter*d  ihades  \^  ith  Judgment's  piercing  ray.       15$ 

He  Nature  in  her  dark  receifcs  fought. 
And  with  Philofophy  lublim*d  his  tliou^ht. 
In  all  the  various  parts  of  learning  ikilTd, 
Thnt  Grecian  fages,  or  the  Roman,  yitld  : 
He  from  the  ancients  drain 'd  their  richeti  itore,  160 

Kctining  ftill  with  wit  the  fparkling  ere. 
l^or  uid  he  \\-ant  the  lyre's  barmcr.icu*  found, 
Whcv:  p\ca£i?.^^  ;icctiiX\  ^  his  Ub->urs  crew  ad  : 

J  The 
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.The  tuneful  lyre,  that  charms  us  with  delight, 
Repels  our  cares,  and  glads  the  tedious  night ;  165 

Retrains  our  paflions,  calms  our  furious  rage. 
The  joy  of  youth,  and  the  relief  of  age. 

His  piercing  faculties,  ferenely  bright. 
Let  inward  to  the  foul  diftinfter  light : 
His  fenfes  exquiiite,  and  rcafon  found* 
Surmounted  all  the  obflacles  they  founds 
In  knowledge  vers'd,  in  learning's  depths  profound. 

Nor  were  his  hours  to  books  alone  confin'd^ 
His  perfbn  was  accompli(h*d  as  his  mind  : 
He  us'd  his  weapons  with  admir'd  fuccefs,  »7^. 

Exceird  in  courtfhip,  and  a  kind  addrefs. 
Whether  he  urg'd  the  courier  to  his  fpeed^ 
Or  temper'd,  witli  his  ikill,  the  fiery  ftecd  j 
When  foaming  at  the  ring  he  fpurns  the  fands^ 
Repeats  his  ftrokcs,  and  launches  as  he  (lands  :  tS^ 

With  grateful  gcfture  he  did  each  command. 
And  ply'd  his  reins  with  an  initru6live  hand*. 
Or  whether,  to  the  fportivc  dance  inclin'd. 
In  lively  mcafurcs  he  the  concert  join'd  r 
None  ever  movM  with  more  majedic  pace,.  tS^ 

Show'd  greater  art,  or  more  becoming  gracc 

His  flowing  wit,  with  folid  judgment  joia*d^ 
Talents  united  rarely  in  a  mind, 
Had  all  the  graces  and  engaging  art^ 
Thit  charm  the  ear  and  captivate  the  heart.  190 

No  pointed  fatire,  nor  morofe  difdain. 
Allay 'd  the  pleafure  of  his  words  with  pain ; 

Hit. 


4^4  YALDEN'S    POEMS. 

His  inofFenfivc  tongue,   from  (lander  free, 
'roQi  Flattery's  vice,   or  blafted  Calumny  ; 
Knew  all  the  fprings  that  fccret  paffions  movCy  195 

Raifc  admiration,  orinfpire  with  love. 

Sententious  and  inftru6tive  his  difcourfc. 
He  urg'd  his  reafons  with  refiftlcfs  force. 
A  lively  eloquence  adorn'd  his  thought. 
And  happy  turns  of  wit  occurred  unfought :  200 

Expreliive  words  his  flowing  fenfe  convey 'd, 
Jull  were  his  thoughts,  and  powerful  to  perfuade. 

But,   goddefs,   now  a  nobler  fcene  fur\'cy,  %; 

Expand  thy  wings,   thy  brightcft  charms  difplay  ! 
What  various  beauties  here  diftra£b  thy  fight !  205 

What  virtues  that  furmount  thy  towering  flight ! 
As  namelefs  ftars,  that  form  the  galaxy, 
With  undiftinguilh'd  luftre  gild  the  iky ; 
So  fhone  the  graces  that  adorn'd  his  mind. 
And  with  concenter'd  rays  their  beauties  join'd  :  2 10 

Whofe  lucid  numbers  but  repel  thy  fight. 
And,   thus  united,   form  one  glorious  orb  of  light. 

His  riper  years  to  wifdom  he  apply'd, 
Each  path  purfucd ,  and  every  conqucft  try'd  : 
Wifdom,  the  darling  attribute  alone,  21.5 

By  which  th'  Almighty  *s  more  diftin6lly  known  : 
And,  when  contra6lcd  to  a  narrow  fpan. 
Becomes  the  noblcll  faculty  of  man. 

Through  books  he  trac'd  her  in  the  plcalmg  chace, 
Ranfack'd  their  {lores,  and  ftill  maintain'd  his  pace.  220 
With  crowds,   and  bufy  men,  he  drove  to  find 
The  flying  5aiv,  xJat  ob\^d  of  his  mind  ; 
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liroygh  fpccious  arts,  rhr&ughall  ihdr  vaio  di^ijftj 
Ic  faw,  tU!lmgiii(hMi  antl  obtain M  the  pdste. 

Hk  ntind,  uith  each  fupcnornilcnt  fraught, 
F'or  touncib  form'd  hh  cnturprmng  rhouglu  : 
Juklt  of  dif[>nTch>  difcnr^t  in  every  tiuft, 
igidly  honefl:,  and  Severely  jufL 
rhough  kindncfa  in  fus  gciicrDUi  bofbm  rcign'd, 
The  dSgnity  of  |iower  be  ftill  mamUia^d  i 
*Jone  c^er  difcliargM  affairs  with  more  addrefsi 
BcrrvM  bettor  public  poils,  or  fought  them  kfs. 

Hh  cfjnftancy  appeared  in  uvx\j  flatei 
F Lit 'd  and  untiiQv'd  sii  the  decrees  of  hte  z 
?a  fly£\uni!n^  doubt*  \ih  miud  di^rcfi'd, 

;  t!ic  i!ri>n^  fuund^tiona  erf  his  brcaAi 
^nn  bore  him  III II  above 
1 1  ITc^b  af  enmity  or  love  : 
irm  on  the  bafi*  of  Uim fttf  be  flood, 
Jf  right  tenacioufi^   pcmiantnt  In  gnc>d. 

Hence  flow'il  31  courage  unan>jy*d  with  fear, 
A  mirtd  uwdaLsntt^d,  and  a  confcicocc  clear: 

KVith  innoctnce  and  v'mun  for  n  guidc^ 
uccefilfully  hci!cm'd  tit*  impetuous  tide, 
fitrcpid  thui  be  revolutions  Ihjit, 
[or  dcvotcti  from  jx*i:h»  lie  tiod  before  t 
The  powep  of  fortune  Aill  dilHain'd  to  own, 

Kor  com  ted  rmilc*,  nor  funk  b<nt?ath  bcr  frown. 
He  fov'd  hii  country,  ^  Uh  regards  above 
he  commi^n  view*  of  merceniry  lovC  i 
is  pafTion  fuch^  if  not  extended  more, 
As  piou»  Roman  1 10  thch^  Latiuin  bore 
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No  (pccious  kindncfs  popularly  fcign'd, 

Byintereft  rais'd,  or  with  ambition  ftain'd  : 

The  tender  piety  his  a6Uon8  fliowM,  155 

From  duty  fprung,  from  fond  afFeftion  flow'd. 

Untainted  with  the  ftain  of  either  vice. 
Of  lavilh  wafte,  or  grafping  avarice  : 
Nor  fqander  d  wealth,  nor  witlf  a  fordid  bread 
Condemned  to  hoards  the  treafures  he  pofTefs'd.  260 

His  hofpitable  roof,  with  plenty  ftor*d, 
Enjoy'd  the  bleilings  of  a  fmiling  board  : 
Heaven,  that  had  blefs'd  him  with  a  large  increa(e» 
Cave  him  a  foul  deferving  to  polTefs. 

The  father's  loyalty  defccnded  down,  jt4o 

"Endeared  by  fufferings,  to  his  rival  fon. 
As  Hannibal  purfued  the  Roman  date, 
With  double  portions  of  his  father's  hate  : 
Such  fixM  avcrfion  in  his  bofom  fprung, 
And  arm'd  his  foul  againfl  our  fatlions,  young  ;       ^70 
A  murder'd  prince,  and  flaughter*d  parent's  fate. 
On  the  rebellious  race  entail'd  his  hate  : 
Firm  to  the  crown  his  duty  he  retain'd, 
And  o'er  his  heart  his  rightful  monarch  reign'd. 

View  beauties  yet  of  a  fublimer  kind,  275 

The  heavenly  ofF-fpring  of  a  pious  mind  :  > 

Charms  that  from  innocence  and  virtue  flow. 
That  to  religion  all  their  fplendor  owe  ; 
Where  no  obfcuring  fpots  their  luftre  hide. 
By  crimes  untainted,  undeformM  with  pride,  280 

Blefs'd  Charity,  the  pure  etherial  ray, 
That  heaven  itfelf  does  to  our  breaiU  convey  j 

In 
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In  larger  portions  to  his  bofom  came. 

And  o'er  his  foul  diffusM  a  ftronger  flame. 

In  him  the  wretched  always  found  relief,  485 

Patron  of  want,  redrcflcr  of  their  grief : 

To  him  th'  affli£tcd  never  fucd  in  vain* 

He  felt  their  miferies,  and-«u'd  their  pain* 

In  midft  of  plenty  free  from  (enfual  vice, 

Kor  more  indulged  than  nature  would  fu£fice :  A90 

The  calm  and  equal  temper  of  his  (bul 

Did  every  guilty  appetite  control ; 

Within  their  \Yomb  the  iricious  feeds  fupprefs'd. 

And  (Irangled  forming  pafiions  in  his  breaft. 

The  Church  in  him  enjay'd  a  faithful  fon,  S95 

Whofe  duty  with  his  early  years  begun  : 
A  virtuous  life  his  juft  obedience  fhow'd. 
And  from  religion  his  afie£kion  fk>w*d ; 
Long  application  fix'd  his  heart  (ecure, 
lie  (carch'd  her  doctrines,  and  he  found  them  pure.  390 

The  liturgy  employ 'd  his  daily  care, 
His  public  worlhip,  and  his  private  prayer : 
To  all  iu  rites  conformity  he  paid, 
The  fervice  lov'd,  and  difcipline  obcy*d. 
Such  ftrong  devotion,  fuch  celedial  fire,  305 

Inflam*d  his  heart,  and  did  his  breaft  infpire: 
As  if  religion  had  engrofs'd  the  whole, 
And  heaven  rcmaiu'd  the  objeft  of  his  foul. 

Defcend,  my  Mufe ;  here  ftop  thy  pleafing  flight, 
For  mournful  profpe6ls,  gloomy  (hades  of  night.        3x0 
Attend  the  lail  expiring  fcene  of  life, 
A  painful  conflidl;.  and  unequal  ftrife : 
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Where  Nature  languifhes  beneath  the  weight 

Of  racking  torments,  and  approaching  fate. 

With  matchlefs  patience,  and  undaunted  mind^        ^3 14 

He  bore  hisanguifh,  and  his  foul  refTgn*d  ;  , 

As  he  the  glorious  profpeft  kept  in  view, 

A  nd  our  old  world  rejc6ted  for  the  new. 

The  bounteous  heavens  their  fruitfulbleflbgs  (hcd. 
And  chaftc  Lucina  cro\vn*d  his  nuptial  bed  :  32O 

From  whence  a  fafrand  numerous  ofF-fpring  came. 
The  happy  pledges  of  a  mutual  flame. 
From  warlike  Hudard,  founder  of  his  race. 
Twenty  renown'd  defcfents  his  lineage  grace  : 
And  from  his  loins  compleat  the  number  /prung,       325 
For  every  anceftor  a  fmiling  young. 

The  happy  hufband  of  a  matchlefs  dame, 
Endear'd  by  virtues,  and  unbkmifh'd  fame  r 
No  guilty  palTion  ever  claim 'd  a  pait, 
Theconfbrtof  his  bed  engrofs'd  his  heart.  33^ 

As  two  fair  tapers  burn  with  ecjual  (lame. 
Their  hcatproportio'n'd,  and  their  light  the  fame: 
And  though  by  How  degrees  they  both  decline. 
Both  to  the  lad  with  the  fame  luftre  fhine^ 
Such  equal  flames  infpir'd  the  happy  pair,  335 

Mutual  their  pafiTions,  and  the  fame  their  care  : 
Though  years  expir'd,  and  youth  confum'd  away, 
1  heir  fond  affe6tions  never  felt  decay. 

As  when  the  fun  our  hcmifphere  refigns, 
He  leaves  us  light,  and  by  refleftion  fhines  t  340 

And  when  tlie  gloomy  interval  is  o'er. 
He  rifcs  bright  and  glorious  as  before* 

Such 
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Such  llkcnefs  in  his  fucceflbr  we  find, 

Left  as  the  Image  of  himfelf  behinti  j 
With  all  the  virtues  of  hh  race  e indued  | 
The  happy  father' sin  the  fon  renewed. 

Methiiik*  I  fee  a  pompous;  tombanfe, 
BeauicoiiK  the  foim,  magnificent  the  fii^e  ; 

IEntha^*d  with  ore,  wirh  wcU-wmught  marble  ma^ei 
Wonhy  the  artid,  and  the  tflorifius  iliadc.  35<* 

Crowds  of  officious  angek  weep  around, 
With  lamps  exunj^ini'dj  and  their  robei  unbound  !      • 
With  heads  ucUnM,  and  drooping  wintr&  they  mourn i 
Fortn*d  to  fuftairij  and  grace  the  ponderous  urn* 
In  abje£t  pofturcs,  and  a  flowbg  drtfa,  JSS 

Pcifttires  that  love  and  lendcrnefa  eatprcfi  : 
The  f^icpcd  Nine  furround  the  fpactous  tomb* 
And  fpread  infci^tous  forrows  o* er  the  dome ; 
Their  lyres  unftrung  are  thrown  iieglc6cd  by, 
And  fcattef  d  wreaths  in  juft  di^rder  lie. 
High  in  the  midil  is  his  effigies  plac'd. 
The  boaft  of  art,  with  every  beauty  grac*d- 
Advareing  age  m  every  line  appcarSp 
And  ftiades  his  brow  with  honou^hle  ycara  t 
JtiA  to  his  form,  his  looks  diCembLcd  right. 
With  joy  detain  the  fond  rpe£l:ator*s  fight* 
Defccnding  Phoebus  crovim  the  upper  (ctnc, 
Hiianneitendcd  with  triumphant  green  i 
[The  fijcied  wreath  around  his  brows  to  place, 
I  And  fhedding  on  him  the  jmutti^l  lays. 
Invainii  ibsl  we  maufbleums  raifcj 
Stiluif  ii^£lj  and  pyramids  of  potfe  t 
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A  nobler  monument  remains  behind , 
The  lively  image  of  his  generous  mindy 
Thftfacred  pile  rais'd  by  his  pious  care. 
Magnificent  with  coft,  with  order  fair  j 
Adorn'd  with  all  that  laviih  art  could  give. 
To  late  poflerity  fhall  make  him  live. 
This  ihall  difiufe  his  celebrated  name. 
More  than  the  hundred  tongues  of  bufy  fame  3 
His  memory  frpm  dark  oblivion  (ave, 
£lude  his  fite^  ;md  triumph  o'er  the  gntvc* 
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